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BANG!!! Dynamite? Yes! The gentlemen from America have succeeded at last, then! Looks like it! Howdreadful! What 


are those bits flying into the air? Dear me! what a jingling of little bells. 

It dia seem dreadful, and no mistake! The bits needed no prolonged scrutiny to identify them ; it was but too evident that they 
were the fragments of poor dear FUN; and yet—— Could there be any mistaking the expression of jubilant amusement on the well- 
known features of the Jester as his head sailed independently by up toward the ether? . * . 

But who is this? Fun, the good Jester, in one piece—entire—unshattered—coherent? Yes—hear, he speaks. ‘* Yes,” he says, 
‘* I’ve just come back from a visit to everywhere at once. Never been so thoroughly diffused among the human race before, I assure you ; 
and never should have managed it without the help of our good friends the Americans! Can’t say how much I owe them! Just hap- 
pened to be passing when they were discharging one of their little infernal machines, with the view of disseminating a taste for violence 
through the universe—up I went ; and up with me went Truth, Moderation, Sanity, and all the other good solid qualities 1” 


Scattered to the four winds? 
** Exactly—to be carried by them to the hearts and intelligences of all men, and convince them that the American business doesn’t 


I assure you these dynamite gentry have done more to diffuse us all than all the well-doers since the creation !” 


pay. 
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ANOTHER INNINGS, 


WHEN Mr. FUN was called upon 
To start an innings more, 

Some matters which have palled upon 
Him, were not to the fore : 

It was extremely curious— 
I give my sacred word 

My story isn’t spurious— 
But this is what occurred :— 


Britannia wasn’t round about 
Soliciting advice ; 
Nor was ‘“‘ the Master” loud about 
His value above price ; 
Without exacting deference, 
He sought the wicket-sticks, 
And made no sort of reference 
To 


VOLUME FORT Y-SI2z. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


» RURY’ LANE,—I should think 
the W: scene in Faust, as 
<) here 25th ult., 







“A 
“ 
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consistent fate through lif 
the best things in it (judging by 
the descriptions of those who 
have not missed them), and, 
ving missed it, I naturally class 
this among ‘‘ the best things.” 


Let that be how it will, how- 

ever, there can be no doubt about 

the excellence of the rendering of 

} A cast which includes 

lon, c the Reszkes as Faust and Me- 

phistopheles, and Madame Nor- 

Devry Lang.—Siese, ras sisetce as dica as Marguerite, needs little 

PARSSIBLE, BUT PASSABLE, TOO. ** bush ”’—it is ** good wine,” in- 

deed. Jean de Reszke’s romantic 

and manly presence (albeit he is “‘ writ” rather ‘‘ large”) 

enhance the value of his sweet voice and fine singing, and make him an 

ideal Faust; and, with voice, fair semblance, cod good and piquant 

acting sense, Madame Nordica gives us a Marguerite well worthy of it. 

Edouard de Reszke is a splendid bass, and a splendid Mephistopheles. 

He is writ even larger than his brother, and makes a very comfortable- 

eg devil, indeed, They evidently feed him well in—where he 
ves, 


5 


4 





M. Victor MAuRgL has a goodly and wide-spread reputation, but I 
can’t honestly say that his Valentine made me anything else but un- 
comfortable all the time he was about. He is the champion “‘ wobbler,” 
I should say (since Weston left the business), and he frequently turns up 
his eyes in a forlorn manner, 
“Asd ducks in thunderstorms 

Are often said to do.” , 
If ee like Maurels like this let me be without Maurels I pray you. 
Malle, Georgina Fabri hasa very nice shape, and her two movements of 
nn rea the face in the hand alternately with pressing the 
clen fistjagainst the bosom) are very amusing; but if I have a 
favourite song in this opera it is the Par/ata d’ Amor, and I never can 
forgive the way Georgina treated it, She played the very Mephis- 
top with it, and nothing else. 





Tue following Monday saw a somewhat poor performance of Lucia 
di Lammermoor, A dbutante on the stage (hough I believe the 
concert room(is not unfamiliarized 
with her presence), Mile. Gam- 
bogi essayed the title part—not 
to put too fine a point upon it— 
unsuccessfully; and, although 
Signor Pandolfini’s Enrico was 
good and Signor Runcio’s Ed- 
gardo passable, there was nothing 
in the performance generally to 
— it above a very ordinary 
evel, 





Tue Gairgry.—Mrs, James 
= © Syed is trying again (I 

t say very trying again), but 
I don’t think that the bg Pa is 
(so) trying with is much better 
suited to her than the one 





se see that the unmarry- 
ing heroine for English © Drury Lane.—Faust Rejvvenatap; 


“THERE 1s NO Decerrion.” 


I suppose the ‘‘ Moorish dancing place” was unavoidable, 





it, 
and indeed serves the purpose well enough. There is some good 





of our opinions do not altogether accord with his. This is matter for 
chastened 
them with what fortitude we may, The sending of the anonymous letter, 
by the way, which was the occasion of Mr. Davey’s “‘ orate,” 
° 


duction of Zheodora till the autumn (I should think so !), meantime she 





writing in the play, and here and there some queer lines—on the whole 
it may be said that the adapter has done his work well. 





THERE are some good le who consider that Mrs. James Brown- 
Potter has im in her acting; I, alas, am unable to amass that 
amount of charity which would enable me to join this worthy corps— 
true, the amount of charity needed would be large, but I take no credit 
for that. She has discarded some of her tricks, and others, notably the 
upheaval of the eye, she uses less lavishly, and in so far as their absence 
is an improvement she has improved. Her betterment “‘hath this 
extent, no more.” To begin with, her pronounced accent is dead 
against her, and, at one point in particular, was so ludicrous in effect as 
to extort the unwilling smile from kindliness no less than the undis- 
guised guffaw from the unreflecting. This accent had the oddest effect 
upon the miserable writer of these lines, reminding him irresistibly of 
Miss Nelly Farren in her comic-vocal moods until he grew quite 
hysterical and had to seek solace in the soothing soda blended with the 


balmy brandy. 


Mrs, JAMES BROWN-POTTER has, moreover, a plentiful lack of stage 
ease, she bears herself, at times, with extraordinary ungainliness, her 
idea for the expression of pathos is to stiffen all over and lean back, 
she passes rapidly on through the play as though the finish were the only 
end to aim for, she is monotonous, one-gestured, and crude, and—her 
hair keeps coming down. For my part, indeed, I see no sign whatever 
of the acting sense ; I may be wrong, of course, I hope I am, for Mrs. 
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Drury LANE.—MAGARITA, THE FAIR JEWEL-IST. 


J. B. P. is pretty in a small-featured way, and pleasant to look upon, 
and drapes a rather rigid figure in taking frocks. 


Tue other characters in the piece only merit notice on account of 
their exponents, with the exception of the hero, played by Mr, Kyrle 
Bellew cleverly, touchingly, and well, though, as usual, ‘‘ sicklied o’er ” 
with a thick layer of self-fancy. Miss Roselle, Mr, Fernandez, and 
Miss Fanny Brough rose superior to circumstances, and Messrs. John 
Maclean, Arthur Dacre, Lewis Miller, J. L. Shine, Miss Julia Gwynne, 
and the rest, were worthy of themselves. Mr. Shine appeared in an 
inexplicable character, and, at one point, had to sing a song, the in- 
congruity of which incident struck him so forcibly that he couldn’t 
remember the words. The scenery—by Banks, Ryan, Perkins and 
Emden—is exceptionally beautiful. 


THE PRINCESS’S (*morning).—Mr. Richard Davey, in a speech given 
with much dramatic force, so kindly did the critics’ work of judgment 
on Miss Houliston’s performance in the title- of his version of Victor 
Hugo’s Marion Delorme (produced here by the lady on the 28th ult.), 
that our hearts would fill with swelling gratitude, were it not that some 


t, of course, but such trials will come, and we must bear 


is dese 
all reprobation, but there was no need to make capital out of it. 
Nops AND WINKS.—Miss Grace Hawthorne will postpone the pro- 
“opens” on the 14th with Shadows of a Great City, with hopes, no 


doubt, of acquiring some of this Great City’s substance, 
NESTOR. 
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SPORTING NOTE. 
‘(By Ong THAT Knows Noruine Apoot It.) 








Farmer Giles Goes to the Jubilee, 
Now, dang it, Jarge, Oi coom to town 

To zee the Queen all in her gown ; " 
The lards and ladies too, a-dressed te i HA Pr 

Loike us be Sundays in our best. ‘ (., ae sl JUBILEE 
Oi’d heered tell ’twould be wondrous grand ee NG ° : 
With everywhur a Jarman band ; j —~ 2 ba = 
And all the theeaters quite free, 

As ’twur the Queen’s Great Jubilee, 
Well, off Oi went to zee the fun; 

Oi'll tell ’ee, Jarge, how Oi be done— 
On Lunnon Bridge Oi heered a snap, 
My watch wur gone, so wur the chap. 


Well, next Oi past the Monument, 
Then by St. Paul’s still on Oi went ; 
The folks stared at Oi pretty hard, 
No doubt they thawt Oi wur a lard. 


At last the crowd, Jarge, got so thick, 
That in one place Oi had to stick ; 

A parson-looking chap stood by 

My side, and talked quite free to Oi. 
But when he’d gone, my handkerchief 
Went too—Oi tell ’ee ’twur a thief ; 

A smarter un Oj never zee, 

And Oi be cute, Jarge, too, Oi be. 


Well, soon Oi heered the people cheer, 

And shout, and some un cried, ** They’re heer !” 

And then there wur a mighty rush, **GREAT JUBILEE STEAKS,” 
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Ontil my ribs Oi thawt they'd crush, 

But Oi suppose thee wants to know pa . TR Oh See TE gs ay eg 

What else Oi t thi t sh A SOMEWHAT sour friend says that no matter whom a man marries, he always finds 
sos al as Ol'we 0 afterwards that he has married a different person. As the S, F, has paid for the funerals 


Oi zee all as Oi’ve told before, 
And, dang it, Jarge! why, nothing more. 





of four wives, perhaps his opinion is worth consideration, 








Tempora Mutantur, The Oause of Orime. 
WILKINS experimented with a new razor the other morning and it | [An evening paper has gravely pointed out that wife-beating and crime generally may 
wouldn’t shift a single bristle. ‘* How silly of you not to have tried its perhaps be attributed to the effect of Punch and Jady upon the young. 
temper before bringing it home, but you always — a fool,” be posi warcre —— de sage on = Judy 
Mrs. W. “T dear,’ bled W., blandly, ** tri r m ! m play 
m. wa Pg es Po thi gre tet am Such condemnation should make us feel moody, 


temper before—um, er.” Later on Wilkins said to a lone bachelor t 
friend, ‘‘ Jones, old man, do you know that a hand-glass is a very for- We who have wept at this tragedy gay. 
midable instrument of punishment when cleverly used by an irate lithe- With Punch, the old rollicking rampant “ root-tooter, 
fingered female?” ‘*I wasn’t aware of the fact,” replied Jones ; ‘‘ but Have we not oft spent a — time? 
I'll take your word for it.” And little we recked that that hable looter 

Was filling our hearts with a p for crime, 








Now we are told that this tragedy story 
Drives us all sorts of dark deeds to commit, 
Such as bloodshed—worse, betting, in which many glory, 
And it giveth the virtues swift notice to quit, 
Alas! and alack ! that a drama so stirring 
Should cause a mg craving for fraud and for gore, 
Since it thus makes the young to be wicked and erring, 
Oh, patronise Punch and his Judy no more. 





{ 





Yea, since this dear drama to vice seems addicted, 
All plays and all players we henceforth should shun, 
Lest for seeking the same we should all be convicted 
Of doing those deeds we ought not to have done.| 
Our Shakespeare, Sims, Massinger, Merritt and Pettitt, 
Our Grundy, our Goldsmith, Pinero and Wills, 
We all should eschew, lest ere long we regret it, 
And juries against us should turn out true bills. 


Then put up your shutters, O I and others, 
ne’er again tempt the B, P, into sin; 
If Punch’s deep pathos all virtue’s flame smothers, 
ore tae te ian oe 
Let Thespis ‘dry up,” let all q calling, 
Let * Shy" be oont to the Bini’a Pluss aiets 


For if Punch and such plays cause results so appalling, 
’Tis time that the acting profession was gone ! 














OVERHEARD AT MARGATE. JAMES DE LA YANK has whispered to an interviewer that President 
Enthusiastic Uncle. —** Did you notice that glorious man-o’-war go Cleveland expectorates freely on the carpets of the White House, despite 
by, Mabel? Ha, ha! After all, Britannia rules the waves.” the efforts of Mrs. Cleveland to restrain her elderly husband’s salivous 


Qualmish Niece ( just returned from a shilling sail on the briny),— propensity. Jeames must have a terrible task when sweeping out in the 
‘* Very likely, Uncle; but she does rule them terribly crookedly, mornings. We trust that he has received at least ten cents for imparting 


Oh, I do feel so ill! Have you your flask with you?” the interesting information, 
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A rrienp of ours has been studying the 





watchmaker. 
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Then our friend, wearying of i 
really ought to have it cleaned—strained it so!" said the watchmaker. Our friend turned out his empty pockets in wild triumph. 
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send for it if you will leave your address ; never do to let it go on in such a state |” 


A REMARKABLE INSTINCT. 


instinc watch i i i ber of the trade can tell that 
insti makers. One has interested and surprised him greatly. He states that a mem 
- daphne in your pocket wants cleaning the instant you enter the shop. 





He bought a watch lately, left the shop with it, discovered he had left his gloves, and returned for them. Watchmaker didn't recognize him ; but that Instinct was on 


the alert. ‘“‘ Dear me! that watch of yours wants cleaning dreadfully!" said the watchmaker. 
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Our friend was surprised, but had it done. As he left the shop again with it, watchmaker happened ‘to meet him round a case, and again failed to recognize him. 
* That watch in your hand is in a shocking state, sir!" said he ‘no wonder it doesn’t go!" *'* But it_does go—it’s just}new. I've only just——" began our friend. 
Lat it was vain—watch had to be leaned again. 


if 


—— 
t, flang that ticker in the Thames. 














ee —_. 


Soon after he had occasion to enter that shop again. ‘Ah !—that watch in your pocket—you 
‘* Ah |—never mind,” said the 
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MINT SAUCE. 


JOHN BULL (aghast).—** WHO ARE YOU? WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY IT?’ 


GHOST OF A COINAGE,.—"**1 AM THY BRAND-NEW COINS, DOOM’D FOR A CERTAIN 
SIGHT, UNTIL THE FOUL DESIGNS ARE PURG’D AND WORN AWAY.” 
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THH ENTERPRISH OF EVANS JONBSS. 

T isa curious and interesting 
place, that Welsh village ; 
not so much on account of 

its antiquities as of its 
manners and customs, 

It was not a fashionable 

lace when we first knew 
it: there were seven na- 
tives and seven visitors. 
The seven visitors wanted 
uessseee? Fm. Z something to eat ; the seven 
ree . A natives had just killed a 
ae sheep (by accident), and, 
being unable to consume 
the whole of it in that very 
hot weather, were at a loss 
what to do with about half 
of it. They consulted ; 
they did not like to launch 
out into such a novel and 
rash proceeding as throwing it away; they thought, perhaps, that the 
most cautious plan, as involving the least committal of themselves to any 
definite course, would be to let it alone to go bad, The visitors sug- 
gested that the natives should sell that half to them, as they wanted 
some dinner. The natives had never done that sort of thing before ; it 
might, being a step in the dark, involve unforeseen and overwhelming 
consequences; they shook their heads. 

So the visitors—the scenery being very fine in that village—had some 
food down from London, and stayed. 

It was about three days after the mutton had gone wrong, and been 
removed by dogs, that one of the visitors wanted a boat to go on the 
river, Now, one of the natives, one Evans Jones, hada boat. Evans 
Jones was a comparatively communicative native: he had grumbled to 
the visitors that the natives of that place wanted larger incomes than 
they possessed, and that times was ‘ard ; he also regretted having bought 
that boat, as he had no use for it; and then the visitor suggested that 
Evans should let it out to him, 

But Evans Jones shook his head for three days, and then said he didn’t 
quite see his way to do ¢hat, 

Then he consulted with his neighbour Evans Jones, and the latter 
didn’t know what to say; so the visitor laid money down on a stone, 
and got in the boat, and shoved off; and Evans Jones took up the 
money, and then, undecided what to do under such sudden circum- 
stances, sat down and thought it over, and came to the conclusion that 
he had been very enterprising to let out his boat, and that it was a good 


thing to do. 

Next day the visitor said that he would very likely hire the boat by 
the week if Evans Jones would stop up the hole in her with a piece of 
putty ; but Evans Jones replied that he shouldn’t care to buy the piece 
of putty on the chance, for fear he might have a loss; but if the visitor 
would buy the piece of putty, the price should be deducted from the hire- 
money ; but the visitor said ‘* Pooh !” 

Then suddenly a great change came over Evans Jones, and he became 
wildly, rashly enterprising. He bought the piece of putty, and put it 
on, and let the boat out; and, what is more, he sold another visitor 
an ounce of tea which he happened to have; and put the rest of his 
quarter-pound in his cottage-widow, labelled ‘‘for sale,” and kept a 
shop. 

Then the other natives stared at Evans Jones, and did not see why 
he should get profits which 
they did not get ; and they 
looked very black; and 
Evans Jones, who lived up 
the hill, and Evans Jones, 
who lived on the sands, 
sat on a wall and glowered 
at Evans Jones for three 
days, 

Seven more visitors ar- 
rived, and the fourteen 
visitors suggested that 
Evans Jones should lay in 
a little stock of tea, sugar, 
treacle, and bread, and 
supply them; but Evans 
— said that he shouldn’t 

ike to do that, for fear 
something might happen 
(such as the death of the 
fourteen visitors), and he 
might have a loss; so the visitors advanced the money, and Evans Jones 
t up regularly in business, and was full of enterprise, 











But there was a great murmur in the village about the unfairness of 
Evans Jones’s success ; for all the other natives wanted profits, and had 
sat on walls for years trying to get them, while Evans Jones had secured 
several pounds, 

There were twenty-one visitors in the place now, all calling out for 
food, and boats, and tobacco, and all manner of things ; and the great 
complaint was that none of the money transferred itself from the pockets 
of these visitors to those of the natives; ‘‘and what,” asked the natives, 
‘¢ is the use of visitors if they don’t do good to the place?” — 

Among other things Evans Jones’s boat, although constantly in hire, 
was not enough for all the visitors ; and it happened that another native, 
one Evans Jones, had a boat left him by a relation at this time, so he 
set up on the beach by the side of Evans Jones, At this the wrath of 
Evans Jones knew no bounds. Here was this Evans Jones, after he 
himself had taken all the risk of introducing the new enterprise, coming 
with his competition to take the bread out of his mouth, What did it 
matter if his own boat could not meet the demand? That had nothing 
to do with it. So Evans Jones set himself to poison the minds of the 
visitors against Evans Jones, and told them it was no use for them to go 
out in Ais boat, as the tide wouldn’t be favourable ; while Evans Jones 
whispered to them that the tide was all right for his boat, but not for 
Evans Jones’s; and there was bad blood. 

Then came another source of strife, Another native (of the name of 
Evans Jones) laid out two shillings (borrowed), and set up as a stationer; 
and this caused great resentment on the part of Evans Jones who had 
the provision shop, and who did not think competition at all fair. 

But, bless you ! you wouldn’t know the place now. It is a regular 
fashionable resort ; and prices are very high, as, after all, is only fair 
when one considers the original risks incurred by the natives in attract- 
ing visitors to the place. Why, there’s a large hotel now, and a Pavilion 
with a band, and swimming-baths! The hotel is kept by an English- 
man, the Pavilion by a Scotchman, and the baths by an Irishman, 

It cannot be said that Wales is not enterprising any more ! 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MONDAY, June 27.—In Committee on Land Transfer Bill Lord 
Herschell moves amendment to new provision as to disposition of 
personalty, whereby widows of intestates take life interest in whole 
instead of one-third absolutely. Noble Lord says he would like to see 
an alteration in law of distribution of estates real and personal, So 
would Fon, only the scheme of the sage of 153 Fleet Street would be 
one for less distribution among the lawyers, 

Commons,—Morley objects to perpetuity of Coercion Act. Wants 
that article supplied like pianos and mangles, on the three years’ system. 
Sir Wilfrid the Watery labours painfully to raise a laugh. Ultimately 
secures a champion one unintentionally by remarking, ‘‘ There is this 
difference between us Liberals and you Tories—the Liberals have learnt 
in the school of experience, which is the only school in which fools can 
learn.” Remainder of remark lost in Tory yells of delight, Dr. Tanner 
incidentally remarking that ‘‘ base and cowardly assertion ” characteristic 
of Balfour, Speaker calls the Jubilee Tanner in, 

Tuesday.—Lord Mount-Temple pleads for open spaces, and urges that 
London’s heart bound to be affected if London’s lungs not kept clear. 
Good luck to Lord Mount-Temple and his (s)paces that don’t kill, Next 
article on lordly programme Bill dealing with the weigh cattle are 
wayed, (This seems wrong way round.—Ep. F.) Query, when found 
by the way, don’t they generally go in the pound ? 

Commons,—Goschen says alleged dissatisfaction with new coinage 
all bunkum, Same in demand everywhere. In fact, feature of the age 
the new coinage. An end to everything. Smith intimates there’s 
going to be one even to the Crimes Bill on Monday, 

Weanesday,—Lucky Lords—happy in 


the vested rights 
Which they enjoy on Wednesday nights 


off to Royal Garden Parties, Rollicking Regattas, and such-like frivoli- 
ties, while unfortunate Commons lashed to the helm of duty in the 
Irish Sea of troubles. What with heated atmosphere and still more 
heated Irish oratory, members’ life not precisely a happy one. Nolan 
moves that no person shall be bound to keep the peace unless proved to 
have broken it, and Clancy gives a piece of his mind to the ** horde,” who 
he declares nolens volens support Government. Healy raises Speaker's 
pique, and Speaker ejaculates, ‘‘ You are going too far, Healy—you are 
really!” 

Thursday.—Lords resolve, on Coleridge’s motion, to communicate 
their legal decisions to Courts affected thereby—but the other Courts, 
half of whose decisions are never communicated to the general public, 
hold G.P, to the maxim ignorance of the law is no excuse, 

Commons.—Wilfrid vainly tries to draw the Egyptian Sphinx. Smith 
poses, according to Labby, as Alexander, and cuts the knot of Crimes 
Bill with the sword of his majority. 

Friday—Lords.—Irish Land. 

Commons.—Lawson appropriately asks whether police to be rewarded 
for extra Jubilee labours. Bradlaugh wants to deal with waste lands, 
and other members waste a deal of time. 
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THE JUBILEE REGATTA. 
Albert Edward.—** Now, MA, STEER STRAIGHT, AND I’LL PULL YOU THROUGH.” 











Joyous, 


You ask why I’m happy and gay? 
Why my countenance hath a 
calm cast ? 
’Tis because, pray allow me to say, 
The Jubilee’s past. 


The shops will resume their old 


form, 
Their ‘‘ads” they will alter at 
last, 
With “Jubilee ” goods they won’t 


swarm, 
For the Jubilee’s past. 





The papers will stick to mere news, 
Whether news be but paltry or 
vast, 
No Jubilee ‘‘ par ”’ can they use, 
For the Jubilee’s past. 


The people will now be more 
sane, 
And with Jubilee ‘* mugs” 
won't be classed, 
And the Queen, too, more calmly 
will reign, 
Now the Jubilee’s past. 
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POLITICAL MORALITY! 
De Buggins.—‘** But suppose your Party were to throw you over- 


board, dear boy ?”’ 


Promising Young Politician (full of confidence).—** Well, I should 
have strength enough to swim over to the other side, old chappie,”’ 





SUMMER SADNESS, 


Ir 7s summer. Well, any fool could tell that, unless he happened to 
be a stoker in a Red Sea steamer. Do I enjoy the heat? No, I most 
certainly do not. I don’t happen to be an agent for summer drinks or 
fruit salts, and all that. I’m not a lodging-house keeper at the seaside. 
What on earth’s the good of the summer to me, I should like to know? 
I can sit in the sun dolce far niente, and doze and enjoy myself. Well, 
canI? As I don’t happen to be fond of having a lot of gnats biting 
my ankles, or of earwigs crawling down my collar, I don’t care for ¢hat 
sort of thing, I can tell you. You catch me sitting out inthe sun, I 
can enjoy a cool drink in summer, CanI? That’s to say, I can get 
fiendishly thirsty, and then give myself the nettle rash or a surfeit, 

lping down a long drink. Not I. The shady side of Piccadilly—do 
T wer that? I most certainly do not. Why, London is perfectly 
crammed with country cousins and colonials, and all that sort of thing. 
There they all are in Bond Street, flattening their noses against the 
plate glass of the shops, and squeaking out, ‘‘Oh, my goodness !” 
‘Oh, my gracious!” Why can’t people keep their enjoyment to 
themselves, without trying to ram it down other people’s throats, I 
should like to know. 

It’s nice and cool on the river. Is it? It may be nice and cool for 
all I care about it. 7 don’t want to have to pay nearly half-a-sovereign 
for a cold lunch, and to sit over the water smelling the dock leaves and 
the mud while a parcel of fools go by playing concertinas and banjoes in 
steam launches, That’s not at all the sort of thing / care for, / can tell 
you. Did I gotoa garden party at Richmond the other day? Yes, I 
did. Nice and summery, was it? And the roses were beautiful. Were 
they? What’s the good of flowers, I should like to know, excepting to 
poison the air when youkeepthemin a room? I never saw any good yet 
in the summer. It’s only a time to make people lazy and drink more 
than they ought todo, Excursions, too. hy you can’t get in a train 
anywhere, but what it is filled with children leaning out of the win- 
dows and bawling ‘‘ We’re all going somewhere or the other to spend a 
happy day.” As if anyone cared whether the little beasts were happy 
or not. There’s a great deal too much holiday-making for children in 
summer-time. In my time there was more birch and brimstone and 
treacle, and a good job too. DIOGENES TUBB6, 


Ir is pretty clear that the new Jubilee coins are not *‘ coins of vantage,” 
that is, if ‘‘ vantage” be synonomous with ‘‘advantage,” for what 
advantage the new coins possess over the old ones nobody has, so far, 
been able to find out. 

AT the Jubilee Ball in the City, it was understood that the guests would 
be received in a crush room, but, strangely enough, though the crush was 
unquestionably great, there was hardly any room to be found at all. 
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EKNIOKNAOKS. 


ic epicure’s chef ruined a dinner last week by over-cooking. 

Mest a ae EE. vee’ to the Fire Office in which he is in- 

sured for 7hirty Pounds—the 

value of goods damaged by 

fire on his premises. The 

Manager pumped cold water 

on the gourmand’s application, 

and he retired to the nearest 

restaurant and dropped salt 
tears into a marrow-bone, 


A TWO-HUNDRED mile 
tramway, which will connect 
a number of towns and villages 
near Buenos Ayres, is now 
being laid. The iron horse 
will not be employed as a 
motive-power, because the 
price of a couple of tons of 
coal will buy a hardy gee-gee 
with all its harness—a game 
class of horse which can be 
worked up into nice tasty little 
South American hashes after 
it is past tram-work, 





Six wild geese were struck by lightning the week before last. The 
bolt of Jove roasted them to a turn; and they were bolted straight off 
by hungry peasants in the vicinity. No stuffing. 





A GERMAN paper asserts that experiments made at Kunnersdort 
have proved that war balloons can be east/y destroyed at a distance of 
four miles, Our military balloonists chuckle, ‘‘How’s that for 
high ?” 


Ir is absurd to suppose that the new coinage gives general dissatisfac- 
tion, for we hear the “‘ smashers” eve easse consider the new sixpences 
excellent coins, well worth expending a bit of gilt on. 95. 5d. clear 
profit, don’t you know. 


A NIGGER, who was lately proposed as a member of the Young 
Men’s Christian Association in New York, has been blackballed on 
account of his colour, Not a heavy load of Christianity among the 
young men we guess. 


Ow1nG to drought thick water has been sold at a penny a can in 
Swansea, but soda and whisky still remains at par. 


THe following advertisement appeared in a contemporary lately :— 
‘Wanted, a pions, steady man to make himself generally useful ina 
bootmaker’s shop, where the lady customers are chiefly elderly members 
of the Established Church, Apply,” etc. Prunella with elastic sides 
and shiny tips you bet ! 


A “‘RESPECTABLE” merchant was recently charged with stealing a 
piece of tarpaulin. The magistrate said, ‘‘The case is clearly proved 
against you, prisoner, but owing to the position you hold in the district 
I shall give you the option of a fine. Pay ten shillings or suffer ten days’ 
imprisonment.'’ A fine example of British justice this! Had a small 
boy of ten years been convicted of a similar offence he would have been 
scored and scarified by the prison birch. 


A YOUNG gentleman returning home on a ’bus the other night gave 
the driver a tip to let him take the reins, but finding the very much 
tamed steeds did not progress at the pace he desired, this amateur coach- 
man applied the whip freely to a galled part of one of the animals, upon 
which the licensed Jehu whispered hoarsely, ‘‘ Gently there, guvnor ! 
Easy, sir, if you please. That’s my faverite bit o’ raw, and I likes to 
keep it ter myself.” 


A PRIVATE soldier in the United States Army deserted some time 
ago and started business as robber and murderer. He was arrested 
recently on a charge of desertion, and made a desperate effort to slip his 
captors, After nine soldiers had fired at the culprit, a crack shot 
managed to bring him down at a distance of five yards, That marks- 
man has been presented with a large pewter medal, 


Tue American Government, deducting that their country is over 
| stocked with Patlanders, is reshipping batches of ‘‘ assisted ” Hibernian 
grants, and telling them to go to—well, let’s say Kent. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpDIToR oF ‘** Fun.” 





A TALE OF HENLEY. 


S1r,—Some may think it out of place that I should fill the meagre 
space a niggard editor allows—for telling all the Herrs and Fraus, 
Messieurs, Signors, Sirs and Mums, and everybody else who comes, 
from Kaiser on his throne to serf, a thing or two about the turf—with that 
which smacks of fours and pairs—I mean aquatical affairs. And if they 
tell me such is so, shall I deny the statement? No ! I shall remark that 
I’m aware that it is so, and do not care, and I shall add to this reply by 
slyly winking with my eye, assuming a derisive pose and gently tapping 
of my nose. No, I’vea tale of Henley week, with which I’m busting 
(so to speak), and ’tisn’t likely that I’d miss a chance to tell it, such as 
this. 

The sun was beating on my head, o’er which a cabbage leaf I’d 
spread, effectively surmounting that with an extremely tasty hat, as forth 
I strolled by Henley meads to see if I could land some feeds. Ten minutes 
scarce had sauntered by, when, lo! a maiden caught my eye. She 
was ** well-found” and favoured well, and in her dress a perfect swell, 
but there was something in her smile which made me half suspect some 
wile, partic’lar as she seemed to be intent on making up to me—the 
which, I hope I need not say, I met by looking t’other way. But 
though I showed I’d not be mashed, she wasn’t in the least abashed, 
and not at all discouraged by a certain something in my eye; she held 
her course without remorse and asked the way to Charing Cross. I told 
her that and turned away, but she had something more to say. She 
said it with a timid smile, ‘‘ Ah, sir, ’tis many a weary mile, and how 
—oh, how!—shall I get there, I have no cash to pay the fare.” And then 
she Jook’d—it wasn’t bad, but, sir, 7 wasn’t to be had. I said, ‘* Indeed ! 
Excuse me, mum, but 'can’t you go and borrow some?” But she 
replied, *‘ Alas! I fear, there’s not a single person here would trust me 
with a half-a-crown, and how am [ to get totown? But, sir, you look 
so kind,” —ahem !—‘‘ my bold request you won’t condemn. You seem,” 
she said, with smiling lips, ‘‘like one who’s used to giving tips; give 
me a tip what crews to back and then I'll win in half a crack sufficient 
coin to pay my fare and free me from a load of care.” 

And then I saw the little game, resolving for to baulk the same ; 
they’d set her on, as I could see, to wheedle all my tips from me; and 





































































































when those splendid tips they’d got, they’d cut me out and make a pot. 
What did Ido? Why, then and there I seemed to tumble in the snare, and 
gave a list extremely long, with all the winners entered wrong. Profuse 
in thanks she tripped away. Then I was busy all that day collecting 
pals to go about and take, though with apparent doubt, the many bets her 
pals proposed. . . . As balmy evening gently closed I met my cheery 
pals, and lord ! to see our much augmented hoard. To take that hoard 
and plank it down in banker’s care in London town, we hurried off to 
catch the train, and there we met that maid again! For what she said 
you haven’t space—but oh, you should have seen her face! To think 
that maids should cheat us thus ! I’m yours in luck, 
TROPHONIUS, 








SPEAKING anent the co-operative system, Sir Wilfrid Lawson said, 
** People never adulterate for themselves, but only in a neighbourly way.” 
Watery Willie does struggle hard to score as a goakist, and when he 





hits the bull’s eye it is only fair to record his successful shot. 
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THE “HIGHER EDUCATION OF WOMAN.” 


ect wife for £25. - 
Ir is said that a School for —— se ay — geavith his Pan: ad Fun offers some gratuitous suggestions. 


There will be classes for, among other things, cookery, 
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Tue Exvocution Lesson.—A dummy figure 
of apathetic aspect might be utilised. This 
would accustom ladies to a hubby’s stolid bear- 
ing, and encourage them in the use of their 


persuasive powers. 
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Tue Surirt-Butron Crass. 


Tue DesaTInG Lasson.— Constant practice with an- 


other dummy figure (with arm movement, and capable 

of producing discordant sounds), would serve to endow 
ladies with confidence when debating domestic affairs _ 
with a husband not sufficiently docile. Rit 
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Bereaved ladies in search of a second 


perience already acquired, be received 
at reduced fees. 


A gentleman might be retained on the staff in order that the 
partner should, on account of ex- delicate matter of “‘ proposing” might be thoroughly mastered. 


that future hus 


A course of calisthenics should be included, in order 
of a refractory turn might be 


properly dealt with. 








MInNnT SAUCE. 
(Szz CARTOON.) 


WHAT have we here? 

Oh, dear ! 
With a certain measure 

Of pleasure 
We were expectantly p ed to see 
New coins in honour of the Jubilee : 
But when, alas! at length 





put in an appearance, 
Theyshcw'a such weakness, ’steadof strength, | 


All wish’d they'd rapidly effect a 
clearance. 
For on these coins is represented 
(In size too insignificant and mean) 
A so-call’d likeness of our gracious Queen, 
That does not make the loyal heart contented: 
From her back-hair doth trail 
A somewhat needless veil, 
Whilst on her head is perch’d a little crown 
Which looks as if it wants to topple down. 
Indeed, I almost think I should decline a 
Portrait of our Victoria Regina, 


If offer’d to me in this novel mould ; 
But no, on second thoughts I can arrange it; 
Make me a present of that head in gold, 
I'll change it ! 


Now Ready, Price One Shilling. 


JACEK OF HBARTS. 
By H. T. JOHNSON. 














153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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Or 6d. Boxes, All Stationers. 


(24 kinds) 7 stamps. Bins 





Sample Box 
NGHAM. 
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BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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Reckitt’ 


Blue 


See that you Set it! 
As bad makes are oftensold 
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wre WAS OBSERVED TO BECQME SUDDENLY (‘IMMERSED IN LITERARY STuDyY. 
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JINo , juSTtT AS HIS WIFE'S CURIOSITY BECAME UNBEARABLE, THE MATTER Wad EXAPLAINED. 
_ RAON'T EVEN THOUGHT oF iT , EITHER (+ 
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No. L—SINGULAR AND UNUSUAL OCCURRENCE IN A MIDDLE-CLASS FAMILY; OR, THE HUSBAND WHOSE MEMORY DIDN'T NEED 
JOGGING, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 





Deurv Lanwe.—Carmen: a TReAT FoR 
THOSE WHO Like (CJ ARMENY. 


RURY LANE.—Madame Minnie 


Hauk, the original, and pro- 
cap yp Cag anagem 
in character here on the 
29th ult., and was received with 
anything but Carmen-difference. 
It is not necessary be = any- 
thing in particular per- 
formance, which was as good as 
ever, things being in a condition 
any Chancellor of the Exchequer 
might envy—every note being 
‘fas good-as gold.” Signor 
Runcio is a good Don José, and 
Signor Del Puente a capital 
Escamillo—‘‘both of which” 
was, however, known before. 
Mdlle. Marie Engle was a nice 
and bird-like Michaela, and the 
staging was—well, Harrisian; 
and what more could it be? 


Lohengrin, with Madame 
Hauk as Elsa, was to have been 
given on the following Saturday ; 
but M. Jean de Reszke, putting 


the apex to his glory as a leading tenor and becoming “‘ indisposed,” 
Madame Hauk again appeared in Carmen, just to save the management 
from Minnie Haukwardness, I suppose. Most people were disappointed, 


some were angry (and you couldn 


t make Carmeny between them and 


the management), while others resolved to (Lohen)grin and bear it. 
The cast was the same as on the previous Wednesday ; so was the result 
—when the non-contents had departed. 


On Wednesday the production of Les Huguenots was to be the 


** event,” and was much looked forward to. 
vened—I may say, principal and super-vened—and it was postpon 


But scenic difficulties super 
till 


the following Monday, Aida being substituted, with a promise of Mdme. 
Nordica in the leading part. At the last moment, however, that lady 


caught cold, and Mdme, Crosmond came to the rescue at somethi 
The lady did her best, and much sympathy is 


than two hours’ notice. 


ess 


her due under the circumstances—but candour admits of no pretence 
that she was adequate to the situation, and, as the other lady in the cast 


is a vocalist of t 
respectably filled, joy was not the 


undulating order, and the male parts were only 


uence. The handsome and 


appropriate costumes, correct details (among which I noticed, in the 
band, a French horn, a trombone, and other archaic instruments), and 
the magnificent staging generally, were as striking as at first, of course. 
But in spite of them, gloom settled so deeply upon me that it was only 


when my wife—who had been roused to good humour by 


the present of 


one of those two-pennyworths of scent which an enterprising firm seems 
to be shedding broadcast over the theatres—it was only, I say, when my 





Tux Grane.—Miss Janwiz Rocars as “ Jarvig"—Jevrim sez sucn Tuinc? 


wife, thus molfified, consented to leave, after the duet at the beginning 
of the third act, that I was restored to partial serenity, 





THe GRAND, — Hans, the Boatman, is here. 


It is hopeless, ridi- 





culous nonsense, but it serves to introduce Tony from My Sweetheart 
under another name, and is, so far, not unpleasant. The characters are 
all about as conventionally cut and dried as they could well be turned 
out, though they are not consistent even in their conventionality, acting 
with a puppet-like irresponsibility which proves the author's want of 
grasp—or rather the completeness of his grasp of them, for he makes 
them do as he likes with small respect to probability. The story of the 
city heiress who goes to the country for a holiday and falls in love with 
a Sfch-rate boatman—apparently because he plays with children, sings 
“baby songs,” has a big dog, talks ‘‘ foolishness” (as he might call it) 
in a broken accent, and won't work—is touching. She marries the boat- 
man, and her father ‘‘cyasts her off.” Six years pass, and Hans— 
terribly idle he is, and a terrible libel on “‘ the working-man !”—=still 
plays with children and the dog, and sings, and won’t work. But it 
doesn’t strike her as quite so romantic now, and she “‘ makes remarks. 

Then is Hans, who has married on nothing per annum, very pathetic and 
injured. The wily tempter, with that extraordinary patience of wily 
tempters, has waited all this time for his chance, and seeing it, seizes It. 
The wife “ flies” with him, and some gunpowder explodes and injures 
Hans’ eyes. A year passes, and the wife (having found the tempter 
out) ina long grey cloak and dress and no bonnet, implores the tempter 
(ia lovely clothes) to *‘set her right.”- But he won’t, and she faints. 
Then the big dog brings Hans (blind) to the spot ; then everybody else 
(without the agsistance of dogs) comes to the spot, too, and all is made 
right, and thé.anoral of this beautiful story is that ‘Satan finds some 
mischief still (aitly mischief is generally ‘ active’) for idle Hans to do.” 


THERE is much adcaftandum introduction of babies and big dog, but 
it doesn’t really ‘‘ matter, matter, matter,” as there is no interest to 
destroy, and, to those who find no 
unpleasantness in precocity, the 
children are amusing. Mr. Ar- 
nold sings well, and has a bright 
style which is very taking—apart 
from Mr. Howard’s clever im- 

rsonation of the ‘old. sport,” 

is was the only artistic thing in 
My Sweetheart, and he gives it to 
us all over again. Miss Jennie , + 
Rogers is fairly well suited to the 
sprightly short-skirted part, her 
dancing is clever— indeed, we 
could have done with more of it 
—but her singing is a little, just 
a little, trying. Mr. Henry 
George’s villainy is quite ‘‘up to 
sample,” and Miss Amy Mac- 
Neill contributes some really deli- 
cate, well-judged acting as the 
heroine; she pleased me much, 
but I was not in the least carried 
away by the part she represented. 
The scene which does duty for the 
first and third acts is pretty, and 
above the common. 








THe GRAND.—Mr. ARNOLD AS THE 
IDLE Hans. 


ST. GzorGe’s HALL.—It would be invidious, perhaps, to dwell 
upon the fact that the organizer of a ‘‘ special professional” performance 
of a six-act melodrama, with copious entr’actes, for the benefit of the 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, cannot be over-bur- 
dened with a sense of congruity. I believe, though the audience: was 
small, that there was a large ticket sale, and the excellent Society 
concerned will benefit to an appreciable extent; so, perhaps, the 
ample cloak of charity may find room beneath its skirts, among the 
other sins, for the performance of Proof, *‘ under the entire direction of 
Mr. Augustus Oliver.” That gentleman’s performance of the principal 
part was painfully clerical and crude (cf course I’m giving judgment 
on a “special professional” level). Mr, Leonard Outram was robustly 
satisfactory as Lazare, as far as I saw; and Messrs, Honeysett and 
Fred Fisher (though not faultless) were acceptable. The perform- 
ance of Oliver was contemptible. Miss Teresa Hepworth’s Adrienne 
had no very serious fault ; and Miss E. Bessle seemed to me quite equal 
to the demands of Valentine, if she had only been kind enough to wear 
a ee It must have been a severe trial to her, though, to have 
her friend pronounce her name as though she were a February love 
token, Miss Isa Bowman was an unpleasantly ** grown-up” Adrienne 
(aged eight), and Mr, Oswald shouldn’t call precious stones ‘‘ jools,” 


Nops AND WINKS.—Mr. Harry Ethrington figures as the manager of 
a big waterfall and a flower show, which was to open at the Agricultural 
Hall, Islington, on the oth, with the title of “‘ Arcadia.’ It seems to 

romise a sort of glorified ‘‘ proms,” but as for Arcadia—well, Merrie 


lington is merrie still, I take it, NESTOR, 
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INDEED ! 


COMPLIMENTARY. 






Volunteer Colonel (to Lieut. Muddle, who has been putting the men through some movements).—‘* VERY CREDITABLE ! 
MEN WHO CAN WORK UNDER YOUR DIRECTIONS ARE A CREDIT TO ANY REGIMENT!” 


VERY CREDITABLE, 
[Muddle feels small, 








Ist, 


3rd, 


4th, 





2nd. 


A Cheerful Companion to the 


Calendar, 
JoLty—(First HALtr,) 


DotTcH William cross’d the Boyne this 
day 
Which done, the Jacobites he pounded; 
** King James ” preferr’d to run away 
And skulk, the while his friends were 
hounded, 


Jean Jacques Rousseau, who helped to 
pave the way 
For France’s first dig Revolution, 
Anticipated by his death, this day, 
The working of the institution. 


The "/ no now begin—(I hope you're 
giad) ; 
—e dog-star gleaming in the 
ar 
And, if your dog show signs of going 


Try what effect will have a dose of 
bark. : 


This day, in seventeen-seventy-six, 
Ill-rul’d America proclaim’d 

Her independence, which now ‘licks 
Creation—right away untam’d,” 


This day, in seventeen-fifty-five, 
Great Sarah Siddons saw the light ; 
’Tis possible, were she alive, 


We might not think she tower’d quite. 





6th. 


Sth. 


oth. 


roth. 


11th, 


Sir Thomas More beheaded—why ? 
For thwarting an imperious master, 
Whose plan it was to make heads fly 
From : Saree when they’d not go 
er, 


: 


} 


John Huss was burn’d this day, in what | 


Some call ‘* those good old times "— | 


of forch-er ; 
Poor man! he was himself too hot, 
In fact, before his end, a scorcher. 


This day died Adam Smith, who— 
though 
Not bless’d with goldenaggregations — 
Was yet quite rich enough, we know, 
To leave his heirs ‘*The Wealth of 
Nations.” 


This day died brain-exciting Edmund 
Burke, 
Whom thinking M.P.s yet are aptly 
quoting— 
Showing how still intelligence may work 
On minds not wholly vowed to one- 
way voting. 
Sir William Blackstone born this day ; 
For fun peruse his ‘‘ Commentaries” — 
(You'll find the comic version gay— 
From Blackstone Beckett so far varies), 


Sir William Walworth this day dash’d 
The brains from Jack Cade’s head— 

As if the man whose skull he crash’d 
Were not at first too ** Red,” 


| 





| Good for some folks’ pockets, eh ? 


































12'h, Erasmus died this day—a cleric jolly, 
Who turn’d great wit to varied uses ; 

The *‘ King of Learning,” he belauded 
Rolly, 

And pour’d abuse and church abuses 


13th. In eighteen-seventy-eight, this day, 

The Berlin treaty sign’d ; 
What ‘‘ Peace with honour’s ” worth we 
may 


By that great Treaty find. 


The Bastille, symbolising Wrong 
In ev’ry stone that form’d it, 

This day, tempestuously strong, 
The People went and storm’d it. 


St. Swithin’s Day: if rain on this day 
falls— 


14th, 


15th, 


As fall it will somewhere, without a 
doubt— 
For forty da and nights ** look out for 


And go in waterproof to ball and rout. 


This day, as you perchance have read— 
Such needs o’ertake the mighty— 
Mahomet had to fly, and fled ; 
But don’t say he was ‘‘ flighty.” 








Tue owners of dogs in Ireland are | me 
to be taxed two shillings per canine-head 
The cost of collecting the said tax comes tc 
about 90 per cent. on the amount gathered in 
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A STRANGE TRAVELLER.—(BY A RAILWAY PORTER.) 















































ic i i ’ i I knowed a ole gentl’'mun as was 
: i ivli . The public is werry libral. Don’t they look or somethink in retura? O course. I kno : 
: 7 ee heyy ont to a Now, es expecks some little mark of attention in return, I f I makea - = is a, or —— A 
he a leew I ain't ee mere ‘im.’ So I always used to go to ‘im and say, ‘ It’s all right, sir; I've punished ‘im this time.’ 74a?'s what the public expe po q 
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“ Now, I nat’rally thought as he was puttin me on my metal with ‘is armour-platin , and might take it amiss if I didn’ 
trunk up to the foot-bridge, and drops it on to the line ; then I finished off with a crowbar. ‘ It was ‘ard work, sir,’ ses I. 
quite put out! Insted o makin’ it a shillin’, he up an’ wrote to the comp'ny; but the com 
Smashed trunks don't interfere with our dividends.’ Yes, I was mistaken in that ole gent!'mun. 


t come up to the scratch ; so I takes that 

If you'll bleeve it, the ole gentl'mun seemed 

p'ny was werry nice about it, and wrote :—‘ Dear Porter, never you mind. 
I wonder wether I'm mistaken about the rest of the public.” 
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TRIUMPHANT SUCCESS OF THE GREAT IMPERIAL 
INSTITUTE TRICK. 


H.R.H,—“ OBSERVE, THERE IS NO DECEPTION, I PLACE MY HAND IN HIS POCKET, AND THERE YOU ARE!” 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor oF “* Fon.” 


S1z,—Will you let me tell you what? I think it is extremely hot. 
With this fremise you will admit that I’ve excuse, if I see fit, to doff my 








































































































coat, and waistcoat too (as common people often do), and, wasting 
precious little time, proceed to work you off a rhyme, and generally 


dress you up a 
Tip FOR LIVERPOOL, ITs Cup, 


Tue dweller on Ossian’s shore 
Of yore 
Would set by his mighty Claymore 
Great store, 
He made his subsistence 
Throughout his existence 
By plying the weapon he wore 
All o’er, 
Till the Lowlanders thought it a bore, 


You might, in a way, do the same, 
The game 
Is good, and there’s no one to blame 
Your aim. 
But the Prophet has partly 
A weakness for Martly, 
And partly a yearning for fame 
And name, 
Which moves him to doubting its claim, 


But Castor is sure of a show, 
I know, 
Me is such a beggar to go; 
But oh ! 
There’s nothing that touchess 
The swift Merry Duchess ; 
So see that you aren’t her foe, 
Or lo! 
You will find yourself covered with woe. 


There, having finished that, I think I am entitled to a drink, which 
I will take, I beg to say (’twill occupy me all the day), and not be 
| ceremoniss, I’m yours, all through, 
TROPHONIUS, 





a 





New Leaves. 


WHEN London society has quit the shady side ot Pall Mall, let all 
society read the Summer Number of London Society. There is plenty of 
pretty summer reading in it by the Winter, author of *‘ Bootles’ Baby,” 
Lady Duffus Hardy, Annie Thomas, John Coleman, and Arthur T, 
Pask, author of ‘* From Lock to Lock,” 





THe Lord Chancellor is going to inquire into the conduct of the 
Metropolitan Police Magistrate, Mr. Newton, with regard to the Miss 
Cass affair, and there are some who believe that if he were to remove 
this Newton from his office, he might at the same time impart a New- 
ton(e) to the Bench, 





Government Intelligence! 


THE name of ‘Mr, Matthews, Secretary of State for the Home De- 
partment, has now to be added to the list of Ministerial Cass-ualties, 








“Tet Newton be, and all was light.” 
EPITAPH ON ANOTHER NEWTON. 


THE sure protection of the peace 

Is, of course, the ‘active pleece,” 

The strongest pillar of the State 

Ts, of course, the magistrate, 

So wise, so sharp, so just, so wary, 

Ts, of course, the stipend’ary. 

So wise, so sharp, so just, so wary, 

Is Mr. Matthews, Secret-ary, 

To keep all these in pomp arrayed 

Are, mJ course, the taxes paid. 

But still, if you the taxes pay, 

Of course you must not dare to stray. 
You'll be run in for picking purse, 

Or ifa girl, for something worse. 

And no one too, of course, must speak 
Up for you before the beak. 

Oh, bless the ‘* pleece” from last to fust ! 
Oh, bless the magistrate so just ! 

Oh, Mr. Matthews too, we must, 

Who plead with fervour stern and strong, 
** Let Newton be ””—and all was wrong. 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

Monpay, 4th July.—Lords read Irish Land Bill third time, and in 
chatter waste absurd time. Granville charges ‘moral closure;’’ Premier 
answers, ‘‘I suppose your meaning is that, down below, ’tis zmoral.” 
G. ‘*Just so,” From the Commons to the Peers, exit M. E. G. Finch- 
Hatton. Halley Stewart, met with cheers, takes the seat that Hatton 
sat on, only, much to Gladstone’s pride, takes it on the other side. 
Rads. and Parnellites demand that appeal in Paddyland shall from 
magistracy lie. FUN approves demand, for why? If Irish magistrates 
possess same gift of sense, no more, no less, that English ditto, dark the 
hour when they obtain unchequered power. Smith then claims for 
Government all Session that remains unspent. Both parties charge 
with crass obstruction the other side; then comes a ruction, Smith 
wrestles with Westminster Bill, and works his own resistless will. 

Tuesday.—Lord Belmore moves his Mercy Bill, which seems replete 
with common sense, in holding out a last chance still to those charged 
with a first offence. 

Commons,—Atherley-Jones, in earnest tones, asks if inquiry made, in 
case of the lass Elizabeth Cass; and, his cards are so skilfully played, the 
vials of wrath, in a boiling hot froth, descend on the Minister, who 
declines, to his shame, to clear the girl’s fame, and haul up the party in 
blue. John !Bull won’t endure that his girls, rich or poor, shall be 
slandered by Bobby or beak; so the too busy blue, and the magistrate, 
too, will probably soon eat the leek. When Gladdy his ‘‘ Niag’ra shot,” 
he found himself in water hot ; and Smith confesses he’s afraid he’ll be 
upset o’er this cas(s)cade, 

Wednesday—Commons,—Do certain females fee males? Do blue 
males blackmail take? Home See. says, as to the males, he'll full 
enquiry make, And, moved by nation’s indignation, Smith promises 
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investigation into the matter of Miss Cass (Smith’s not an impolitic ass). 
Thank goodness, Matthews cries, I’ve got an end, pro tem., of Endacott. 
In Supply on Survey Vote, Powell makes a caustic note. Thinks so 
slow the ordnance mapping, that some must have been a-napping. 
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KNICKNAOKS., 


A FIERY-FACED individual was called upon, the other day, to show 
just cause why he should not be punished for having amused himself by 
pulling the nose of one William 
Hoskins, without the owner’s 
leave. ‘* Were you intoxicated, 
prisoner?” inquired the ma- 
gistrate. ‘‘ Me intosticated ?” 
replied the prisoner, indig- 
nantly; ‘* no, sir! I ’adn’t 
’ad more’n three quarterns o’ 
rum afore brekfus, so ’ow 
could I be? As fur the has- 
sault as is chargt hon me, 
this ‘ere gent desarved wort 
he got. I went into a public- 
‘ouse to sell my srimps, and 
while my back was turned, I 
seed him put his hands into 
my basket in a honbecomin’ 
sorter way. Sis I, ‘I don’t 
call this hacting like a gentle- 
mun, to go for to prig a poor 
man’s srimps;’ and he told 
me for to give thm none of 
| my sarse, and hevin got inter 
a hargyment, well, / might hev jest touched him on the nose.” “I 
suppose you will be satisfied with an apology?” said the magistrate to 
the complainant.” ‘‘I can’t hafford to take no ’pology,” growled the 
injured party, scratching his head vigorously ; *‘ but I tell you what I'll 
be satisfied with—a drop o’ summut short, to drink hat the prisoner’s 
hexpense.” ‘* Retire both of you,” exclaimed his worship, ‘‘and bury 
the hatchet in ‘ unsweetened,’ only don’t bury it too deeply.” 











AN orator remarked, the other night, ‘‘ What a misfortune it is for 
the starving Irish peasantry that they were not born black! Had they 
have been so, they would receive much kindly attention at the hands of 
wealthy philanthropists.” We believe the speaker’s words were bor- 
rowed froma speech of Lord Byron’s ; but we laud the man for cribbing 
them, and palming them off as his own, They were like a little oasis 
in a desert of dreary drivel. 


A MAN charged with bigamy, the other morning, shed tears on seeing 
the two aggrieved ladies appear in court. Then the women sighed, melted, 
did a quiet snivel, and left together in search of bail. The culprit on 
remand had two dinners sent in that day instead of one. He managed 
to swallow Cdtelettes d Agneau and Round of Beef 2 l’ Anglaise, and 
then sang in his cool cell, ** Oh, yes, ’tis love, ’tis love, ’tis love, that 
makes the world go round !” 


A CYNICAL man buried his wife a few days back in grand style. His 
most intimate friend asked why he had expended such a lavish sum on 
her funeral? Wiping a salt amber drop from his left optic, the widower 
sighed, ** She would have done as much, or more, for me with pleasure, 
dear boy. Believe me, I’m speaking the truth !” 





A TEN-FOOT marble statue of Mr. T. P. Barnum has just been com- 
pleted for erection in the park of Bridgeport, Connecticut. Why was 
marble chosen as a medium? Surely the effigy of ‘*‘ The Prince of 
Humbugs,” as he is pleased to call himself, ought to have been made 


in brass, 


WHILE on a jaunt round a South Coast watering-place last week, we 
noticed that blind beggars were plentiful as periwinkles. One sightless 
raendicant wore a card in his hat with the inscription, ‘‘ Don’t be 
ashamed to put French bronze in the box. I can’t see, you know.” 
Another was painted, in bold letters, ‘*‘ Please to Encourage the Blind.” 


How sweet ! 


PRINCE ROBERT of Yetholm, king of the gipsies, had a gala night in 
Galashiels recently. The police took exception to the flippant conduct 
of H.R.H., and insinuated that he was as drunk asa lord. Being of 
Royal bleed the Prince took exception to this insult and punched about 
very freely. H.R.H. was sentenced to ten days’ oakum picking next 
day. Some magistrates haven’t a bit of respect for Royalty, 


Tue report that the Home Secretary has received a letter from Her 
Majesty the Queen complimenting the police upon the admirable manner 
in which they perform their arduous duties in Regent Street at night, 
turns out to be false, Now that Her Most Gracious Majesty is on the 
Jubilee jump, she really — to take a stroll through this important 
thoroughfare—under careful protection, of course—and see with her own 


eyes the villainy certain of the boys in blue indulge in. 





Hunting the Ozone, 


I HAVE been beside the ocean, I have combated therein 
With the waves and with the seaweed there afloat ; 

I have listened to the squalling and the dusky buskers’ din, 
I have suffered much discomfort on the boat. 

I have noted that the drainage of the towns in which I stayed 
Is vile—that is, compared with London’s own ; 

And all these little drawbacks I have suffered undismayed 
Because I was in search of the Ozone. 


The Ozone, perhaps you’ll tell me, has a sort of Irish seund, 
But it isn’t to Hibernia confined ; 

’Tis a kind of subtle essence which is coastward to be found, 
And for inward application is designed. 

Se, at least, the doctors tell us, so we annually flee 
To the places where this product most is grown, 

And we lounge on piers pe beaches, and we wallow in the sea, 
For the purpose of absorbing the Ozone. 


And we struggle with our packing certain necessary trunks, 
And we frantically study railway guides, 

Till our cerebrum, grows dizzy, and our jaded spirit funks, 
And our oceangelic temper fumes, besides. 

And we rush to various stations by the aid of some hack steed, 
Who untamed fiery instincts ne’er has shown, 

Yes, deep is the discomfort that we suffer from, indeed, 
When we hasten forth to capture the Ozone. 


When we reach our destination, then at houses or hotels 
For lodgings often vainly we implore ; 

And, though ’gainst the overcharges oft the overcharged rebels, 
His fate is—to be overcharged the more. 

And we wander round and round the pier, in one unvarying line, 
While the brass band’s brassy melodies are blown ; 

And overawed by etiquette, we daily dress to dine, 
In the haunts wherein we hunt for the Ozone, 


And when you come to balance all the worries with the joys 
That surround you, when we frivol by the sea, 
Your confidence in seaside spots it oftentimes destroys— 
Is it worth the large amount of £ s. d.? 
“—- you always glad (or mostly) when towards town you tura your 
ace? 
Don’t you warble in a more delighted tone? 
For London (lo, I drink to it !) is, after a//, the place— 
Though it zsn’¢ the address of the Ozone. 





A VISITOR to St. Kilda was much struck with the extreme piety of 
the good Scotch minister located there. In a doch-an-doris ceremony 
the worthy pastor removed his hat, and said a lengthy grace over his 
whisky and water before he moistened his clay. A wicked Philistine 
young lady present says that she laughed so much at the sight she thought 
her cachinnations would have killed her, 





SEVERAL French lion-tamers have been terribly gnawed by their 
trained animals of late. The great quadrupeds of the genus /é/is, too, 
have been seriously unwell after their surreptitious feeds, This is sad ! 


— ? > 





SUMMER SKETCHES.—No. 1. 





Tue GARDEN Hossg, 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMBS. 


PRO BONO PUBLICO. 


MIDDLE-CLASS 
yP TAXPAYER ( /0 
Mrs, M.-C, T.). 
Hooray, my 
dear! There is 
to be a Great 
Public Rejoicing 
—goodwiil, and 
generosity, and 
recklessness of 
expense, and all 
that, all round! 
Bless me! it 
warms one’s 
heart, doesn’t it ? 
Mrs, M.-C. T. 
Indeed, it does! 
And I see there 
are to be proces- 
sions, and deco- 
rations, and fireworks, and grand cathedral services, and all sorts of 
things to see and enjoy! It says :—*‘ All classes will unite in one lofty 
sentiment of patriotism, liberality, and unselfishness ; putting aside for 
the time being all thought of self-interest or personal gain.” That’s very 
nice, isn’t it ? 
Mr. M.-C. T. Very. 








We must enter heartily into the spirit of the 
thing, my dear. Ah!—here’s a lady at the door. Something con- 
nected with the festivities, nodoubt. * * * It was something 
connected with the festivities, my love: she wanted a subscription to 
the fund for presenting Her Majesty with a handsome offering. Of 
course I subscribed handsomely ; one must enter into the spirit of the 
Ha! here’sanotherknock, *« * *+% That was connected with 
the festivities, too; a gentleman to beg for a subscription to a fund to 
enable the tradesmen on the line of route to erect grand stands, Several 
other parties called at the same time—one fora subscription to a fund to 
buy the bishops new mitres for the ceremonial, and one for a subscrip- 
tion to give the poor a treat on the occasion, and another for a subscrip- 
tion to give the rich a treat on the occasion. Of course I felt bound to 
enter intothe spirit of the thing. * * + Well, my dear, I find 
the Public Festivity has cost me just about twenty pounds up to the pre- 
sent ; but of course the universal spirit of generosity must be maintained, 
By-the-way, I suppose the tradesmen along the line of route will be 
sending round invitations to the seats they’ve erected. 

Mrs. M.-C. T. That wz// be nice and generous! And then, no 
doubt, the Queen will be sending tickets for seats to see her receive her 
offering ; that will be nice, too, I'll just sit down and think what I will 
wear, 

Mr. M.-C, T. Eh? Oh !—ahum !—TI see theres to be a charge to 
the public for the seats along the line of route. The charge is to be one 
thousand pounds per seat, and fifteen hundred for a reserved seat. 
Hum !—that’ll be a nice little plum for the tradesmen along the line of 
route. Oh! and, by-the-way, I see the invitations have been issued for 
the grand Festivity Service at Westminster Abbey. 

Mrs. M,-C, T, Oh, that’s nice, isn’t it? 

Mr. M.-C. T, Yes, very nice—for the aristocracy. Nobody under 
the status of an earl is to have aticket. Oh !—by-the-way, I see the 
middle classes 
are to have the 
privilege of go- 
ing to another 
service next day 
—on payment 
of one guinea 
each. Oh! very 
nice and liberal 
—on the part of 
the public, 
Hum !—well, 
let’s go out for 
a stroll and see 
all the sights 
that the univer- 
sal generosity is 
to supply. Let’s 
see — there’s a 
a firework 

isplay at 
Crystal Palace. Come, that will be nice—eh? Oh, I or nd oly 
pay for it, though, Well, we can look in the shops, at anyrate, 

Mrs. M.-C. T, Oh, what a delightful lot of jubilee presents! That 














is generous of the shopkeepers! Let us go in and receive one of those 
‘‘Festivity gold watches.” * * * Dear me! I thought they 
were to be given away, but the price is fifty guineas. The shopkeeper 
says it’s that price because it’s labelled ‘‘ Festivity,” but that I can have 
it for five guineas if I call next week when he has taken the label off. 
« « « Dear me !—what a horrid crowd there is; I’m nearly 
squeezed to death; the police won’t let us escape along there because 
they have to keep the way clear for the dukes to go somewhere they’ve 
been invited to. * * #* Oh, dearme! I am glad to get home 
out of the “‘ Festivity”” crowd ! 

Mr. M.-C. T. Soam I, my dear. Oh, here’s the collector called for 
the extra police and other rates consequent on the festivities. Here are 
all the tradesmen’s bills come in; they present their compliments, and 
have taken the liberty of adding an extra ten per cent. to the accounts, 
as **Festivity” time ought to greatly benefit trade. Well, my dear, I 
must say I’m very much relieved that it’s all over. It seems to me 
there Aas been a vast amount of *‘ goodwill, and generosity, and reck- 
lessness of expense, and all that.’’ The worst of it is, that it has been 
entirely on the part of the Middle-Class Taxpayer. 








A Query. 
Just now the Imperial Institute 
Is daily for popular favour a suitor ; 
Now, pray, would a teacher who there won repute 
Be deemed an Imperial Insti-Tutor? 
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Beyond Camp-are. 


WIMBLEDON now is the seat of enjoyment, 
So thereto do many now ride or tramp ; 

There mirth at this moment finds lots of empioyment, 
For iolly camp-anions hang out at the camp. 





IF that worn-out fossil, Mr. Newton, were lifted from the bench at 
Marlborough Street, and Montagu Williams placed on the seat the pig- 
headed crotchet-monger has occupied during a long time past, respectable 
women would be able to meander along Regent Street after dusk, 
without any fear of being attacked by rufhanly blackmailers. Montagu 
is a reasonable man of the world; Newton isn’t. For some years we 
have occasionally drawn attention to the vile blackmail system that has 
been, and is, rife in the West-end, and we are delighted to find that the 
abominable iniquity stands a fair chance of being squelched out—at last. 
Where have Sir Charles Warren’s eyes been since he has been in office? 
Has he worn them in his boots? 








SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ONE THAT KNOows NOTHING ABOOT IT.) 
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Take Care! 


IT cannot be that anything 
That we can do or say 

Will over to to-morrow fling 
The acts of yesterday ; 

They all are registered and done, 
But send effects before, 

Ard make us say that many a one / 
Is certainly a bore. 


You may have told a thumping lie, 
That only ‘‘ white’ appeared, 
But now seems black enough to dye 
Old time’s long silv’ry beard. 
You wish you hadn’t been an ass— 
But there! you’ve done it now, 
And nothing that can come to pass 
Will wipe it from your brow! 





Why did you offer her your hand? 
Although your heart was hers— 

You knew she’d neither cow nor land, 
Nor anything in purse ; 

Too late this act will wisdom teach, 
For you will find she may 

Come down upon you for ‘‘ a breach, 
And you will have to pay. 


Next time you offer to a maid, 
Discover one with cash, 

And then you needn’t be afraid 
Your action will be rash. 

But even then be cautious still, 
Consider it with care, 

Or very probably you will 
Have wed a girl—and hair / 





By Our Dodd-erer. 
{‘* Miss Lottie Dodd is the coming tennis player.”’] 
A1ir—‘* Zommy Dodd.” 


SHE’s bound to win, when she goes in, 
Lottie Dodd, Lottie Dodd, 
And soon again she will begin, 
Lottie Dodd, Lottie Dodd. 
When she doth play, they say ‘‘ Hooray ! 
For Lottie Dodd, Lottie Dodd ; 
And hence this Tennis-onian lay 
In praise of Lottie Dodd ! 
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THERE are tewer children in San Francisco, in propor- | 
tion to population, than in any American city. Not 
many people are blinded by tip-cats out there, and it is | 
seldom that a marble from a catapult sends an elderly | 
citizen up to meet St. Peter. Happy land ! 


QUITE AN UNWORLDLY COMPLIMENT, OF COURSE!,% 


Miss Maude de Crasus,—‘* Now, TELL ME CANDIDLY, MAJOR, HAVE I ANY 


FAULTs ?” 
Major Batterby Sidestroke (impressively).—‘* ONLY ONE, D&AR MIss MAUDE 


—YOU ARE RICH!” 


[And then she accepted him on the spot, don’t you know ? 











' 
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NAVAL REVIBWING., 

A “31G” Naval Review! and am I likely to be going to see it? 
Not I. I’m not guite such a fool as all that, I can tell you. I fancy I 
see myself posting down to Portsmouth, and breathing the beastly air 
from the slums by the Hard. I always did hate Portsmouth, and now 
I can’t bear the sight of it. Joined to the naval snobs, there are always 
a lot of middle-class snobs, that come over from stucco villaed lodgings 
in Southsea. Years ago Portsmouth was different. You couldn’t walk 
down the Hard without tumbling over a drunken sailor. And the 
doorway of the ‘‘ Keppel’s Head” was always filled with ‘‘ subs,” more 
or less the worse for drink. But that’s all altered. All the blue-jackets 
lodge in the Sailor’s Home, and never take a drop too much. Of 
course they don’t. They couldn’t think of doing sucha thing. I hate 
the humbugs who talk this way. Sailors are just the same as ever they 
were. If they don’t get so drunk as they used to do, it’s because they 
haven’t got so much inoney to do it with, 

I remember that review well enough before the Crimean War, and 
old Napier’s brag about what he was going to do if the Russians would 
only come out and fight him. Only the Russians wouldn’t come out 
and fight him. There’s always a good deal of common sense about the 


Russians, / think. 
You think I should like to see the Review, do you? What pleasure 


'should I find, I should like to know, in looking at a lot of floating tin- 








Well, he! he! that didn’t prevent the Agincourt going for 
the Bell Rock. It didn’t prevent a blow-up, as the Monarch did it. 
Don’t get talking to me about modern naval science. I’m not such a 
fool as to believe in it, Our sailors arc so superior, are they? Why, 
the Germans drill their seamen splendidly. They can work their guns 
as well as we can ours, The Aismarck is one of the sbest served ships 
afloat. And what is the good of our navy. Why, we don’t even go in 
for “‘awing” a few niggers. The French always have a fleet cruising 
about Madagascar and Mauritius, just when we ought to have a few 
ships, and don’t. The Germans always have a lot of ships at the Cape, 
so that they could upset us there, and intrigue with the Dutch folk 
The fact is, we are about the biggest fools alive in all such matters, If 
the Navy was worked at all properly, I’d go and see the Review, though 
I hate sailors, and always did. But it isn’t, I tell you. All our money 
goes to buy bad stores, and find Admiralty clerks big salaries, Of 
course there’s something in Lord Charles Sister’, But you can’t 
expect over much, can you, of a man who wears white hats and drives 
drags, and wants to cackle in the House of Commons always? I tell 


you, the Navy isn’t any good at all; and I won't go and see the Review, 
confound it. DioGENes Tupss, 


are they? 








Mr. CHARLES MARTYR M’Quegn, an Australian miser, died of 
starvation recently. He was worth over £10,000, The martyr to a 





‘kettles, I’ve got a great deal too much common sense for that, I can | morbid idiosyncrasy has left his relatives plenty to squabble over, This 
| tell you. And a parcel of idiots all your modern sailors are, Scientific | is a sort of wheeze for impecunious Johnnies to reflect over and enjoy. 
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Fe ee dent (a Hasbends  Jould en kabeleatte ote practical use. I am not spealins without due experience, for I am, Sir, 


me, Sir, to say that a ‘‘ School 


R HUSBANDS. 
A SCHOOL FO 4 gdh hed 95 Rp ee a 


ADY WHO HAS BEEN SEVEN TimES MARRIED. 
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Pupils, to qualify for admission, should 
abandon the nasty habit of smoking, and _— contr 
should burn all their tobacco and cigars. @ done. 


A course of instruction should be given in cold-mutton eating. The 


Prospective husbands should learn to view with 


ast of this novice with this trained student will show what can be calmness the sight of their wives’ enjoyment in the 
society of gentlemen friends. 








~ 
‘cc 


A aw | 


‘ 
SSS 


<= 


a | 
—— ~ 














Onthe other hand,they should avoid ladies’ society, 


To conceal from them the artifices of designing flirts, 
they should get used to wearing blinkers. 


They should learn to be handy s0 as to The School, of course, should always be open for inspection. 
be useful with luggage when travelling 


with their better halves. 








Success of the Great Imperial Institute Trick, 


JOST OUT, PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


As some compute 
The Institute 
Imperial 
Is so extensive, 
That trying to 
Tust pull it through 
Is critical 


And most expensive, 


To make it rise 
Before our eyes 
From vacant space 


Seems rather funny— 


Above all, when 
A host of men 
For such a place 
Won't find the money. 


Howe’er, the Prince, 
At tasks don’t wince ; 
And swift, no doubt, 
As flight of rocket,— 
Hey presto! quick ! 
Hie’s done the trick, 
And drawn it out 
Of John Bull’s pocket. 


‘ 


HONOURS DIVIDED: OR, FAIRLY PLAYED. 


BY 


H. T. JOHNSON. 


NOW READY. PRICE ONE SHILLING, 


JACK OF HBARTS. 
By H. T. JOHNSON. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, EC. 
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| SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


@ ‘‘TONGA 
@ maintains its 
@ reputation 
@ in the treat- 
@ment of | 








COCO OSOOOOOOSE \euriigia.” 


Lancet. 
“Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has 
proved etiective in all those cases in which we 





have prescribed it."’—Aedical Press. 


2,9, 46,and 1l- Of all Chemists. 
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UNCORROBORATIONS OF CONVENTIONAL HUMOURISTS. 
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Tue Gtoss.—Tue Doctor. A 
PLEASANT Doss. 


not very congruous, 


aggressiveness, 


of, nothing to sneer at, nothing to 
be amusingly satirical about? 
One can’t—even two can’t. So 
I am constrained to say that such 
a splendid cast, such a rich, taste- 
ful, and artistic mése-en-scene, 
and such well stage - managed 
crowds have not fallen to the lot 
of this opera within my memory, 
and others which are longer. 


THE singing of the Reszkes 
does not now require dwelling 
upon, suffice it that both the 
brothers were in ‘‘ good form” 
(physically as well as artis- 
tically) ; then we had our friend 
Foli (some of whose notes were so 
deep that they got out of sight 
altogether) as Marcello, Mdme. 
Nordica, excellently dramatic in 
the third act as Valentina, Mons, 
Maurel, maurel-egant, if possible, 
and less wobbly than usual, as 
Nevers, and Mdlle, Marie Engle, 
with her youthful charm, ~ 
sweet voice, and bird- like execu- 








tion of florid passages, as Margarita, 
(one I am able to season all this sugar with. Signorina Fabbri's 

rbano, another favourite of mine, made me very unhappy. But any- 
body with the faintest shadow of music in his soul, who is 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
4HE GLOBE.—Mr. Burnand’s 


long-expected come-at-last adap- 
tation of Za Doctoresse is a curious 
mixture of good and bad work, of 
réles with inadequate people in 
them, and people in inadequate 
réles, Not that I lay much stress 
upon the latter,. by-the-way. I 
take it the legitimate position of 
the actor is that he should play 
parts, and not that parts should 
play him. 

And, though the reference is to a “‘ he,” 
It’s also true when spoken of a ‘‘ she.” 
The first two acts of Zhe Doctor 
gradually ‘exasperate the hearer 
with their poor puns, poorly dis- 
guised and conheaiaule worked 
up to with all the mechanism 
showing, till insanity or profanity 
threaten to supervene. Then all 
of a sudden, as it were, the last 
act turns, with a trifling episode 
or so of triviality, to pure com- 
edy, and, pure comedy being more 
in Miss Fanny Enson’s line than 


the touch-and-goiness of farce, the result is soothing and delightful, if 


IN fact, the last act is thoroughly enjoyable—perhaps in contrast with 
the other two, and one goes away with the feelings of a person who has 
undergone a painful operation, and to whose wounds the doctor has 
applied some soothing lotion—the pain is gone, you are fairly com- 
fortable, but you feel that your nerves have had a strain and you are 
not quite sure what may come of it. 





THERE are a lot of characters in Zhe Doctor, but not many actors and 
actresses, Miss Enson’s performance is pleasing, lady-like, and refined ; 
but for two acts her efforts lack colour for the reason already mentioned. 
Mr. Penley’s quaint manners and vocal tones are as amusing as ever— 
are, indeed, very funny. Misses Featherstone and Cissy Grahame gave 
some interest to the respective ‘‘ servant gals” they represented. iss 
Victor, for once, succeeded in not being very funny, and not at all catch- 
ing the Irish brogue, and Mr, W. J. Hill was not un-funny in an extra- 
neous and un-funny part. Mr. Hawtrey brought the proceedings to a 
conclusion with an unnecessary speech, delivered with unnecessary 





Drury Lang. —If I give only a short notice of Mr. Harris’s 
triumphant production of Les Huguenots, it is because I feel that the 
perusal of nothing but superlatives of an eulogistic character is rather a 
tame occupation. How can one be “spicy” with nothing to complain 





Drury Lang.—Mob tux. ENGLE; WELL-pe- 


SERVING OF AN ENGL&-ISH WELCOME. 


One grain of salt dispar- 


oes not avail 





himself of the opportunity (not likely to occur again, ) which Mr. Harris 
is giving him in this extraordinary season, ‘‘at the low charge of 125. 6d. 
and less, deserves—well he deserves the deprivation he is inflicting upon 


himself, 


Tue ALHAMBRA.—The new ballet here worthy of more space- 
ful record than I am able to give it this week, I propose saying what I 
think of it somewhat more in full next week. Meantime I may place 
it on the list as being full of character and nice girls, with the additional 
information that Mdlles. Zallio, Cormani, and Marie are in it, and that 
one, Mdlle. Aouda, makes her first appearance in England therein, and 
executes a mauresgue dance in a manner likely to elicit exclamations, 
such as ‘* Wonderful ! delightful ! A-ouda thought it? The variety 
corps is a strong one, including as it does, Cinquevalli, Fawn, Camp- 
bell, the St. Felixes, the Albert and Edmunds acrobatic combination, 
Miss Lydia Yeamans, and Fusee Matilda—I mean Vesta Tilley. 








Tuer VAUDEVILLE (Morning).—Although too long by an act, and 
here and there a sentence, and not over well adapted, Devil Caresfoot, as 
presented here by Mr. Charles Charrington, was far from being unin- 
teresting or unenjoyable. I am inclined to think this result was obtained 
by a sort of triumph of performers over play ; but there must have been 
some stuff in the play, or the best of acting couldn’t have carried it. As 
is often the case with adaptations from novels, motives which are clear 
enough in the book are inadequately expressed in the stage version, 


and I don’t think it is a piece 
altogether likely to take with 
the public, though ‘‘ you never 
know.” 


THE cast was exceptionally 
strong. Miss Janet Achurch once 
more displayed her emotional 
talent and general command of 
resource, which is so full of pro- 
mise as to be almost attainment. 
I think, myself, her voice will 
always be against her, and she has 
one or two tricks (not very harm- 
ful, perhaps) which jar; but 
maugre these, she ought to be 
an uncommonly good actress some 
day; she has the real delicacy of 
touch for comedy already, and it 
looks as though the force would 
come as soon as she has her re- 
sources under fuller control. Mr. 
Charrington played well enough, 
except that he seemed to hold 
himself in too determinately, = yavogvitte.—AcHuRCH AND STAGE 
though perhaps he knows best the ErFgct. 
extent of his powers. Mr. Royce 
Carleton, Mr. Fuller Mellish, and Mr. Charles Dodsworth, played 
particularly well, and but that Mr. Eric Lewis appeared in a part which 
was rather irritating, his efforts might have gone for more, Miss 
Carlotta Addison as one more ‘‘adventuress,” Miss Fanny Brough as one 
more demurely comic personage, and Mrs. Carter as one more Irish 
person, played those parts just as well as they could be played, and no 
less. Continued plaudits greeted the fall of the curtain (I mean nothing 
invidious), and the adapters, Messrs. C. Haddon Chambers and J. 
Stanley Little received, and accepted, the honour of a call. 





Nops AND WinKs.—Mr. William R. May sends us his Syllabus of 
Lectures and Entertainments for the present (his eighteenth) season. 
They comprise two new illustrated entertainments of current interest 
Our Queen and Country, and Departed Worthies of the Victorian Era. 
His scientific and other subjects cover a wide field, and have already been 
found generally successful and acceptable. —H.I.H. the Princess 
Victoria of Prussia, Prince George of Wales, and suite, witnessed the 
performance of Ruddigore at the Savoy on the oth inst.—H.I.H. the 
Crown Prince of Germany, H.I.H. the Hereditary Princess Charlotte 
of Saxe-Meiningen, with the German Ambassador, Count Hatzfeldt and 
Countess in attendance, did likewise the same on the 13th.—Miss Violet 
Melnotte was to produce Zhe Colonel at the Comedy on the 18th, I 
believe. If she has, I shall have something to say about it next week ; 
if she hasn’t, I shall have to wait until she does.—There’s a performance 
this afternoon (Wednesday) at the Opera Comique, for the benefit of 
Miss Woodworth’s ‘{Buttercups and Daisies” fund. — Fiorina is said to be 
the title of the next opera-bouffe to be produced at the Comedy. Mr. P. 
Bucalossi has composed it.—The Novelty Theatre will shortly revert to 
‘* the profession,” under the guidance of Miss Harriet Jay, who will (I 
shouldn’t wonder) produce something by Mr. Robert Buchanan, who 
(I shouldn’t wonder) will write to the papers about it ! NESTOR, 
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Drawbacks, 
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your Hat?” 


FUL COLD,” 


TAKING OFF HIS (H)ATTITUDE. 


Heavyside.—** HOw DO, Miss PRETTYPERT? WHY HAVE YOU TAKEN OFF 


I WOULD that I lived by a stream, 
Where, lulled by the ripples, I’d find 
Existence to pass like a dream, 
In quiet and comfort resigned, 
How nice to go drifting along 
In a boat, with a capital book ; 
Or, humming some quaint rustic song, 
To angle awhile in the brook. _ 
And yet, after all, it might fill me with care 
To find such a number of water-rats there ! 


I would that I lived in a mead, 
And could roll here and there on the grass, 
Then life would be pleasant, indeed, 
And the hours would most pleasantly pass. 
How the daisies would dazzle my eye, 
And the buttercups fill me with glee ; 
And I’d smile as the birds hurried by, 
Or obliged me with songs on the tree. 
Yet, now I remember, rurality brings _ 
A lot of annoyance from insects and things. 


I would that I lived in a cot, 
A rural and picturesque place, 
Ensconced in a flower-decked spot, 
Where there wasn’t of London a trace. 
No rumbling of ’busses and trains, 
No patter of hurrying feet, 
No shouting, no swindles, no shams, 
No danger in crossing the street. 
And yet, after all, I might grumble, alas ! 
To find there no playhouse, no shops, and no gas! 


I would that I lived by the sea, 

To gaze on the waves as they rolled 
And gambolled in frolicsome glee 

On the shingles wherever I strolled. 
To go now and then for a sail, 
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To be varied at times by a row ; 
How the ozone I'd gladly inhale, 





And trifle with Neptune and Co. 








~~ 39/1 


Yet ¢hat involves more mal-de-mer than I wish, 
Besides, there’s the smell of salt-water, and fish ! 


So perhaps, after all, I may find 
The metropolis isn’t so bad ; 
Although it is often maligned, 
There are pleasures in town to be had. 
And so, while in London I’m pent, 
I'll wrinkle my visage with smiles ; 
Oh, yes, I’ll be very content, 
And glory in smoke and in tiles. 
Its picturesque places I’ll view by the hour— 
For those grapes in the country are awfully sour ! 





Private and Confidential, 


OLD Mr, Hubbard, 
He went to the cupboard, 
As Members of Parliament can ; 
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Miss Prettypert.—"* PVE BEEN BATHING, AND I WANT MY HAIR TO Dry.” 
#,—“ AH |—NOW, IF I WERE TO TAKE MINE OFF, I SHOULD GRT A FEAR- 


Miss P.—‘* Ou, I suPPOSE THAT’S WHY YOU HAVEN'T RAISED IT YET.” 


But when he got there, 
He had rather a scare— 
They had made him a Peer, poor man! 


A Marine Curiosity. 


FROM a report of the Royal Cinque Ports Yacht Club 

Regatta we learn that ‘‘ Neptune burst a bobstay.” As 

| seaman are not generally supposed to wear braces, what 
| cam this mean ? 














upor their unalterable 


terly,—The last-issued 





NEW LEAVES. 


“ALLAN QUATERMAIN” takes first place in Longman’ 
other places are worthily filled.—In Zhe En Ferat te. Tiugh 
Thomson is not at his best in *‘Old Hook-and-Crook.” 
satisfactory pictures are by Mr. P. Macnab.—In Scridner’s, 
sical Proportions of the Typical Man” 
Thackeray Letters” are 
of Napoleon and his Times.”—* Refuge Island” is the title of the 
Summer Number (pmofusely illustrated) of Household Words. 
Summer Numbers are algo issued with 7%e Boy's Own 
Girl's Own Paper.—The Leisure Hour and The Sunday at Home rely 


lish Illustrated Mr. Hugh 

The most 
** The Phy- 
deserves attentive study. ‘* The 
continued, and there are ‘‘ Some IlIlustrations 


Excellent 
Paper and The 


good qualities. —‘* The Early Work of George 


Cruikshank” forms the chief topic of interest in Zhe Manchester Quar- 


volume of Men and Women contains portraits 





and memoirs ot many of the prominent celebrities of the day.—No. 1 of 
The Intelligence Quarterly is a marvel of comprehensive and complete, 
though compressed and concise, intelligence about ‘* London and its 
Suburbs,” and gives a good key to unlock the mysteries of its seventy- 
five maps. 

** Walks in the Ardennes,” by Percy Lindley, illustrated by Julian 
Weedon (125 Fleet Street). What Mr. Lindley formerly did so well 


and so worthily for our own Epping Forest, he has now done for the} 


beautiful ‘‘ Ardennes.” It could scarcely be done better.—‘‘ The Sea- 
Bathing Guide,” by William Abbotts, M.D. (Geo. Pitman), fifteenth 
annual edition. Much excellent advice is obtainable from this book ; 
particular attention may be directed to the remarks on deafness.—‘‘ The 
Reign of Error” (J. Cheetham). The authors of this work have strung 
together numerous pieces of caustic and clever verse on events of the 
day; it forms altogether amusing, pleasant and profitable reading. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, 11th July.—Lords, having sent Irish Land Bill to Com- 
mons, the latter, by way of a guid pro guo, send up Crimes Bill—that 
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Pgers’ CARRIAGES AT ELECTIONS.—SiR WILFRID IS SCANDALISED. 


is to say, Brimstone goes up, and Treacle down. Gladparnellites say 
Brimstone bound not to go down any way. Natural order of things still 
inverted in the East. Wolff still remains inside Turkey. 

Commons.—Sir Wilfrid very much concerned at fact that certain Peers 
have been interfering in elections, in spite of Sessional Order. Wilfrid 
opines that though Peers may lend their countenance to candidates, they 
should not be allowed to lend their carriages. Scandalised by having 
seen or heard of a chimney sweep being driven to poll in a carriage and 
pair. Thinks it unsootable. Apparently thinks prospect of being 
driven to the poll in a carriage, with a coronet on its panels, an irresistible 
snare to plebeian voter. Certainly a retrogade movement in politics, if 
Salisbury adopted tactics of Brougham. 

Tuesday.—Lord Salisbury, having been this morning misreported, 
calls attention to the acoustic properties, or, rather, defects, of the 
Upper House. Double entendre in the ‘* Hear, hears” that follow. 

Commons,—Land Bill arrives. Dillon lands it. New Writ issued 
for Brixton, vice Ernest Baggallay, who gets his ‘‘bit of fat” in 
magistrate’s seat at West Ham. 

Wednesday.—In Supply. Ellis objects to vote of £21,150 for har- 
bour at Holyhead, on grounds of rocks ahead. Suggests blast the rocks, 
and isn’t called to order, Dillon objects to £450 per annum for coal 
for Chief Secretary’s Lodge in Phoenix Park. Certainly this item rather 
a warm one. Looks as if silk was burned instead of silkstone. Grave 
extravagance. Bulk of House leave Supply for Sydenham, In fact, 
House returns to Runnymede fashion and in Crystal Palace grounds 
sits in the open. Oratorical fireworks give place to superior shell by 
Brock—in fact House, like Irving, has its Brocken night. 

Thursday.—Lords busy with Bill to protect Pat from Moonlighters 
and Parnellite Moonshine. Randy round again, This time assists the 
Rads in onslaught on Irish Land Bill. 

Friday.—Lords sit late and rise early, Only apparent object of 
sitting, to get up again. Commons, on the contrary, at it from *‘ morn 
tilldewy eve.” In fact, two performances, one a matinée of the scream- 
ing farce Supply. John Bull, finding his Civil Service expensive, 
wonders it isn’t a bit more civil. 








For Wheel(men) or Wo(men). 
{A new bcok on Bicycling Travels, by Herr Karl Kron, has just been issued.] 
THE volume just penned by Karl Kron 
Should not inspire sayings ironical, 
Though the book he would have us all con 
Were more fitly described as a Kron-icle. 





A LADY named H, Brooke-Davies advocates a Kitchen College for 





ladies being started, ‘‘ with exhibitions, scholarships, and diplomas,” 
We dote on, and revel in good cooking. But there is a bare possibility 
»f too many cooks spoiling the broth, and spoiling it badly, too, 





Quite too Bald-erdashing. 
[In a recent article on baldness it was gravely stated that baldness is to become 


fashionable ; that the coming man is to be bald, and that the ladies will like him all 
the better for it.] 


A RvM thing is Fashion, as doubtless you know, 
If with ladies you’ve happened to mix ; 

But sometimes with men Fashion often doth show 
Certain strange and fantastical tricks, 

It affecteth the hat, and the coat, and the trou— 
(Beg pardon, ‘hat word is recalled), 

And to poor trembling man fickle Fashion says now— 
‘¢’T will be soon 2 /a mode to be bald.” 


They say that one Shakespeare, a man who wrote plays, 
Had no wool on the top of his head, 

And that prog Fy: men have won Fame’s brightest bays 
(They’d no hair, so they wore bays instead), 

Why, a certain royal personage (never mind whom, 
Simply ‘‘ Bertie” we'll let him be called), 

Hath a scalp on which somehow the tresses won't bloom, 
And therefore he’s ranked with the bald. 


Now those who are lockless, or getting that way, 
Will hail the new fashion with glee ; 

But what can such people as Fun and I say, 
Who have locks most luxuriant to see ? 

Are we to be shorn of our ambient curls? 
If so, won’t the fair sex be galled ? 

Our hair (FuN’s and mine) is adored by the girls, 
So how can we dare to be bald? 


Yet I find Fashion saith (and who dare disobey 
The laws which she kindly lays down ?) 

That the Coming Man, if he'd be dashing and gay, 
Must be smooth as an egg on the crown ; 

And ’twould seem that the ladies will like him the more, 
Instead of appearing appalled ; 

So if with the sex, you and I, Fun, would score, 
We must straightway arrange to be bald. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE BOOM, 

















“Your Nose says, No, you Arg NOT,” —Love's Labour's Lost, 
Ad V. Scene 2. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To Tue Epitor or “Fun.” 

IR,—When you've been to thought 
inclined, pray has it never crossed 
your mind (and brought a sadness 
to your phiz) to think how wrong 
one often is? How often one is 
in that plight, when one has 
thought one’s self so right? When 
one was certain that one knew, 
and ev’rything confirmed that view 
with what you’d call a power im- 
mense of circumstantial evidence. 
And when the rolling sands of 
Time convict you of the fearful 
crime, and show, ** with confirma- 
tion strong as proof of Holy 
Writ,” you're wrong, just where 
you felt so sure and bold, I ask 
you, ** Ain’t you rather sold?” 
At any rate, I now report that 
I'm a victim of that sort, and now 
there’s not in all the town a party 
who’s more crumbled down. It 
seemed as sure as sure to me we'd 
finished with the Jubilee. We'd 

seen the Abbey show from pews, we’d had our more expensive views 

from windows small and near the sky, with price and situation high ; 
the Colonies across the seas had told of their festivities ; with garden 
remy and reviews; with Christians, Pagans, Peers, and Jews; with 
itter beer and half-and-half ; with comic coins to make us laugh ; with 
bonfires on the tops of hills, and forking out to pay the bills, we’d done 
our best to celebrate the blessed thing with pr state, and when the 
day at length was we said, “‘ Hooray! It’s gone at last.” But 
had it gone? It n't. No. It takes a doosid time to go, and, 
sad to say, the dream’s dispelled entirely by the meeting held this very 
week at Sandown Park—the summer one—and what a lark !—and 
bh I might say, what a spree—they’re calling it ‘‘ The Jubilee !” 
ell—things may be just as they ought, and so the prophet plunged 
in thought, and, if you please, here’s what he makes at iast, about 


THe ROYAL STAKES, 


Dip you ever get the notion in your head 
That you’re dead 
On as good a thing as anyone can see? 
Did you ever think Gay Hermit 
(Mr. Manton’s as they term it) 
Ought to Celebrate a merry Jubilee ? 


Did you ever think it worthy of remark, 
As a lark, 
To advise a man to “ put his very sark ” 
On the probable successes 
As invariably blesses 
Any animal that’s christened Button Park ? 
Would anyone on earth, do you suppose, 
Il your nose 
Out of the people’s business when it’s there ? 
Merry Duchess, now, what say you, 
Do you think that she’ll repay you, 
If you back her all you’re up to here and there ? 


But you ought to set a little bit of store, 
By Claymore, 
You may even think a something of Reve D’Or, 
But the party in my gizzard 
Is the one they call The Lizard, 
And I think he is the animal to score. 


ou well through thin and thick, I think that tip will do the 
e it, Briton, Pole, or Russ, and thank the great 
TROPHONIOUS, 





To take 
trick, so 








FRONT GARDENING! 


Now why in the name of common sense a man wants to try to 
keep a garden in the suburbs, I can’t make out. I've been st ee 
down Hampstead way and seeing plenty of gardening. Bah! ‘Tt the 
air isn’t good you can’t grow flowers at all, and there’s an end of it. 
And if it is good, and you do grow the flowers, the boys come and lug 
them up by the roots, so there’s an end of it all that way. London 
back gardens are places for cats to go and die in. London front gar- 
dens are only good to train beys to commit petty larceny. Since there 





are such an infernal lot of new flowers, too, I don’t care to see your 
mpts at gardening. Fifty years ago a mechanic who had a front 








had in it southern wood, and London pride, and lilies of 


the valley, and sweet williams, mixed with a podge of broken crocks 
and bottles to look like a fernery. Why, I’ve seen front gardens now 
in the East of London with geraniums in them that might be sent to a 
flower show. It’s perfectly disgusting ; the lower orders ought all to 
be made to know their place even in the matter of flowers. A bit of 
gravel in front with a laurel in it, and a bit of railing in front of that so 
that the eats can look through comfortably and see the cat’s-meat man 
coming in the distance—that’s my idea of a London front garden. _ 
They have actually had the impudence, too, to ask me to subscribe 
ing extra for flowers for the garden of the square here, As if I 
was going to make the place more ornamental, so that a parcel of young 
fools may go canting and philandering about. Not I, There’s a 
deal too much nonsense talked about flowers, I say. What 
with Dickens, and cripples looking at flowers in biacking pots, 
we have a t deal too much nonsense I say, and I hate to 
hear it. And to let a lot of dirty-faced children, too, go hoycutting 
about the Temple Gardens and Lincoin’s Inn Fields! It’s perfectly too 
ridiculous ! Children did without so much fresh air in my time, and 
got along well enough too; and if they didn’t, people had the sense not 
to bother about it, and then they weren’t bothered about your surplus 
population” as they are now. People, too, in the suburbs, now have 
one in for painting their houses all sorts of ridiculous colours, “It 
che bright,” they say, ‘‘with plenty of flowers in the windows. 
That’s to say, they like to make their places look like roadside inns with 
tea gardens attached. I tragred detest such utter balderdash, The 
rage there is, too, for sticking those beastly marguerites everywhere is 
positively idiotic. Why, in my time, no one would condescend to look 
at them, much less smell them. Nasty foul weeds, I say. And they 
cultivate marigolds and wild geraniums, and try to make believe they 


look well, I'd like to have all those esthetic front gardeners hanged. 
DIOGENES TUBBS. 











LOVE AND WAR. 


Tommy Atkins,—‘ What a bit o’ luck, Mary. I’ i 
my Corporal’s Stripes.” ‘aes. 
Mary.—‘‘ Lor, Thomas, what have you been doing? I suppose 
you mean you're going to receive Corporal Punishment,”’ 
{Zommy explains, and Infantry Exercise continued. 
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In the Ewing, 
(Szz Cartoon.) 
’T is gladdening to find the Queen 
The centre of a sunny scene, 
Withdrawing, as it were, the screen, 
That sheltered her in privacy. 


In London, and at Windsor, too, 
And at the Aldershot Review, 
She lately has aroused anew 

Our sentiments of chivalry. 


Lastly, at Hatfield’s gathering 
She’s gone and done the proper thing, 
By getting well into the swing 

Of wholesome, mild festivity. 


So now that she has grown to see 

How nice these little jaunts can be, 

We happily may hope that she 
Will cultivate more company. 


For nobody can fairly doubt, 

When she goes in for coming out, 
There must be something good about 
Her celebrated Jubilee. 








Whitewash. 
AN AFTER-DINNER RONDEL, 


Now, for just one glass of sherry, 
Then we'll go up to the ladies. 
We should have thankful hearts— 


be FoR <a ’ 
For the fine vintage of Cadiz ; ; . \'; 
And for the generous berry SSRN 
SEN 


Out of which this liquor made is ; 
It does one good to be merry— 
And to this end it an aid is! 
Now, for just one glass of sherry, 
Then we’ll go up to the ladies, 


Never drunk such **Tom and Jerry!” | 
It the best brand in the trade is ; 
Soft as the velvet called ** Terry ”"— 
Dry as the region of Hades ! 
Now, for just one glass of sherry, 
Then we’ll go up to the ladies. 








ONE OF THE RIGHT SORT. 


Be top AND SO YOU LEFT YOUR LAST SITUATION THROUGH HAVING WORDS WITH YOUR 
ISTRESS, 

Swell Cook.—** WELL, ’M, NOT WORDS—NOT ADZACTLY WHAT YER MIGHT CALL WORDS, 'M, 
I ON’Y SPOKE TO ’ER AS ONE LADY MIGHT TO ANOTHER.” 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN CAMP, 


M. LE REDACTEUR DE FuN,—Zncore have I been to your Vim- 
bledon’s for vy, sare, because it vas ze Vimbledon of Jubilees, and zare- 
fore I vas sure it vould be Vimbledon out of, as vell as on, ze Common, 
I ask Jollidogue how sall ve go. He reply, *‘Go to Puttiney.” I tell 
him go to Puttiney himself, I am intent zat I vill see zis Camp. Jolli- 
dogue say how I am ze biggest scamp he know to make pun so vile ; but 
I do not comprehend Jollidogue, t sink he have vat you call read 
**betveen ze lines.” Anyhows, ve go to Vimbledon, and I take in my 
pocket ze packet of eyes of ze bull zat zey say are so much desired zare. 
I also taks vit me a few ounce of balls of brandy. 

I am settled down in ae tent of Jollidogue, in ze camp of his corps. 
Zey are ‘‘ Jolligood fellows,” and zare is amongst zem plenty of esprit 
de corps—ze esprit is Irish cold, sometimes Scotch. Zey are so full of 
zis esprit, zat I sink zey are combination cf ze London Irish and London 
Scottish. Jollidogue is nearly almost very qvite alvays at ze range—I am 
at ze range of kitchen, because for zat I cannot shoot zey make me cook. 
For vy I cannot shoot is zat I am not volunteer, and vy I am not volun- 
teer is zat because I represent, sare, your vorld-vide journal—I am 
** Press man.” But my cooking is espoiled, because ze vi/ains zey 
deceive me. Von time zey go out to shoot at ze deer vich runs, and I 
say to myselves, ‘‘ Bon / to-morrow ve vill have venison.” But zey come 
home viz no deer at all, except the charming Mees Jollidogue, who, 
vit lots of ozzare nice girl, come to visit ze camp. 

Encore, von day I myselves vild fowl, because we 
he say he go shoot at ze pool. He return. I demand vat he have shot 
—have he brought home vild duck? He say no, but he have secure 
good big stake. I demand esteak of beef—zat is good, zat is somezink 
vich out of his firing I can put in ze frying-pan. Zen Jollidogue and 
his comrades mock zemselves of me. I lose my tempares. I say 
dam nonsense, if zey vill not bring back ze deer zat run, nor ze vild fowl 
from ze pool, zey might, au moins, zey might bring into camp some of 
ze magpies or duck’s eggs so many of bn, sant got. 








Maintenant, ze heat is so much, zat von require not much to eat, but 
more to drink ; so zat after all ve take care of ze man. And from 
ze bottom of my heart I say, ** Vive le Vimbledons!" For vy—it is 
zare zat John Bull I ig up his (s)team, it is zare he teach his young Ses 
how to shoot. ile his young John Bulls are so sure at ze butts, 
vraiment, it vill not pay annozare nation to make butt of John Bull. 
Zare is von “‘ highest ible” vich ze whole force scores—zat is saze 
ze “highest possible praise.” At Vimbledon ze onl t is ze fight of 
sham, vich vind up in so much ozzare cham, Take for it my vord, sare, 
if evare your volunteers are called into action in earnest, ze vorld vill 
see zat vich it vill see, and zat vill be somesink it has nevare seen before, 
—ze brows of Britannia vill be crowned vit zet annozare iaurel. 


——SSSSSSa]@naan===|! 


A Seasonable Letter. 


‘* ZAR MOSTER EDITER,—Oi hev herd from a side-wind as ow the 
hot weather hev hafilicterd some of your comick young men’s hinternals, 
so Oi begs as you will hold on taut a bit, and read ‘em this ere littel 
sonnat as Oi’ve wrote, which it is as follows :— 


** HEXPERIENTIA DOSE-IT. 


**O1 know full well a sluggish liver 
Dew make a man tew groan and quiver, 
Ashore or far afloat, O! 
ay when ob oe 
stops m . 
And rms ‘Vv ble Moto.’ 
** Yewrs trew blue, A MARGATE BOATMAN,” 








A CORRESPONDENT states that to be in good form one should not put 
in an appearance at a New York theatre until after the first act. Idic 
is pretty rife in New York at present. Nearly all the asylums for 
imbeciles are full up, according to all accounts. 

















nr a ae 











JULY 20, 1887. 








The Bore of the Iron Road. 

















One feels for them who do complain 

Of the nuisan oe ees by the railway train, 
Whose whistle shrieks both long and loud, 

As it runs by their houses that stand in a crowd. 


No doubt ’twould take a course of years 
To render the sound sweet unto their ears ; 
But let them mind what ills betide | 

The luckless ones also that ride inside. 


Happy, indeed, will be the day 

When passengers find they’re able to say 

That railways ne’er do aught but please, 

And are careful of everyone’s comfort and ease. 


When engines cease to let off steam, 

As you’re waiting near, with a stifled scream ; 
When carriages they never cram, 
And the porters don’t shut-to the doors with a slam ; 
When draughts ne’er come to chill your feet 
On a floor that is scrupulously clean and neat, 
And trains do not commit the crime 

Of always evading their stated time ; 


When carriage lamps burn up so bright 

That you’re able to read by the aid of their light ; 
And, if the brake is set to work, 

The stoppage don’t shake you about with a jerk ; 


When funnels belch no smoke on high, 
And the smuts don’t in at the windows fly ; 
And signals move as sure as eggs, 

And you hear of no mangled heads or legs ; 


When all these things have come to pass, 

A blessing on railways, say I; but, alas! 
Apart from whistling noise, the train 

At present gives plenty of cause to complain ! 


The Stick. 
RONDEAU. 

I cuT my stick—’twas in a tangled wood, 

And from a blackthorn tree of goodly size. 
My pocket-knife was small, but it was good, 

And slowly trimmed the stick, till to my eyes 
It seemed to be all that a blackthorn should ! 

I looked upon it, therefore, as a prize ; 
And in an indolent and happy mood 

I sat me down, and, uninclined to rise, 











AN AWKWARD REMARK. 


He,—** MAY I HAVE THE PLEASURE OF THE NEXT——?” 


She.—‘*‘ Ou, I pon’? KNOW! I THINK THEY ARE GOING IN TO SUPPER.” 


I cut my stick. 


| Far oft a man appeared ; and by his guise 

I knew him for a keeper! and he would 
Consider what I’d done as injuries ; 

| P’r’aps punish me !—I fled !—fast as I could 








AN old Virginia law which has been regarded as obsolete for many 


fifty pounds of tobacco on any healthy man who stays away from church 
for four consecutive Sundays, As there is no law against smoking in 


sit in the galleries, light up pipes, and take a pleasant bird’s-eye view 
of the worshippers below. 


DURING an aérial ascent at Oskaloasa, Iowa, which took place 
recently, the balloon collapsed at the height of 700 feet. The remains 


of the aeronaut were scraped up with a small fire shovel, and buried in 
a band-box. 





_A PHILOSOPHICAL money-lender lost a fifty-guinea watch the other 
night by having his pocket picked. On discovering his loss, he remarked, 


with much sang /roid, ** Vell, vell—live and let live: that’s my motter, 
shelp me, Moses, it is,” 


Tue inhabitants of the Holy Land are beginning to use soap for 
ablutionary purposes. They also are gradually finding out that sapon- 
aceous matter eaten in large quantities, even when supplied from the 
big factory in Jerusalem, is apt to ‘lay cold on the stummick,”’ 


A SHORT while back a candidate for Parliamentary honours entered 
the house of a chimney-sweep, and shook by the hand with infinite com- 





years has been revived lately. This curious statute imposes a fine of 


the sacred edifices over there, reprobates calmly attend divine services, | 


He.—‘* Ou, REALLY !—OH, I DIDN’T KNOW. IF THE BEASTS ARE GOING I went !—in fact, again, and it was wise, 
TO BE FED—E&R—PERHAPS I HAD SETTER TAKE YOU IN TO SUPPER.” I ** cut my stick !” 
ENIOKNAOKS., | plaisance all the uman inhabitants down to a little dirty child sitting 


| it a kick, said, ** Get away, Bruiser, yer varmint, he’ll be wantin’ to shake 


| 
| 
} 


| 





| who is hopeful that a free drink is looming in the distance. 


in its wicker chair. The ramoneur’s good lady, disgusted with this too 
obvious coaxing, went to a dog which lay snoring in a corner, and, giving 


hands with you next,” 


PRINCE EDWARD OF SAXE-WEIMAR has issued a ukase forbidding 
military bands to play in Dublia on the Sabbath. This German Jack- 
in-office is too fond of giving himself airs. He’s had to play pretty low 
at times, though, in order to gain any position at all, Pious man ! 


_JEAMES says that Prince Albert Victor, who has hitherto proved 
himself to be a bit of a cub, is gradually becoming polished—on the top 


of his lime-juiced little cranium. Poor young chappie, does this come 
through over-work ? 


A GAVANZO farmer found much difficulty in obtaining sufficient water 
to irrigate his land ; so he bored a sixty-foot well, put in a cheap pump, 
fixed up a huge family swing, and connected it to the pump by an iron 
rod. His youngsters now draw up quite as much water as he requires, 
but they don’t know they are working. ‘Cute man! 


AN expert in nazography declares that a pale nose usually belongs to 
the selfish, cold-hearted man ; whilst the highly-coloured ihe is cha- 
racteristic of the sanguine temperament usually possessed by the man 
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PRECONCEPTIONS OF A CYNIC AND A SENTIMENTALIST; 
Or, BETWIXT AND BETWEEN WERE NEARER THE MARK. 
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No. 1.—THeE POETESS OF PASSION. 














“The Very Button.” 


AN elderly glutton, 
Fond of Welsh mutton, 
Oft dusted a button ; 
And his anger was awful to see! 


At last his wife put on, 

G. and C.’s *‘ Very Button.” 

He still eats Welsh mutton, 
But he never now utters a D! 





has issued a Jubilee Medal which puts the Mint authorities to the blush. 
According to a contemporary, “‘the likeness of Her Majesty is really 
good,” which is more than can be said anent thenew coins, Mr. Palmer 
has already done good Government service by his clause in the Stamp 
Act ; and now he has again shown that he can meda/, not muddle, 





The Theatrical Manager Outwitted. 


“* Owing to the Jubilee celebrations and the exceptionally fine weather, the theatres | 


have been almost deserted lately.” — Daily Pajper.} 
HILST sounds of joy rever- 
berate 


No glad rejoicing greets. 





tion ; 


on times 

/ Upon the “Jubilation.” 

But in the Royal Show he 

found 
iy //// 4 A rival, not a friend ; 

ha ////; } And now, in deepest dud- 
geon, he 

His days would gladly 
end, 


a foe 


snow, 
Is now his only hope. 








Throughout our crowded | 
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‘— ‘The early spring no season | 
ii brought 
| To crown his specula- 


He cast his hopes for better | 





The summer sun has proved | 
| postmaster returned, and Poltwattle 
With whom he cannot | 


COpe 5 
That it will rain, or hail, or | 


POLTWATTLE MINDS A POST OFFIOH. 


POLTWATTLE has minded a lot of things in his time. Mrs. P. says 
he can mind most things but his own business, but she has no business 
to say that. On the occasion in question, he undertook to look after 
the post office round the corner for a few minutes, 

A lady was his first customer. She wanted a penny stamp, and 
brought a sovereign. Poltwattle pointed out to her that ‘‘ the postmaster 
is neither obliged to give change nor authorized to demand it.’’ But he 
-” it, and then she went off with an indignant sniff and her nose in 

e air. 

The next was a girl who wanted to casha P.O.O. She had signed 


_ it “Jane Arris.” Poltwattle put it to her that * the advice” spelt the 
Mr. J. W. PALMER, of 281 Strand, the great authority on stamps, 


surname ‘* Harris.” She said, ‘‘ Yus, I know! I allus spells it this 
way, though, ’cos I can’t make a capital H.” 

en came a youth with a big brass watch chain and two dummy 
diamond rings. He wished to open an account in the Savings’ Bank. 
Writing in the form of declaration, he did not fill up the space opposite 
**occupation.” Peter P. explained that unless he did, the rules of the 
department would not permit the account to be opened. After much 
hesitation, and argument, and whispering, he admitted he was errand 
boy at a grocer’s, of which he was undoubtedly ashamed. 

The next customer was a young woman who wanted “‘a postifical 
order for three and sixpence, please.” 

Then he had to attend to a fair young fellow in fluffy whiskers and a 
hurry, blushing violently, with a telegram to ‘‘ Mrs. Fairburn, Monthly 
Nurse, 601 Coborn Road, Bow Road, E. Please come at once!” 
‘* Will that go for sixpence?” Peter P. said ** It will, if you leave out 
‘monthly nurse.’” The young man blushed more violently than ever 
and said, ‘‘I’d rather, please.” 

The next was a young lady, with a telegram of the following di- 


| mensions :— 


‘*Miss Campbell, dressmaker, The Elms, 14 Belford Cottages, 


| Peckham Rye. Mrs. Bastock’s compliments, and will you please to 


come and measure me for a new dress to-day.” 
And she put down sixpence for it. It was difficult to convince her 
that it ought to have been one-and-two, and that sixpence was only for 


| twelve words, including address. ‘‘ She knew telegrams were sixpence, 
| and that was a telegram, wasn’t it?” ‘“* Yes, but——” ‘* Very well 
| then!” Petersuggested condensation. The young lady asked P. if he 

would do it for her. He did, and put it :—‘** Miss Campbell, 14 Bel- 


ford Cottages, Peckham Rye. Please come to Mrs. Bastock.” 

Then a young woman—most of Peter’s customers were young women 
—came in and handed a letter to him directed to Aberdeen, and asked, 
‘* Ple’ sir, will this get there to-night?” It was then 5 p.m, 

A very old lady, next, wanted to know if Aer letter was in time for 
the next post? Peter could not have helped it, if he had had to die for 
it, so he said, ‘*No; the next post has ae one.” By this time the 

fol the example of *‘ the 
next post “and was ‘‘ gone” too. 





——_________-_--____-_ | 
‘“FrvygOCcLOQUER” is the word fashionable Parisians use on their 





| invites to a five o'clock tea. Some add, “ Plentee nice jamm. ” 
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RULE BRITANNIA! ; 
Sergeant-Instructor (to bold Artillery Volunteer),—‘' Now, M’ LAD, CAN YE IMAGINE AN INIMY’S VISSEL HALF A MILE FROM THE 

















SHORE?” A, Vi—**No, I CAN’T, sIR!” 
S.-J.—“ Wuy? Surg THAT’s Alsy! WHy NOT?” A, V.—’Cos WE SH’D NEVER A LET SHE GIT SO NOIGH AS THAT!” 
The Last “ Quid.” ACCORDING toTofficial apters the Monee present “hed wg 
Review on the 23rd inst. will have to land their passengers ylight, 
Ain—' The Last Rose of Summer.” before the Fleet begins its much-looked-for emlentiens ; consequently 
‘Tis the last “quid” of many Thus kindly I scatter it may be fairly assumed that the visitors on board of those troopships 
Left sadly alone, Thy shillings away, will not be altogether in ¢ransports. 
All its golden companions Like those of thy comrades, 
My me enameee ane bi gone ; To moisten my clay. | JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
No "*fiver” is here, | So soon as I’ve changed thee fT SS get Se Sica RARARRAARS 


Or melt into beer. It flies like the sparkle 


To bum in tobacco, | _, To silver, alas! HONOURS DIVIDED: OR, FAIRLY PLAYED. 
| 











Of froth in the glass ; | we 
I'll not leave thee, thou last one, I'll seek, when I’ve spent thee— | rE. &£ dORNSONR. 
Pa lonely to pine, If credit’s not flown— 
e others have left thee,— © | What’s hard to obtain in 
Go seek them in wine. This bleak world—a loan ! — ee ee ee 
VACHE OF, 2B A Be TS. 
SALT Lake, Utah, has been stocked with 1,100,000 young shad, An | 

expert says the shad have not the shadow of a chance of living in the | - a). 
dead inland sea, | “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, EC. 
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UNCORROBORATIONS OF CONVENTIONAL HUMOURISTS. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
Tie ALHAMERA.—Whenever you see a ballet at the Alhambra, you 
always think it the best possible production of the kind ; and whenever 
you see another there, you always think it superior to the previous one, 
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Tuc PRINCESS S.—RATHER SUBSTANTIAL ‘' SHADOWS OF A GREAT City.” 


(Perhaps, to be strictly just, I ought to write ‘‘ Whenever / see a ballet, 
etc., J always, etc., etc.”; but I’ve no doubt it zs the same with you, 
» there’s not much harm done, after all, perhaps.) A/geria, the one 
t put on, is no exception to this rule, I can tell you. 
Alveria, as here shown to us, is obviously the land of music and the 
nce (with, perhaps, a little pirate, wine and women thrown in); when 
any of the inhabitants are not dancing it is only because they are lcok- 
iy on while other inhabitants occupy themselves in that pastime, and 
music goes on all the time. In the first glimpse we get of this favoured 
land we observe a youthful sybarite purchasing beautiful slaves in reck- 
less profusion, and showing a reluctance to ‘‘ part” for them, which 
hows how near akin are the impulses of untutored barbarism to those 
of cultured civilisation, This incident is followed by a dance of lady- 
natives, wearing what at first appear to be specimens of the modern 
matince hat, but on closer observance prove to be water-jars poised upon 
the head, The arrival of a dashing corps of the rather epicene soldiery 
( the district, who go through a portion of the remarkable native evolu- 
tions, under the brilliant Captain Marie, puts an end to these revels, 
and anon the water-carrying girls fraternise with the military, what 
time a mutual mash springs up between the Captain and the only lady 
in the village who wears short skirts, 











| 
| 
| 


fox atime the couple are happy in their mutual affection, and revel 
h ys of jerky gesticulation, tip-toe teetotuming and dreamy 
ymnasucs ; but alas! a cloud no bigger than a man’s hand is rising, 
| presently the storm bursts, Captain Cormani, the leader of the 
rate band, also becomes *‘ mashed” on the short-skirted lady—whose 
me is Mdlle. Zallio, by-the-way—but she rejects his advances with 
rn. Ceptain Marie also interferes, and there is a row until the 
arrive and run them all in before the local Newton, who, 


ly finds them not guilty, and reprimands them for it, for none of 
-em to lose their liberty, eo. 

but the pirate captain is not so easily defeated, and assisted by the 

prudent conduct of the short-skirted lady—who permits him, a total 
tranger, to stand her a drink, which immediately gets into her head— 
he succeeds in carrying her off to the pirates’ lair, But here, I am 
bound to say, the lady makes every amend for her previous impru- 
dence by remaining staunch to the absent one and deaf to the entreaties 


,and blind to the blandishments of her captor, although one of the 


! 


latter does consist of an endeavour on the part of his accomplices to 
‘empt her with bargains in drapery, several remnants of a yellow nature 
being attractively displayed (once in the shape of a tent) and evidently 
otiered at an alarming sacrifice. But nothing moves her, not evena 
wriggly dance by a large dark woman. Once she goes so far evenas to 


sit on his chest like the nightmare she is determined to be to him. 


KELEASE is at hand, however. A shot is heard in the distance, and 
the pirate, with a faithful one or two, promptly flies to his ship in the 
fing, leaving his camp and his — at the mercy ef the chivairous 
tain Marie, who has come to the rescue of his own, his short-skirted 


_ So all ends well and picturesquely. M. Hansen is to be con. 
eaiieted on his invention, M. Jacobi on his music, M, Besche on his 


dresses, and audiences on the general result. 





Tue Princess’s.—Miss Hawthorne has re-opened this theatre with 
a highly-coloured melodrama, and a spirited re-introduction of the fee 


system. 





Shadows of a Great City is presented as a typical American melodrama 
of typical American life, and it is a touching proof that a century and 
more of separation has not eradicated the instincts of race, for, except 
for an occasional ‘‘ you bet,” or so, it could pass very well—has passed 
very well, often enough—for a typical Amg/tsh melodrama of typical 
English life. All the time-honoured characters, from the Jew ** fence” 
and the two villains—assorted, comic and vicious—to the chivalrous hero, 
the good-natured woman of humble extraction, and the starving lady 
with the black dress and ¢he Jasy—how well we know them all! And 
then the dialogue ! Well, I suppose there zs an audience for this 
kind of thing, or it wouldn’t be presented so often—not that it 7s often 
presented on this side cf the water. 





Let’s see, the ingredients are a peculiarly-conducted pawnbroker’s 
shop, a break out of a facile prison, a child stolen, drugged, flung into 
the river, struggled for, dived for, and rescued—a clever and interesting 
river panorama (all the scenery is good, a scene on the Harlem River 
particularly charming)—a volatile laundress who zroms stockings, the 
‘* safe” incident (last seen in Pluck) and such like. 


Mr. J. H. BARNES appears as the sailor-hero, and plays the part 
with a freshness and an absence of §‘ side” which makes it really likeable 
for once, Mr. Harry Nicholls is as readily mirth-provoking as usual, 
though some of the ‘‘jokes” put into his mouth are a trifle grim 
and sickly, and there is a touch of newness, too, about Mr. Harry 
Parker’s Jew, and Miss Mary Rorke is altogether charming. 


THE reintroduction of fees already alluded to, and my consequent 
non-possession of a programme, prevents my doing full justice to other 
members of the cast with whose faces I am unacquainted. The coun- 
tenance of the villain, who was a well-played villain enough, on the 
usual lines, seemed familiar to me; and the tall, clerical party, with 
the good voice and firm manner, who appeared as the usual ludicrous 
detective, struck me in that light also, The rather obtrusive efforts of 
an exuberant lady who worked hard to get through an Irish part witha 
fitful and inadequate Scotch accent, provoked me to inquiry, which 
resulted in my recognising an old friend, whose exaggerations I 
— forgave for the sake of a good deal of brightness at the bottom 
oi them, 


NoDs AND WINKS.—A new five-act melodrama, called 7he Points- 
man, for the production of which Mr, Willard will be added to the 
company, will be Miss Agnes Hewett’s next venture at the Olympic. 
It is by Messrs, Cecil Raleigh and R. C. Carton, authors of Ze Great 
Pink Pearl, and will arrive on the scene early in September.—Mr. 
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THE PRINCESS's.—ANOTHER ‘‘ SHADOW.” 


Walter Slaughter has been engaged by Mr. Augustus Harris as conductor 
for the autumn and winter season at Drury Lane. I congratulate them 





both, NESFOR. 


—, |) 











| 


muc 
prin 
Cro 
busi 
won 
of tl 
SO W 
lot c 
you 
Jone 

























moeWY O wm 


Se ee i ee | | ee oe 





ries 


July 27, 1887, 


FUN. 


& 
a | 




















‘f = 
i \ ie. ~~ ‘. 
' / Sf 
| ‘A F 
| . Peo 

SO0g 

\ Ups “i 
A Y 

PAN 


is “ if ih 
the arr bracing? 


yes Ma'am. Youve J 


a) . s ~ y 
of if is, +; eae 





- yt Pe. é 
pa a < » > 


—_ = » 
~ 


: — 
‘7?. He 


soon had enough of the Bull- oh! 





So 
He went fo 


only just lo look ovf of the win 


be, aes to see how brac NG The effect 


~ 





, 7 7 . } 
, Shs was the bracing "she meant. ~Three brace. 


q 


“ 
he sarod why a 
c 

man shovldn'f be 

as dressy and as 
C/, ; 
loyal mn the walor' 
>)" 

as suf of Pd 
Sow on fo the Day! 








a ~ 


the seaside becavs 
ordereo change of air. This Was the change 





SOME SEASIDE NOTES. 











AS TO THH PRINCHS. 


We shall all settle down again now the royalty are all gone. So 
much the better. But for the life of me I can’t see what the kings and 
princes have to do with me, or you, or anybody else. Of course the 
Crown Prince is good enough. I remember him. There was that 
business of the landing at Gravesend. It was the time when young 
women wore any amount of flowers. There used to be pictures about 
of the Prince and Princess riding in the glades at Windsor. We weren’t 
so well stocked with foreign princes then, and thought more of ’em. A 
lot of people go and grind up the *‘ Almanack de Gotha,” and then let 
you have the full benefit of all the royal families in the world. That 
Jones does that sort of thing. I always feel inclined to kick the beggar 
when he begins it. ‘‘Do you know that the dear Duchess of Anhalt, 
Mecklenburg-Seltzer, was the niece by marriage with the first cousin of 
Prince Albert’s grandmother? She wore a pink train at the Queen’s 
coronation.” That’s the sort of twaddle that some people get up to. 
Bah! I ain’t disloyal, but some of the business I cannot stand. I 
really cannot. Whenever there’s a shop rather dearer than any other, 
you always see stuck over the door, ‘‘ Ky appointment to Her Majesty, 
the Prince of Wales, &c., &c., the King of the Hellenes and the 
Emperor of the Kangaroo Islands.” If they sold the stuff cheaper one 
wouldn’t mind the loyalty. If it zs loyalty; only it ain’t. But all the 
royal arms in the world won’t make a pair of gloves last if they’re bad 
kid. However, the princes have to pay for it sometimes. 

How about the ‘‘addresses” from the Mayors? ‘*The Prince 
graciously thanked the Mayor in a few well-chosen words, wishing every 
prosperity to Slocum-Podger, and handing the loyal addresses to one of 
his suite’’—or Sir Tookan Tearem, as the case may be. Now, do you 





kept? Jones is a big man in the civic way, and it’s my firm and un- 
altered belief that he believes all those addresses are solemnly kept, like 
the wills at Doctors Commons, and that whenever the (ueen or the 
Prince feel dull, they take ’em out and havea read at them. I hate 
your vulgar scandalmongers and slang paragraphs pitching into the 
the royal family ; but this sort of thing I cammof stand. As to that sort 
of thing, how on earth can ordinary people know what the (Jueen is 
really deing? Does the reporter of the Slocum Poager Gazette play at 
cribbage with her every afternoon? No. Then his word doesn’t go for 
much. Enough’s as good asa feast. All the ‘‘addressing’’ is bosh, 
and ought to be put a stop to. The people were wild with the Duchess 
of Connaught, because she laughed when she first saw a British town 
council coming out with an ‘‘address,” (Quite right, too, she’s a sensihle 
woman. Bah, sir! DIOGENES TObh> 





A 





New Leaves. 


** How He Did It.” TheStory of ** Harry Furniss’s ‘ Artistic Joke, 
told by his ‘Lay Figure’” (Bradbury, Agnew & Co.) The ‘ Artistic 
Joke” being a thoroughly practical one, this merry extension may 
justly be described as a laughter-moving jest upon jest.—‘* Brother or 
Lover,” by Agnes Barton (London Literary Society), Though there 
may be some few symptoms of the author’s inexperience, and though 
the incidents are not new, yet the story is told in a simple, unaffected 
way, and there are many pathetic passages in it.—‘* The Cruise of the 
Bunch of Roses,” by J. W. de Caux (Simpkin, Marshall & Co.) Be- 
yond displaying the author’s ability, the drift of this ‘‘ Cruise’ seems to 


suppose, as a rational and sane being, that all those loyal addresses are | be that there are defects in the laws that govern fisher-life at sea. 
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ABOUT TRUNKS AGAIN.—(BY ANOTHER PORTER.) 
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You ‘ave to be ready for all sorts o' tricxs uu tic pare o' some passengers. They!l be up to any meanness to prevent you smashin’ their trunks There was one 


feller who said, ‘If I ‘ave a extremely light trunk the porters will be so pleased that they will spare it ;’ so he went and'ad a absurdtrunk madeo paper. But I wasn’t 
to be begiled from my dooty ¢A#at way. I chucked a halt-ton trunk atop of it; and you shed ha’ seen it then ! 
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Then he says—'‘ I'll ‘ave a strong ’un as they carn'é smash, regardless o' weight. It was a pittiful sight to see two mates o' mine a-tryin’ their ‘ardest to do their 
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A Naval Review. 





























(Szz CARTOON.) 


We know Britannia rules the waves, 

And that her seamen are true braves, 

And never, never shall be slaves ; 
But you may take your “‘davy,’ 

That, all the same, her splendid Fleet 

Is not yet perfectly complete ; 

While many critics think it meet 

To show that guns of style effete, 

And ships of build nigh obsolete, 

Cannot ensure against defeat, 

And management that’s indiscreet 
Impairs the British Navy. 


When things go wrong and rouse up scares 
| Anent our nautical affairs, 
Nobody candidly declares 

His fault, and cries peccavi ; 
The culprit, screen’d by naughty boys, 
A strange iminunity enjoys 
To spend our cash, and this annoys 
The country which his aid employs ; 
For playing with expensive toys 
| Don’t pay, and wastefulness destroys 
The credit of the Navy. 








Mr. STEPHENS, who was returned last week as 
Member for the Hornsey Division of Middlesex, is the 
well-known writing-ink manufacturer, It is said that 








A PAS DE “DO,” 


Society Swell (to Popular Actress),—‘‘ DO YOU THINK I SHOULD DO ON THE 


Stace, Miss BUSKINVILLE ?” 


Popular Actress. —*' YES, YOU'D DO—‘ DO’ FOR THE MANAGEMENT.” 


he had an ink-ling that he would be elected, and that 
he possessed a strong ink-lination to have a seat in 
the House of Commons, as it would probably lead to 
an ink-rease of his reputation—which was already 
that of a man of (ink) mark. 

















THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWEB. 


MonpAy, July 18—Lords.—Crimes Bill. ‘‘ Third time of asking.” 

Commons.—More ‘‘derangement of epitaphs” by the irrepressible 
Dr, Tanner. Long relates to horror-stricken House how the other 
evening, on his addressing Member for Mid-Cork, M. for M.-C. ** abused 
him shocking.” Apparently, however little Tanner wants here below, 
he doesn’t want that little Long. And so Member for East Wilts, in- 
stead of putting the Doctor’s snub in his pocket, or slanging him back, 
comes to the Speaker like a small schoolboy of the sneak genus to his 
master, with ‘* Please, sir, Tanner’s called me names,” And nearly a 
whole sitting wasted in consequence, 

Tuesday—Lords.—Copyhold Enfranchisement Bill goes through 
committee—not intended to abolish rights of manor, but to regulate 
manner of rights. 

Commons.—Change at last on bill of fare. Irish stew gives place to 


Welsh rarebit. Osborne Morgan poses as the Parnell of Wales, and | 


| 





denounces Government for having changed venue in cases of anti-tithe | 
rioters, now waiting trial. Technical Education Bill. School Board | 
apparently turning out, like a machine, thousands of boys and girls with | 
splendid educations, as if all mankind were intended to be school- | 


masters; and butchers, and bakers, and candlestick-makers no more 
required, 
only pains we have taken with the hands has been to cane them. 
This Bill intended to put a tool instead of a pen in the hands of 
Young England, 

Wednesday.—Supply. Elation in Lobby among Ministerialists. 
Glad-Parnellites by no means glad. 


From Brixton, like a ton of bricks, 
es news of crushing spill ; 

Carmarthen takes the beg of tricks, 

And Home Rule rolls down //i// 


The flatt’ tale at Spalding spoken, 
Is banished by the Basingstoken ; 
While Jeffries joys, Gladstonians grieve, 
And oer them fall the shades of Ave. 
And Fortune ne’er lets Stephens’ (s)Ink, 
But hauls him safe on Hornsey's brink ; 
While Parnell sees, with heartfelt sigh, 
His prospects at the Fottom-iie. 


Thursday—Lords,— Powerscourt objects to sham butter being called 
butterine ; wants it mamed margarine by Act of Parliament—much 
prettier. 


But while we have been lavishing pains on the head, the | 





Commons,—Dillon cheers intelligence that small child struck in the | 
face by a stoneJat Westport—offences consisting of being the daughter | 


of a land-agent/and a Protestant. Two more hours wasted over Tanner’s 





manners, Cui bono? Home Rulers only rehearsing ‘‘ Scenes in the 
Lobby on College Green,” 
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Friday—Lords rusticating in Cottage Gardens Bill, 
Commons.—Supply, 








DuRING the month of June 144 tons 2 cwt. of bad fish was seized at 
and near Billingsgate Market by the officials. We were going to write 
something about smelts to this paragraph, when the editor came in 
armed with a heavy ebony ruler, and—but there, let us sink the painful 
subject for the present. 





A HORSE-DRALRR, recently indicted for offences under the Bankruptcy 
Act, pleaded absent-mindedness as an excuse for his little discrepancies. 
He will not mount a fiery, untamed steed for nearly three months. 
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KNICKNACKS, 


He was a prisoner of somewhat melancholy mien, whose carriage of 


body indicated a deeply-seated sorrow. ‘‘ Why «did you assault your 
wife, William Stubbing?” 


said the magistrate. ‘‘Cosshe 
not honly wants to wear the 
honmentionables, yer Wort- 
chip,” replied William, ‘‘ but 
when I’ve contrived to get 
somethink, through ’ard work, 
she dips her hand into my 
pocket and takesall.” ‘*What 
do you wish for here, Maria 
Stubbing?” remarked the 
magistrate, ‘I wants him to 
be manacled to keep the 
peace to me, sir,” exclaimed 
Maria. ‘* Manacled !” ejacu- 
lated William, ‘* Now, do 
you hear this, yer Wortchip ?” 
**You must not molest her, 
William,” sighed his Wort- 
chip. Take her home, treat 
her kindly, and be particularly 
careful never to leave any bad 
money in your garments,” 
Then William was bound over in his own recognizances, and left the 
court with a slightly cherubimic expression of countenance. 




















ALTHOUGH 7,853,787 bunnies have been destroyed in Australia since 
the Rabbit Nuisance Act passed, the rabbit plague is on the increase. 
Each bunny cost nearly a shilling to kill; so it is not to be wondered at 
that the hair of the ratepayers stands on end, and that they cry, ** Odd 
drabbit, there’s something wrong somewhere! ” 


A NEw JERSEY citizen, having expressed an opinion that hanging was 
rather a pleasant operation than otherwise, allowed his sceptical auditors 
to string him up gently to the branch of a tree. On being cut down, he 
seemed a bit cut up at finding his notion was quite as much stretched 


as his neck, 


THE following is a verbatim copy of a written character that recently 
came under our notice :—‘‘ The baroair, Mrs, Eliza Crump, is of grate 
respectability, and his a most exelent dummystick in a confidant capacity. 
She nose all sorts of cookary and gets up plane linen. She ’as lived ate 
years in her last place, and bare a hummingpeachable carrotter. She is 
perfectly sober, and never drinks nothing but what does her good. She 
will be found a great accusation for a housekeeper to a singel gentleman, 
or would shute a widerwer. The ladey where she last lived gives her 
this carrotter, and never would have parted from her but she goes on the 


contenant,” 


A FRENCH nun has been decorated with the Cross of the Legion of 
Honour, for forty years’ service in the army ambulances, The general 
who conferred the title of Chevaliere on the elderly virgin was so 
carried away by his feelings that he kissed her heartily. She seemed 
to appreciate the warrior’s osculatory performance more than the Cross, 
and looked the very reverse of cross during the Platonic embrace, 


A NEGRO who was recently hanged for murder in America was allowed 
to make a show of himself for some days before his execution, visitors 
being charged five cents per head. The gate money, which amounted 
to a considerable sum, was expended on as sable a funeral as the 


blackest black could wish for, 


A ScOoTCH magistrate recently sentenced a female pauper to sixty 
days’ imprisonment for playing the giddy ox inthe workhouse. The 
F. P,, on hearing the sentence, expressed a very fervent hope that the 
Bailie would be a “‘stiff-’un” by the time she came out, whereupon the 
‘‘beak” gave her thirty days more. Being a superstitious man, he 
wished to stretch her days, and his own. 


NINE policemen in Paris have been put under arrest for fiercely re- 
fusing to go on duty in a locality where most of the maid-servants are 
plain-looking and mean in their production of hot and cold tid-bits, 
There is no other sign of wild mutiny or general disorder among the 


force. 


SEVERAL moral reform societies in New York demand a law prohibit- 
ing the sale of tobacco in any form to youngsters under sixteen years, 
except upon the written order of a parent or guardian. The moral 
reform societies must be held responsible for the manufacture of juvenile 
forgers, if their wish is acceded to. 





A QUHBR COUNTRY. 


(Extract from the Diary of an Unbiassed Foreigner. ) 
ONDAY,—It has 
rained steadily 
and un ly 
for five weeks. 
Everything in 
doors and out is 
agg wrapt 
in 1 n 
mildew. eThe 
rain has just 
ceased, I take 
~ the opportunity 
Pes i oY. eo 
' PP ae or a stroll. % 
Hider! ae” hy come upon a 


> a farmer looking 
es? ¢ anxiously at the 

a | ¢ a aw Q@, sky. He mur- 
murs—‘' A nice 


. 
*2.:a 







shower ’ud do a power o’ good just now.” 

TUESDAY.—The entire land is one deep morass; but it has not rained 
since it ceased yesterday. I come upon the farmer again, His face is 
anxious. He murmurs, “‘ This dry weather won’t do for my root 
crops,” and shakes his head gloomily. 

WEDNESDAY.—It has not rained since Monday, The farmer sits on 
a still-damp stone, glaring at ruin. The water-supply of the chief cities 
has begun to fail. There are articles in all the papers, filled with dismal 
forebodings, 

THURSDAY.—It still does not rain, The farmer has been sold up, 
gone mad, committed suicide, turned dust contractor, and emigrated to 
Newfoundland, The greatest suffering prevails in the cities on account 
of the drought. Prayers for rain are general. 

FrIDAY.—The drought continues. The Irish-Americans are col- 
lecting subscriptions to relieve the distress in Great Britain ; but there is 
little hope. 

SATURDAY,—lIt has not rained for five days, Great Britain no longer 


exists. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom. 




















“WHAT IS IT THOU DIDST SAY?”— Tempest, Act II, Scene i, 
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SOME LIGHT ON THE CASUALTIES. 


» ANY of the chief 
<4 incidents of the 
Naval Review 
are wrapped, to 
a great extent, 
in uncertainty. 
It is in many 
cases difficult to 
glean from the 
very conflicting 
evidence the 
true version of 














the story, or to 
ascertain to 
whom blame 
bs nao should be at- 
aif i = tached. Our re- 
ai porter has been 

round to a few 
of the principal 





parties implicated. a samme 


Statement by Mrs. Binter Lookattit, 


Of course, it may be that I am nervous and silly, as Binter always 
says ; and if one is naturally so that is all about it, and surely is not to 
be blamed for it; but I felt sure serious consequences would happen 
when he first proposed to go. ‘‘If there weren’t the case of the royal 
yacht going ahead stern foremost there would still be the case of the 
Devastation getting herself Ajaxed.” 

Sut Binter wou/d go: he is so foolhardy; and it really was only 
by the interposition of Providence that the fleet never arrived. From 
the moment we started on the special fast saloon steamer, Captain Jinks, 
I kept saying to binter every five minutes, ‘‘I feel convinced, Binter, 
that one or two of the fleet wz// arrive at Spithead, and shen goodness 
alone knows what will happen,” From the moment we took up our 
station on the line, I was as nervous you cannot conceive, expecting 
every minute something dangerous would come in sight—an ironclad 
or something. But I got more easy as hours went by and nothing could 
be seen of the fleet ; and I do believe everything would have passed oft 
quietly and safely, if it hadn’t been for a sudden rumour that a royal 
yacht was somewhere in the offing. 

You should have seen how pale everybody turned in an instant ! 
Then someone sighted a black thing going wildly round and round, 
wrong end forwards ; but it turned out to be only a mad porpoise, so 
we got home in safety after all. But ‘‘never again,” as I said to 
Binter, ‘‘ while British supremacy is rampant on the deep!” 


Statement of the Admiral of the Finsbury Fleet. 


Once for all I repudiate any share in the blame. If you ask me how 
it all happened, I must tell you candidly it was all so sudden that it 
put me in a whirl, Whether the Auncrusher was the first to get 
athwart the bows of the Bangcrasher, or the Confusion rammed the 
Bangcrasher, or was cut in two by the /médecile and the /nexcusadble, or 
the latter was sunk by the Uncontrollab/e, I really can’t say. All I 
know for certain is that my new uniform is ruined by the salt water, 
and that Mrs. Admiral says it is useless to send it to the cleaner’s, How 
I contrived to support myself on my tobacco-pouch for so many hours I 
can't make out; but it was a mercy that laundress caught sight of me 
and put out in her largest tub to my rescue, 


Statement of the officer in charge of Her Majesty's Yacht ** Uncertain.” 

It may have been that the propeller got mixed up with the cylinder. 
You never can tell. That’s the bother of it. Royal yachts must not be 
judged by the same rules as other steam-vessels. It all just depends 
upon the mood they’re in. It was an anxious moment when I gave the 
word to turn on steam, I can tell you! I offered the bosun seven to 
six She would go backwards; but the third officer offered me a level 
dozen of champagne she would start off sideways, to the starboard. 
Who was to expect her to proceed in a vertical direction toward the 
sky, then twist round three times and then dash off full pelt keel fore- 
most N.N,E. by W. towards Newington Causeway? As for the three 
troopships, and the twenty-seven excursion steamers, and the Eddystone 
Lighthouse, and the lock-keeper at Teddington—well, of course I regret 
it extremely ; but I shouted to ’em that we seemed likely to come in 
their direction, and what more could Ido? I am sincerely thankful 
that their Royal Highnesses decided at the last moment not to trust 
themselves to the royal yacht, and hired a row boat at two shillings an 
hour with a man to pull. He was a good puller, and got out of our 


way very cleverly. After this explanation, I feel sure 
will not be too hard on me. P ’ that the Press 








Big D——teriorated. 
A TALE OF A TANNER. 


{Dr. Tanner, Member for Mid-Cork, lately vented a lot of “ damns” on Mr. Walter 
Long, M.P., and on Toryism generally.) 


Bor ACRES used to say that ** damns have had their day” — 
A saying less veracious than grotesque ; 

For ‘*damns” now seem to ease certain fiery, fierce M. P.s, 
Whose legislation savours of burlesque. ; 

Self-restraint appears to flit from Mid-Cork’s M.P., to wit, 
Whose vituperation seemeth somewhat free ; 

Till many a Member squirms, and his pious dread affirms 
Of Tanner and his big, big, D——. 


’'T was of late to Mr. Long, Tanner did especial wrong, 
He big D’d him in a big D—termined way ; 

That adjective he hurled, with such defiance of the world, 
That Long was shortly fain to run away. 

So volcanic Tanner seemed, and his eye so wildly gleamed, 
That aghast was each respectable M.P.; 

But Tanner, undismayed, still continued his tirade, 
With many and many a big, big D——. 


He used such lots of D’s, that Long’s marrow ’gan to freeze, 
And quite a pallid hue his visage wore, 

For he had never heard such a naughty, naughty word, 
Given off by any senator before ; 

So anon the House he told, how that Tanner had been bold, 
Then the Commons felt as shocked as shocked could be, 

And they had a lot tosay (while Tanner was away) 
On the horrors of his big, big D——. 


To investigate each ‘*damn,” came M.P.s both real and sham — 
Very seldom has the number been so large— 

And there with awe appalled, they analysed, enthralled, 
What Sexton called ‘* This pop-gun charge.” 

And they cackled loud and long on this expletive so strong, 
Which nearly had caused Long with fright to fle— 

Then after two night’s *‘ jaw,” Tanner said he would ** withdraw,” 
And apologise for that big, big D——~. 


Dear FuN, I beg to say there’s a moral to this lay :— 
If with members you the Parliament would cram, 

Don’t attempt it, understand, with the business of the land— 
No; you easily can draw them with a ‘‘ damn.” 

For when this row was on and vea/ business came anon 
A mere handful of M.P.s we there could see, 

The others, toil-oppressed, had gone off to hard-earned rest, 
When they’d finished with their big, big D——., 




















MISTAKING A GLASS WITH HER. 
Mrs, Blinker.—‘ You see, I can’t get on without my glasses, Mr. 


Sawney.” 


_ Mr. Sawney.—“ So I see. But I don’t blame you, 
lieve in your Blue Ribbon people.” 


[But when she explained she was referring to her pince-nez, he sat up. 
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To THE EDITOR oF ** Fun,” 


TURF CUTTINGS. r 
Al 


S1rR,—The season is upon the | ai} 
wane, and so I’ve hied me off by | ra 
train, and ere I think of setting forth PR Sm ane TG) ea 
to seek my mansion in the north, I | {Hi Ld , 
mean to revel fair and free for just LH] hy 
a week beside the sea. I’ve chosen, 1 fii , 
sir, to brown my face and take me 
to a quiet place, unknown almost, | li ; 
and off the track (it’s three and six- | Bilt Aye 

| 








| 
THE GOODWOOD STAKES. | ‘il | 
il 


pence there and back), where no- |_| 
body as yet has seen a band, a don- ii} | 
key, or machine; where nothing’s ' 
found on any hand but miles of | | | 
rock and sea and sand. Butthough | | |j | 
indulging in this trip I’ve not forgot | WA 
my Goodwood tip; and here, for | hi 
| } 





all our lucky sakes, I send my hints 


ABOUT THE STAKES, A 
You'll more or less Saas | 
Command success | 

By watching of this tip, you will, | | 
Though it may be | \\\ 
Some slipping see | ti 

Between the cup and lip, you will. ; THAN 
There’s Carlton, This 
We may dismiss 

With aspect supercilious, 

And those who mass 

For Stanislas 

Will, later on, look bilious, 


Althorp may take 

A little stake, 

But do not back him heavily ; 
Of Beaver, I 

Should not be shy, 

He ought to do it cleverly. 


Do not ignore 
Glide, Ruddigore, 
Savile, the Winter, Cherry ’un, 





Or even Maize, => 
And of your days 
This day will be a merry ’un. = = 


And as for me, while by the sea, 
in pleasure I’ll employ myself, with 
sail and rope and telescope, I'll a 
heartily enjoy myself; or, for a 
change, the sands I’ll range (accom- 
panied by ‘“‘dimity”) hours at a 
stretch, or make a sketch with gentle 
equanimity, although I draw with 
ev'ry flaw perspectively erroneous. 
That doesn’t hit my soulabit. Yours 
faithfully, TROPHONIUS. 
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THE TURKISH BATH. 


Sir D.ummond Wolff.—‘* Ou, Lor’! oH, Lor’! I’ve Lost 27,000 POUNDS, AN» IM WUSS THAN 


I WAS BEFORE,” 








A Plea for the Blind. 


FuN, the champion holiday guide, philosopher, and friend, had just 
sat down to the congenial task of giving humanity hints as to the 
pleasantest places, when a ‘‘ tap-tap ”” sounded on his stairs, and another 
at his door. A little dog put in his little head and wagged his little 
tail ; a man followed, and Fun’s eyes, resting on him, melted, for the 
man had none wherewith to return the gaze. 

** You’re mapping out holiday routes, Mr. Fun,” remarked the man. 
And Fun replied, ‘‘ Yes, the boys and girls at this time o’ year prefer 
’em to Greek and Latin roots. Where d’ye want to go—Margate, 
Ramsgate, Shanklin?” But the blind one interrupted, saying, ‘* Not 
so far afield, Mr. Fun. I, and a few hundred like me, just want a 
mouthful of fresh air, and a few hours change from the South London 
courts and streets. But the difficulty isn’t where to go, but how to get 
there.” Fun rattled off a few railway routes, but the visitor replied, 
**T don’t so much want a vessel, Mr. FUN, as to raise the wind.” 

The bright eyes tipped the darkened ones a wink, and the little dog, 
who knew that his master’s mission was accomplished, wagged his tail 
furiously, and trotted the blind man home again, while FuN forthwith 
penned the following paragraph :— 





| members will be thankfully received by the South London Association 





** Contributions for the Annual Excursion of their poor and blind | 


for assisting the Blind, per their Hon. Sec., J. T. Edmonds, Esq., 
Carlton Villa, 115 Brixton Road. S.W.; or their Hon. Treasurer, 
C. D. Millett, Esq., London and Westminster Bank, Lambeth Branch, 
Westminster Bridge Road, 5.E.” 





Well, Hardly! 


Tue Czar of Russia still suffers from the jumps, and springs up like a 
Jack-in-the-Box when anyone sneezes suddenly in his presence. Since 
the time of Peter the Great, only one Russian monarch has died « 
natural death. therefore it is not surprising that the Little Father is a 
victim to chronic nervousness. 





A TENDER-HEARTED cleric, while meandering round a Board Schoo! 
the other day, asked a boy, who had just scrambled through his fina! 
examination, what trade he was going tobe put to. ‘* Butchering, sir,’ 
replied the lad. ‘* But surely you won't like to kill the poor sheep and 
lambs?” warbled the pastor. ‘* No,” replied the ‘cute youth, ‘*) 
shouldn't like to kill the poor ’uns, but I should like to kill the fat ’uns, 


sir! 
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OH, 


Oprras. COULDN’T you?” 
Self-Made Merchant (doubtfully).—** WELL—ER—YES—YES !” 
S.-M. M.—** No, Sir, I DO NOT. 
TIME HAVE ALWAYS SHAVED MYSELF,” 


~~ Wh), Peaeal* 
: She ly 5 





THE BARBARIAN! 
Enthusiastic Musical Amateur,—‘‘ CHARMING COMPOSER, ROssINI! 


I WAS FORCED TO TAKE CARE OF THE PENCE IN MY EARLY DAYS, AND UP TO THE PRESENT 
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I COULD SIT UP NIGHT AFTER NIGHT LISTENING TO HIS 
E, M,. A.—“* Do vou KNOW HIs ‘ BARBER’ WELL?” 


[Z. M, A. sheds a silent tear. 








From Our Own (Kat)-Koff-ers. 
{M. Katkoff is recovering from his recent illness.) 
So Katkoff is better—the news makes us gloat, 
And with joy we our hats are now doffing ; 
The Kat-astrophe, many had feared, seems remote, 
Though Katkoff’s still, like a Kat,-koffing. 





Not Queen’s (sur)-Prize-ing. 
Now that Lieutenant Warren (1st Middlesex Corps) 
The Queen’s Prize has managed to “‘ spot,” 
'Tis plain to all people that he, evermore, 
Is Warren-ted quite a dead shot, 





AN expert who has been writing a pamphlet on the ** Language of 
Eyes,” says, ‘‘ Black eyes-show a passionate, lively temperament.” 
Quite so! ‘‘ And raw beef-steak is a capital medium to treat them 
with,”’ remarks our valued and valiant sporting contributor, 





A NEWLY-MARRIED lady of Hazlehurst, U.S., has instituted a 
divorce suit on the ground that defective eyesight prevented her dis- 
covering that the bridegroom wore a wart on his nose. ‘* Wort 
matters?” say her parents, but the girl is obdurate, 


JOST OUT, PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


LPLVLVFWLIWL LOLI LOLI OI 


HONOURS DIVIDED; OR, FAIRLY PLAYED. 
H. T. JOHNSON. 


NOW READY. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


JACK OF HBARTS. 
By H. T, JOHNSON. | 


OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, EC. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


One of these recent afternoons of full thermometer, Mr. Edward 
Terry, with that high consideration for others which distinguishes him, 
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Pravep Out.—V/ivst Party (at the Comedy Tieatre)—“ 1 say, OLD Man, wHat 
was A‘sTHETICISM 7” Hs 
Second Party—“ Don’? KNOW, DEAR Bov, Give YOU MY WORD. 


had a nice fire made up in the Coal Hole, inviting sundry, who came 
and sate and warmed themselves thereby. And just when the fire had 
attained such proportions that the nervous ones (that is to say, all of us) 
began to search for their hats, and [to mutter, ‘‘ Oh, my poor wife and 
children! Oh, my poor butcher, whose bill will never, never be paid 
now !” by the turning on of artfully placed ‘‘ sprinklers,” a stream de- 
scended as the gentle waterspout from heaven upon the place beneath, 
and the fire sank and sank, and flickered and went out, a delicious cool- 
ness filled the atmosphere, peace returned to our flustered bosoms, a 
thick smoke arose and floated sluggishly through the uncovered roof of 
what will anon be ‘* Terry’s Theatre,” and a gentle odour of charred 
wood and thousands of blown-out oil-lamps, fell lightly o’er the bright 
summer afternoon. 


THE building thus proved secure from fire, which was once the Coal 
Hole, anon the ‘‘ Occidental Tavern” (where certain of the profession 
—biight, Occidental stars—were wont to congregate), now a huge 
skeleton with iron ribs and concrete ligaments, and will anon be, as I 
have already remarked, ‘* Terry’s Theatre,” promises to be a comfort- 
able little house, and is to be fire-proof as well as water-protected. I 
will not descend to the observations that it will be conspicuous for an 
artistic in-Terry-or, and that a portion of the decorations will be of 
Terry-cotta. Observations of this character I leave to the “ serious ” 
journals, who will give them forth with some such apology as, ‘ As the 
comic journals will remark’—an unkindly accusation which comic 





Obesus (to Young Pusson)—“1 say, mv DEAR, D'YOU THINK YOU COULD GaeT ME 


A nics Lump or Ice To sit on?” 


journals, with all their faults, have not deserved ; suffice it to say, that th 
building is in the Flemish style, that the interior colouring will be a ded 





} brown-pink and apple green, and that there will be copious means of exit, 


D as, incase of fire, the danger lies less in the ‘‘devouring element ” 
itech chan in the panic ‘generally ensuing, the latter are, to my mind, 
of considerably more importance than the most elaborate fire-extinguish- 
ing arrangements ever invented. When I build my model theatre it 
shall be all exits ; on the upper floors on to outside galleries, which shall 
descend automatically to the street as soon as they are filled with the 
proper number of people. (I reject the possibility of either of the upper 
galleries filling tales the lower ones and descending on the others, in 
imitation of the four-post bedstead dear to pantomimists.) This is a 
portion of my ideal scheme, but until that is carried out, I think this 


new little house will do to go on with. 


‘‘T HAVE before me” a descriptive leaflet which gives rather full men- 
tion of the contractors and manufacturers responsible for the various 
details, departments, and materials of the building ; but I regret to find 
no list of the working-brickla ters, painters, smiths, glaziers, 
plumbers, &c., engaged. nder these circumstances it would be 
manifestly unfair to mention any names at all, The final paragraph 
of the leaflet is of some interest; it runs as follows : ‘‘ The theatre is 
being built for Mr. Edward Terry, and will open the end of September.” 
It were trivial, by-the-way, to enquire 4ow the end of September is to 


be opened ! 


Tue Comepy.— Zhe Colonel, just produced here, is only a ‘‘stop- 
gap,” of course, until the new comic opera arrives ; but even as a stop- 
gap it is a marvellous selection. Indeed, I shouldn’t wonder if another 
stop-gap were found necessary between the time at which its failure to 
draw becomes manifest—surely an early time—and the time the before- 
mentioned new piece is ready. Twosmall excuses—reasons—influences 
—what you will—I see for its production, and I suppose they may be 
allowed the weight they merit (that seems only justice, by-the-way !). 
The lady manageress may have taken a fancy to the attractive rd/e of 
Mrs, Blythe—and, although indeed she does not play it for anything like 
what it is worth, indeed it might be much worse played. Then again, 
although the comedy never really deserved success, its original produc- 
tion was attended with phenomenal success, so (after the hap-hazard 
reckonings characteristic of managements) why not again? 


OF course, the main and plain reason for failure is that the subject of 
sestheticism is completely played out, and as dead and gone as Pharaoh, 
and the play has no vitality beyond what is obtained by its connection 
with a passing craze, 


THE performance does not reach a high level either. Mr. Bruce’s 
Colonel is wanting in fulness and variety. Mr. Herbert plays very 
well, so do Misses Helen Layton and Agnes Verity, with the fault 
in the former case of an unreality in the ‘‘ whine” adopted, and in 
the other of an unpleasant mannerism suggestive of an over-wrought 
attempt to imitate the manner of Miss Norreys. Mr. Bassett Roe and 
Mr. Sidney Harcourt are probably as good as possible as Streyke and 
Giorgione Basil, Miss Susie Vaughan is altogether satisfactory, and if 
there was any fun left in the part she would make the most of it. Mr. 
Frank Wyatt contents himself with a small part—a proceeding which 
reminds one of Sam Weller’s “ whole art of letter-writing,” the result of 
which was to make one ‘‘ wish there was more of it.” NESTOR, 








Will it be Bllis-ium ? 
[‘' Wales has now its Parnell,” says the Country Gentleman, “ Mr. Ellis is Wales's 
Uncrowned King."’] 
IF little Wales must have its Uncrowned King, 
May he unto his gallant nation bring 
More benefits than Erin from Parnell will ever see ; 
May Ellis show a patriotic vein, 


And not, like some Home Rulers, work for gain ; 
May Ellis work for Wales’s good, and not for Ellis-D. 





THE Prince of Wales will preside at the principal meeting of the 
National Eisteddfod, to be held at the Albert Hall on August 12. We 
are informed, on more or less usre/iab/e authority, that H.R.H. has had 
his favourite song, ‘‘ Two Lovely Black Eyes,” translated into Welsh, 
and that he intends singing it to an accompaniment played by five blind 
Celtic harpists. Prince Albert Victor will then go round with the hat. 





A NUMBER of swimming-bath proprietors have been fined in the 
United States for opening their establishments on Sunday mornings. 
The prosecutors were certain religious (?) lunatics who resuscitated a 
quaint old law against bathing on the Sabbath. Genuine hard-shell 
fanatics who are mad on the subject of religion are usually dirty in theit 


“asia and strangely ignore the text, ‘Cleanliness is next to God- 
iness,”” 
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Tory Tailoring. 
(Szz CARTOON.) 


THE Government Tailor, 
Who built the Land Bill, 
Was clearly a *‘ nailer” 
At shaping it ill ; 
For, ’spite his laudation, 
The Bill doesn’t fit, 
And needs alteration 
By bit after bit. 


His blundering action, 
As any can tell, 
Don’t give satisfaction 
To Mr. Parnell ; 
But then, he’il defer to 
His customer’s views, 
And scarcely demur to 
Make change as they choose. 


He’s work’d very poorly— 
In fact, at his worst ; 
And might have, most surely, 
Done better at first 
(Instead of affording 
Such reason for wrath), 
By simply according 
The coat to his cloth. 





Com-bleatly Quiet, 


[A weekly pope points out that, in spite of frequent 
snubbiogs, the British journalist is the only lamb that 


never bleats.] 


THE journalistic lamb, however pent, 
Is not a person given to lam(b)ment— 
For which he is (so many think) to blame ; 
But, as the worm is said to turn at last, 
Poor journalists defiance yet may cast 
On those who dare to mock their lamb-ent 
flame. 





A son of King Bell, of Cameroon, has —_ 
ce 


rican Prince is bound for four years, during | 


apprenticed to a German carpenter, 


which period he will doubtless learn some very 
curious tricks of the trade, and be taught how 


to make up that most mystic of mysterious | 


documents—a carpenter’s bill. 
































FITTED TO THE PIER-IOD. 
She.—** OH, ALGY, DEAR, YOU KNOW I LOVE YOU; BUT MY ARISTOCRATIC MAMMA 


THINKS I OUGHT TO MARRY A TITLE.” 


He,—‘‘ ALL RIGHT, LITTLE LOVE, LET US STROLL UP YONDER, AND WE MAY BOTH 


SOON BE RAISED TO THE PIER-AGE.” 


[She called him “Sturtp Boy!” dut she went all the same. 








A Oheerful Companion to the 
Calendar, 


AvucusTt—(First HALF), 


Bank Holiday. Whate’er your rank— 
And if you after lucre hanker— 

Spend all day stretched upon a bank, 
And feel what ’tis to be a danker, 


. The Duke of Marlb’rough won this day, 
The fight at Blenheim ; vict’ry dear, 
For ever since we’ve had to pay, 
A Marlb’rough thousands ev'ry year, 


This day Columbus his first voyage 
takes : 

If facts like this be only duly reckon’d, 

It will be found a trav’ler mostly makes 

One voyage, ere he starts upon a 
second, 


Birthday of Shelley, whom ’tis now the 
fashion 
For dilettanti virgins to peruse, 
Drinking with rapture his sweet Cenci’s 


Whatever else they miss of his strong 
Muse, 


The oyster season has begun, 
But no cheap oysters brovght you ; 
The price demanded still for one 
Had, once, a dozen bought you. 





6th. This day imprisonment for debt 
Abolished—but you need not weep ; 
If you desire it much, you yet 
For debt may in a prison sleep, 


7th. Queen Caroline, the outraged wife 
Of Europe’s fat ‘‘ first gentleman,”’ 
Reliev’d him from all further strife 
By dying—which was her best plan. 


. George Canning died this day— 
A statesman wise and witty : 
Like him, scare care away 
With many a merry ditty. 


Poor Louis Philippe, who taught French 
For shillings, here in on town, 

This day, with no t moral wrench, 
Accepted from his friends a crown. 


Birthday of G. J. Goschen, who, 
As Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
Will find he ** has his work to do,” 
To elevate the Treasury’s “* pecker.” 


The Dog-days end to-day. This fact 
does not 


To naughty dogs bring any hope of 
gain 
Since, when the days, are cold, they 
** get it hot” 
From two-legged brutes, who never 
spare them pain, 





12th. This day your grouse you may begin to 
slay— 
That is, of course, supposing yor 
have any ; 
For ev’ry bird you pot, you'll have topay, 
As you will find, “‘a very pretty 
penny.” 


13th. This day, in Fourteen-fifty-seven, 
Book-printing first began ; 
Some said that it was not from heaven, 
But e/sewhere came the plan. 


14th, George Colman died this day ; he wrot: 
One hundred years ago. 
If on “ old comedies” you dote, 
You won't find his too “‘ slow.” 


15th. Scott’s birthday, mind you ‘keep’ 
this day” ; r 


With all - for high morality ; 
A new and very pleasant way 
You'll find’s to read his **Old Mo:- 
tality. 
16th, Gas first in use in London, Eighteen. 


seven, 
When ribald critics made but light of 


it 
But, out ‘of each twelve “ gassy ” sparks, 
eleven 
Soon grew to love ‘‘ the very sight of 
it,” 
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nsympathetic world. 
and handles most art 


‘' However, on the third d 
carefully in its « 
air the lock fell off : 








ON TRUNKS ONCE MORE. 
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said on the porters’ side of the trunk question, too. 


A trunk-making acquaintance of ours said :—‘ 
stically gummed on with very best gum. 


evere test 





otton-wool, 


and tn trying to replace the Jock she s ' h i j 
nd in ¢ g@ to replace the lock she somehow brushed against the lid, and that came off * so the 


Les . 


V)}’} 


ay in comes that customer with the remains ot the article. 
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Most of the trunks you buy are of delicate constitution, and unfitted to battle with an 
We showed him a beautiful specimen, with the 


‘Travelling?’ we said in some surprise. 


be 


‘Gentleman came in for one of our trunks lately. 
‘Will that stand travelling?’ said he. 
ure it by looking at it, if you don’t stare too hard. 


to put atrunk to; but you won't in 







































































‘Must have had some rough usage,’ we said. ‘Well,’ said he, ‘I took it 


and . 2 . ° 

and put it in an aur-tigh lass case? bu . , sl ate : : 
I n air-tight glass case ; but the stupid housemaid took off the case to dust a speck off it; and when it was exposed 

n the straps and handles came off, and the 
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#, and itll have to be touched up a bit. 
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TORY TAILORING. 


MR, PALNELL.—“ RATHER TIGHT YET, I FANCY.’ 
Mk, SMITH.—“TIGHT, SIR! NO, SIR! A PERFECT FIT, I FLATTER MYSELF, SIR! 


TO MAKI] 





ANY ALTERATION YOU MAY REQUIKE, SIR!” 








KUT WE SHALL BE HAPPY 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


THE ADVANTAGES OF IT, 


GNORANT INQUIRER (2 
few years ago, let us say). 
Dear me, how wonder- 
fully busy and absorbed 
all our legislators seem to 
be to-day ! Whatever can 
be in the wind ? 

Tue House or Com- 
MONS (as one emphatic 
and enthusiastic man), 
Don’t you know the Epu- 
CATION BILL has to be 
passed ? 

Icn. INQ. The Edu- 
cation Bill, eh! Is that a 
very important affair, 
then? 

CONSERVATIVE. What! 
Good heavens, what a question! Why, it’s education, sir—and educa- 
tion alone—which civilizes, humanizes, raises humanity. It is education, 
sir, which makes possible that higher and broader control of the reason- 
ing faculties over the passions and the impulses, and purges the inter- 
course between civilised beings of that roughness and brutality which 
characterize the savage. It’s education alone, sir, which teaches us that 
restraint, which is due from ourselves to our own dignity. 

Icon. In, Oh, that is your conviction, eh? Then, of course, you, 
Mr. Liberal, disagree with Mr. Conservative ? 

LIBERAL, /, sir? Take it from me, sir, that progress is inseparable 
from education, The community that lacks education, sir, is little 
better than a community of savages—without self-control, or moderation. 
IGN. INQ. Really ! And what do you other gentlemen say about it ? 

RADICALS, PARNELLITES, GLADSTONITES, and the rest of them. 
We say, sir, that education is a great, holy, refining influence, and the 
mother of that self-command without which no community can exist— 
and thrive. 

Icn. INQ. And that, I am to understand, is the ‘sense of the House ? 
THe House, Undoubtedly! Assuredly! Without question! We 
are —- to educate—and, consequently, civilize the country. To 
work ! 








— 
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: * - * * * 

IGN. INQ (subsequently), Let me see—this is the House that passed 
the law that civilised the people, that will ever after control themselves. 
Here, then, if nowhere else, I shall find the most refined and well- 
considered—hello !_ What’s that? Good heavens! What assails my 
ears? Here—police ! fire! What awful language to be sure! It must 
be some of the lowest of the populace, not yet educated by compulsion, 
who have forced their way in, Here they come; it’s too dreadful; I 
can’t listen to such language ; J shall faint ! 
First DispuTANT. Garn! Yah! Who are you chaffin’ of ? You’re a 
dashedy dashed dash, and I’ve a dashed good mind (to dashfully dash 
your dashed head ! 
SECOND Disp, Gittout yer blankfully blank blank! If it wasn’t for 
me being a blanked gentleman, who have been blanky well educated 
und refined, I’d blank your blanked 
TuirD Disp, You let him alone, you whatsanamed whatsaname; if 
you weren’t so 
w hatsonameful- 
ly whatsoname, 
you'd see what 
a whatsonamed 
whatsoname 
you're making 
of yourself ! 

SECOND 
Disp. I’m 
whaddycallited 
if I don’t go and 
tell the whad- 
dycallit Speaker 
about your 
whaddycallit 
foul blackguard- 
ism ! 

Icon. INQ, 
Good heavens ! 
Who on earth 


@re you all that 
use this awful language, in the precincts of the House, e maneie 
you ré— 



































THe Disps, Wot? Be orf, you blackdashedly whaddycallited what- 





e. or we'll thingumbobfully——. We'd have you to know that 
=o sae in the fae we're ern in the lobby ; and, although we 
should consider ourselves greatly lowered if we were to use bad language 
in the House, we look 9 it as a proof of good taste, gentlemanliness, 
breeding, and nobility of character to swear frightfully and billingsgate 
one another in the lobbies—d’yer see ? 

Icn. Inq. Well, I don’t think I do. ; 

Dis. Yah! that’s because you haven’t been educated like we have. 
Come on !—let’s rush in and insult each other again inside the House, 
under pretence of discussing the merits of the case. 

Tue PARNELLITES. Well, it may appear a little strange, but we, to 
a man, did not hear a single bad word said by the member of our party 
who was in the dispute; while we heard the members of the other 
parties say the most revolting things. 

Tue CONSERVATIVES. And we neither saw nor heard the Con- 
servative disputant disgrace himself in any way, but were shocked at 
the awful conduct of the Parnellite, and the Liberal, and the other 
fellows. 

Tue LipseRAts. And as for us,.may we never move from here if we 
noticed the slightest fault on the part of the Liberal disputants ; but as 
for the Parnellite and the Conservative, and—— (Members of other 
sections to match). 

Icn. INQ. What unbiassed judgments! What honesty! What self- 
restraint! Education has advantages, indeed ! 








Necks-t, Please! 
{We read that false necks and busts are now being sold for ladies’ evening wear.) 


A STARTLING humour doth fashion divulge, 
That some of the fair sex in ‘‘ false necks ” indulge 
When donning a aécolletce dress ; 
This daring an-necks-ing of false busts and necks 
Is apt their admirers to vex and perplex, 
’Tis an (n)ecks-tra sad blow, you'll confess, 





A FREE fight took place lately in a Chapel of Ease. Things sub- 
sided into a pleasant calm after the police had chucked out several 
muscular Christians, 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom, 





> CcC—_— 
- ww pate ied 


*‘BUT, MARK ME; TO BE RECEIVED PLAIN,” —AMeasure ror 
Measure, Act IT, Scene 4, 
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Good News for Gourmets. 


{A Buddhist cookery book, by an American lady Buddhist, dealing 
with theol as well as the culinary art, is the latest addition to 
English and American household manuals.) 


Lo! all ye who eat—and a good many do,— 
Just to keep life’s game alive, 
Attend to a smart little tip or two, 
By which you (perhaps) will thrive. 
Many mems. for meals you all may claim, 
If you will but carefully look 
In a mystic volume that bears the name 
Of the Buddhist Cookery Book. 


It was written in order that all mankind 
(Including our good old Fun) 

Their way to the Buddhist creed should find, 
And by diet ’tis first to be done. 

Of Man’s ‘‘seven-fold being” this volume deals ; 
But one thing doth the writer o’erlook, 

It saith not if Man needs per day seven meals, 
In that Buddhist Cookery Book. 


~~ 





No, contrariwise, the compiler points out 
That Primitive Man never fed ; 

His nutriment—the book has no doubt— 
He absorbed from the air instead. 

But since lower and lower poor Mankind fell, 
Its non-eating ways it forsook ; 

And reasons galore doth the lady tell 
In her Buddhist Cookery Book. 


Of Matter, and Spirit, and Karmic clues 
(Whatever all that may be), 

Of Re-incarnations and Astral views, 
Full accounts in this work you'll see ; 

And here and there, ’mid the verbal cloud, 
If you with a microscope look, 

Is a ‘‘tiplet” that might make a chef feel proud 
Of the Buddhist Cookery Book. 


There are deep discourses on soups and things, 
Orange puddings, and curious fruits, | 
And on Indian mustard, that bites and stings 
From your palate right down to your boots. 
This theology, sandwiched with recipes, 
Might puzzle an average cook ; 
But for comical-serious views, all should seize 
On this Buddhist Cookery Book. 


_ — — a —_ 
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THE New York Legislature has passed an Act mak- , 
ing it a misdemeanour to feed sparrows. This is not 
surprising, The vast number of sparrows that have been 
served up pseudonymously as ‘‘larks,” to various mem- ABLE. 
bers of the legislature has excited their indignation and 
stirred them up to prompt and vigorous action. Theyare | 
determined to put down—and yet, paradoxical as it may 
seem, ot to put down sparrows. 


ER=-—— 


Mrs, Mawkins.—‘“‘ AH, Miss PRETTYPERT, I AM SO VERY IMPRESSION- 
MASQUERADING LIKE THIS IN AND AMONGST OLD WoRLD FASHIONs, 
MY FANCY TAKES ME BACK ALONG THE MAzes OF HISTORY TO—TO—TO— 
” 

Miss Prettypert,—“ 1 KNOW WHAT YOU MEAN, DEAR—TO CHILDHOOD’S 
Happy Days.” 


A FANCY FLIGHT. 





- 





THE FRUITS OF THB SEASON. 


I AM staying down at Chiddlecombe. The population of Chiddle- 
combe is about 1,000,000, including frogs, flies, and the alehouse. Some 
people are fond of the country. I ain’t. / never saw anything in rural 
life pleasant in my life. Zhey say your ease is at your inn. / never 
found it there. What is your village inn? When you go in there and 
want anything to eat, the first thing they say is, ‘‘ Would you like the 
‘’am.’” That means would you like to wolf up some hideous tough 
salt thing like a petrified bootjack. I never had a meal in my life worth 


hare in mistake for a cat. 

And now about the fruits of the season. I’m sure / don’t care about 
fruit, no matter what anybody else does. If you go down to anywhere 
near London, like Kew or Hounslow, and think you are going to get 
any of the fruit that’s on the trees, you make a tolerable mistake, I can 
tell you. ‘*It all goes up to London.” All you get down there is the 
windfalls, There’s no fruit to be got anywhere excepting in Covent 


know about it. All the fruit that you get is the filthy stuff they shi 
over from Antwerp, and Rotterdam, and Dunkirk, There’s no suc 
thing to be got now asa real Ribston pippin. You have to go all the 
world round before you get an apple worth eating. The Americans 
send over tons of them, And what are they? A lot of sort of sweet 





| turnips packed in crates, holds of ships, and railway waggons, 


having at a village inn yet—excepting once, when the landlord shot a | 


Garden Market. That’s my opinion, and it’s right enovgh, too. You | 
think they sell fruit cheap enough in the street, do you? That’s all you | 





Years ago there used to be ‘tea gardens” round London where you 
paid one shilling, and had as much fruit as you liked to pick for the 
amount. You snigger at this, do you? You had fresh fruit, anyhow. 
I'm grown a wretched middle-class old fogey, Am{? Yet you coula 
get fruit in the old days—King Pippins, and Ribstons, and Manx 
Codlins, and all that. What do you get now, I should like to know? 
Nothing but squashed-up, half-cooked abominations from St. Malo and 
elsewhere. Good old English fruit ain't to be got anywhere, I say, 
any more than you can enjoy yourself in the pit of a theatre like you 
could in Robson’s time at the Olympic; and when ycu could go into 
Evans’s and have a chop or a spread eagle. You can’t get anything 
now-a-days, That’s my idea, anyhow. Why, / remember the time 
when there were market gardens all the way from Hammersmith to 
Brentford, and you cou/d get fruit. You can’t now-a-days, Don’t talk 
to me about progress, Give me a good eating apple, I say, 


DioGenes Tupss, 
Se 


A TELEGRAM from Odessa states that ‘‘M. Katkoff is better; he has 
recovered his speech and the use of his right hand.” We are glad to 
hear it, though we do not know what has been the matter with him ; 
possibly it was the kat which damaged his right hand, and the kofi 
which interfered with his speech, 
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ENIOKNAOKS. 


IN the interest of decent, cleanly excursionists to Epping Forest, the 


f greasy lsive, insolent and thievish gipsies should be driven 
Ti. a out of their happy hunting- 


grounds as soon as possible. 
We venture to ask why it is 
that these pestiferous rogues 
and vagabonds have been al- 
lowed to pollute the pure air of 
this pleasant locality so long? 





A SELECT section of the 
Banffshire herring - fishwives 
have resolved to flog all their 
erring sisters who refuse to join 
them in a strike for higher 
wages, Smacks, ahoy! 








AN Indian contemporary 
says : ‘A Sepoy died recently 
some distance from his home, 
and his caste fellows having 
cremated him, wired to his 
parents, ‘Binda Persad died 
last night. Bones by post.’” 





** For heaven’s sake don’t let’s take that cab,” said Jones to Robin- 
son, as they sailed out of the Criterion. ‘‘ Why not?” exclaimed 
Robinson, ‘‘ Just cast your gentle optics over the confounded worn- 
out old horse,” replied Jones, ‘‘I’ll be hanged if he doesn’t look as if 
he’d been editing a paper !”’ 


A PEDAGOGUE who was charged a few days back with having flogged 
a child with undue severity, excused himself on the ground that the 
urchin’s skin was too thin, We presume his own hide is extra thick, 
and that he has been in the habit of judging the quality of his scholars’ 
cuticle by his own. 


THE priests of the Golden Temple at Umuritsur have ceased praying 
for Dhuleep Sing since this arch-plotter has gone over to the Russians. 
Dhuleep forsook the religion of his fathers, and drew a pension from 
England for many years. Of course, the Indians have no love for us— 
their invaders and conquerors; but, at the same time, they have the 
sense to know that we treat them infinitely better than the Russians 
would were they in possession. It is certainly most satisfactory to find 
that Dhuleep’s fellow-countrymen write him down an ass and a con- 
temptible knave, not worth a prayer. 





GENERAL BOULANGER is decidedly popular among the fair sex in 
France. 200,000 French ladies have written to him, each asking fora 
lock of his hair. As the gallant warrior wishes to retain his popularity 
with the daughters of Eve, he has ordered a ton or so of hirsute matter 
from a large firm that is in the habit of supplying false tails for horses. 


IT was on Margate Jetty that Edwin said to Angelina, ‘‘I hope you 
have no objection to my getting weighed?” ‘‘ Certainly not, dear ; 
but why ask the question?” replied Angelina with an angelic smile. 
‘* Only to see, pet, if you would allow me to have my own weigh for 
once,” whispered Edwin. Then she shattered her parasol on his best 
honeymoon hat, 





AN eminent Society journalist, speaking of the Queen, says, ‘‘ Although 
stout, she does not look at all apoplectic, and she has the ‘ pop eyes’ 
of a voluble talker.” Her Majesty, though highly delighted at the 
criticism, does not contemplate conferring the honour of knighthood on 
the critic, neither does she intend sending his wife an Indian shawl— 
just at present, 


_ A CELEBRATED tote has invented a new name for habitual boskiness, 
t.¢., ‘* Narcomania.” We are inclined to think this polite term will be 
welcomed as a boon and a blessing by ladies fond of paying frequent 
visits to grocers who are “licensed to sell wine and spirits to be con- 
sumed off the premises,” 

WE are glad to learn that Her Majesty now allows guests from the 
continoneg to imbibe lager beer, instead of forcing Scotch whisky on 
them, Whiskiness has caused certain foreign visitors to indulge in 
terrible friskiness at times, It is not long ago that a Teuton prince, 
attired in a kilt, and under the influence of Mountain Dew, tried to 
emulate the gyrations of Chirgwin, the White-eyed Kaffir. His per- 
formance took place at a picnic, and before the return home he was 
found reclining on the green sward with his head firmly wedged into a 
bowl of lobster-salad, 








Margarine ! 
[Don't start, dear Reader, this is butter ballad, and is based on the air, ‘I dream 
of thee, sweet Madeline.”] 


I DREAM of thee, sweet Margarine, 
So fatty and so fair ; 

As Butterine thou once wert seen, 
But now for change prepare, 

For Parliament, on work intent, 
(’Tis not oft thus, I ween), 

Enacts that thou, fair fat, shall now 
Be christened ‘‘ Margarine” ! 


For naming thee, O Margarine, 
Our Senators we’ll praise— 
Though, entre nous, they’d lots to do 
In more important ways. 
Still, they o’ nights, ’mid rows and fights, 
Found time as we have seen, 
An Act to frame, im re thy name— 
Not ‘‘ Bosh,” but ‘* Margarine” ! 





A PARTY engaged in the hop trade, while being cross-examined by 
counsel, the other day, as to his habits, admitted that on one occasion 
he had tumbled off atram-car because he was so elated at having 
obtained a pleasant situation. The Court opined that the elated and 
elevated hoppist must have found himself in a very unpleasant situation 
when he chipped up the roadway with his head, and suggested that he 
had had a somewhat narrow escape of ‘* hopping the twig. 





























A DISTINCTION AND A DIFFERENCE. 


Perspiring sthete.—‘*Oh, this too—too awfully hot weather is 
killing me. I can’t even eat.” 

Captain Hardup.—‘* No more can I; but why can’t you?” 

P. A.—‘* Oh! I’ve no appetite.” 

C. H.—*‘ Ah, my boy! J’ve no money,” 
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The Bride of the Seas-on, 


THERE'S a sea-beach in the West, 
Of all shores I love it best, 
For I met 
Her I lost my heart to there, 
When the days were always fair— 
Fine or wet. 


There’s, of course, an esplanade, 
Where serge dresses, with black 
braid 
Glad the sight ; 
And, close by, the ocean’s verge 
Shows another kind of surge 
Trimmed with white, 


But the serge I loved the best 
Was the one my lady drest— 
Tight and trim— 
When she took her morning dips, 
And imagined like the ships 
She could swim. 


Not like some who, while they stop 
In the water, only hop 
Up and down ; 
Keeping in the sandy sea, 
In whose shallowness a flea 
Could not drown. 


As she dives beneath the waves, 
You would fancy coral caves 
Were her home! 
And the ocean loves to bear 
Up the riches of her hair 
On its foam. 


: When she leaves the clasping sea 
That has held her lovingly 
On its breast, 
There’s a breast and arms ashore 
That will clasp and love her more 
When she’s drest ! 


And she dearly loves a breeze 

That awakes the dancing seas, 
And to ride 

On the wild and stormy wave, 

Feeling always safe and brave 
At my side. 


Should my darling little queen 
See my saucy brigantine 
Square her yards, 
Then she dons her yachting shoes, 
For she knows there is a cruise 
On the cards. 


O the exquisite delight 
Of sailing out of sight 
Of the land ! 
All the world is in our view— 
For the world is but us two— 
Understand ! 


The horizon, like a ring, 
Holds us both, and on the wing 
Of our thought 
Comes the ring which, let us say, 
At some very early day 
Shall be bought. 


When the waiting time is past, 
And the wedding-day at last 


Opes its eyes 
shall tees Gar ddl to.d08 ; 
Tis a custom not for me 

To excise, 


And the duty I shall pay 

Will be given ev’ry day— 
Kisses down ! 

And this narrative will teach 

How I won her on the beach, 
For a “‘crown” ! 

















CHATEAU LAFITE?” 


Fair American ( promptly),—**‘I RECKON I THOUGHT YOU TARNATION INSOLENT; 
BUT I’D FEEL KINDER SATISFIED IF YOU’D BE INSOLENT AGAIN STRAIGHT OFF!” 


A REPORT made by the International Committee of the Ked Cross Society, states 98,234 
soldiers of the German army who entered France in 1870-71 were killed or wounded. The 
number of Frenchmen who were either slaughtered or maimed during that awful struggle was 
infinitely greater. Yet both Gauls and Teutons are itching to fly at each other again, The 
strong military spirit which for years past has been fostered in Germany is exemplified by the 
following words of an old colonel who paraded his regiment at Bonn, shortly after peace had 
been proclaimed between Germany and France, viz. : ‘* My children, the pastime of war is over. 
We must now proceed to stern business, and regular drill will be resumed—from to-morrow,” 


AMARRIEDWoman, | 
who has seen over | 
sixty summers, eloped | 
from Hull recently 
with a young man 
lodger of three score 
years and ten. The 
runaways were traced 
to Liverpool and 
brought back. The 

gay Lothario was con- | 
signed to gaol on a 

charge of stealing | 
pe nag belonging 

to the injured hus- 

band, and he swears 

he'll be more careful 

the next time he , 
runs away with | 
another man’s wife. 


GREAT SCOIT.— , 
The Duke of Ar- | 
gyll. 


A YOUNG housebreaker on remand recently tried to commit suicide by beating his head against 
the cell door, The cracksman has already nearly recovered from his self-inflicted injuries, and 
the door is getting on as well as can be expected under the circumstances, 



















































A TABLE D’HOTE NOTE. 


Free-and- Easy Teuton (to hair American Neighbour).—* 1 Hope, FRAULEIN, ZAT YOU 
DID NOT ZINK IT INSOLENT OV ME TO HAF ASK YOU TO PARTOOKT OF ZAT GLASS OV 





SUMMER SKETCHES.—No. 2. 
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‘TIS ONE THING TO BE TEMPTED—ANOTHER 


THING TO FALL.”—JAeasure for Measure, Act I], Scene \. 


























‘* Won’T YOU SIT DOWN, MR. ROBINSON ?” 
*©Ou! THANKS,” 


HE SAT DOWN VERY MUCH!!! 
[Fust as he was about to pop it, too! 
































THEMSELVES. 





PURE AND 


dee Cadbury's 


= Sommeriacideoteneestanee ate ~ = ——— 
News at the Naval Review. ‘ pores man . deck in Bt Lge come at orm in ray yt 
Joak} - as gained the prize offered by the Berlin Philosophical Society for the 
th Laoag ~~ Aa aver pou tell me what that.qneer-looking place is, out best work on the philosophical system of Hegel. We are not informed 
. , chi whether the work in question was cast in a zomdor mould, but it is 

6 agg ee pay Tr ireht Vokes teat Re That | alleged that the judges were schmztien with the highest admiration for & 
great big steamer is the Admiral’s, I suppose ? the extensive knowledge it displayed. . 

N. A. Oh, no; that’s only a troopship; the Admiral is on the iron- = oF 
clad yonder. frag JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 

L.-L. What a shame not to give him the biggest boat! And what’s peik? : = 
the meaning of all those cross-bars on the top of it? - 
N. A. They’re the yards and spars, of course, HONOURS DIVIDED: OR, FAIRLY PLAYED. 

L.-L. Indeed! I took them to be his crew’s gymnasium. And can | BY 
you explain that curious smudge on the waves in the distance ? | 

N. A. That’s one of the torpedo-boats coming along hard under H. T. JOHNSON. ‘ 
steam. 

L,-L. Is that so? I fancied it might be porpoises. And do you NOW READY. PRICE ONE SHILLING t= 
know who that fussy sort of person was whom we saw passing along the ; ; = 
landing-stage just now? to Gay © FH HHA WR LT S. = 

N. A. One of the Lords of the Admiralty. 

L.-L. Good gracious! Why, he looked just like a little man who By H. T. JOHNSON, * 
keeps a public-house in the town I live in. (Xafid retreat of Naval ila - 
Authority. } “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, EC. Z 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
er © HE ADELPHI.—To say that the 








new Adelphi piece is familiar and 
conventional in its incidents, is 
but to say that Zhe Bells of 
Haslemere is a melodrama of the 
modern school, (Whether the 
ancient school was less stereo- 
typed in its character is a question 
which may rest undisturbed for 
the present). The story of the 
good young man, rightful, but by 
wicked men defrauded, owner 
of much wealth, who is driven by 
the remorseless gentleman with 
the iron-grey hair and good 
clothes, to the depths of poverty ; 
whose sweetheart is torn from 
him and subjected to much per- 
secution for his sake ; who comes 
into his own in the last act, tothe 
confusion and handcuffing of his 
enemies—is it not like the poor in 
that we have it with us always? 





Tue ApeELPHI.—TuHe Recite-ruc Harr. 

NEVERTHELESS, Zhe Sells of 
Haslemere is right good entertainment for an evening. It is well 
written (above the wont of melodrama), itis cleverly acted (though truly but 
three parts were played, so that I could conceive no improvement), and 
it is put on with superlative beauty. Save that the story is even more 
Boys of Briton-y than usual, that the last act is rather crowded and 
clumsy, and that there is a little too much of the ‘* mechanical change 
of scene,” there is little to be objected to by the most cavillous (if I 


may be allowed to call him so). 


THE story tells of one Frank Beresford, who is good, and honest, and 
brave, and doesn’t mind saying so—he don’t care who knows it—and 
whose matter and manner of speech suggest continual Shakespearian 
recitations, Frank is the Squire of Haslemere, and the very first thing 
we see him do is come of age, while the very second thing we see him 
do is to make love to a young lady with an anticipative dressmaker— 
that is to say she is clothed and accoutred less like the miller’s sister she 
is than the squire’s lady she eventually becomes, But, indeed, the 
village dressmaker must be both clever and moderate in her charges, as 
a blacksmith’s wife, and the schoolmistress—ladies whose incomes can 
scarcely be very large—are turned out in a style which emphatically 
suggests low prices or a vicious system of credit. The ‘‘ swell” appear- 
ance of these ladies no doubt gives the title to the piece— 7he Belles of 
Haslemere—which otherwise seems to have small raison d’étre. These 
belles all show symptoms of “‘ ringing ”’ in the first act. 


_ IT soon appears that ‘the Squire’s trustee,” one Thorndyke, in con- 
Junction with a gentleman with the coaly name of Silkstone, has forged 
a mortgage on the estate, which the pair spring upon the Squire as 





Tue ApgL_rut.—Two of the Belles of Haslemere—the Miller's Si 
Blacksmith's Bride. Awful Swell Place, aaa mem ” 


pennies and ripe for foreclosure. Silkstone will hold his hand fora 
consideration—his *‘lowest summer price” being an introduction into 
county society. This doesn’t come off, of course, and Frank turns out 











In the next scene, Captain Vere, a swindler who has forged some dollar 
bills, engages Frank (who is down on his luck) to go to America and 


pass them without knowing their 


character. There is a good deal 4 

of forging in this scene. Frank TR K 

forges a shoe; there is also a _—, 

blacksmith’s forge. The miller ah / 

also acts up to his character, and “5 aor x J 

wants to have a mill with Frank. ‘sf ‘4 YQ, 
e+, " 





We next find Frank at Des- 
mond’s Plantation, acting the 
planter himself, and planting the 
forged bills like anything. He is 
also engaged in unconsciously win- + be 
ning the affections of the daintiest |, 
of Ireland’s daughters, and rousing HE H 
the jealousy of a Yankee river- || 4 
captain. Vere is on the spot 
watching the placing of the bills, 
and Silkstone anon appears upon 
the scene and ‘‘ blows the gaff.” 
Then do the infuriated planters 
make it warm for Vere and Frank, 
and the latter would undoubtedly _ 
be caught and lynched were he ; 
not so favoured by the peculiarly 7#® ee hy at wom Belle of ae 
shifting nature of the American Swell @ as Se — pee ee 


country, which folds, and doubles 
up, and expands, and revolves, and is plunged into sudden dark- 


ness, and lighted, now with the moon, and anon with the setting sun, 
in a way to baffle the most determined pursuit. Vere is shot, and 
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Tue ApgipHi.—Grand Transformation Scene—the Hunted Hero in the Dismal 
Swamp of Tinkling Bells, the Glowing West, and the Mississippi Steam-ship. 
(Please observe Mr. Cartwright as a Recumbent Fairy being drawn off O.P.) 





Frank, opening a cane brake, scores off him, for he reveals all and 
apparently loses a life. This act ends in a beautiful transformation 
scene, which reveals Frank, who but a moment before was in the 
spickest and spannest of white pants, posed against a tree in the glow of 
the setting sun, ragged, dirty, hungry, and footsore, 


In the last act—which shows an imitative tendency on the part of 
the neighbourhood of Haslemere, for it is almost ri shifting the 
neighbourhood of the Mississippi—the villains baffle each other (Silk- 
stone, ' well-screened ” out of sight, being properly disposed of by a 

shoot ), Frank comes to his own again, miller’s sister and all, the 
curtain descends, and everybody gets a call. 


Mr. TEeRRIss makes a picturesque young hero; I think he speaks 
with a somewhat too measured delivery and some over solemnity of 
visage ; but it is a manly impersonation nevertheless, with an atmos- 
phere of pleasantness, though he leaves the bumptious self-sufficiency of 
one-and-twenty by no means unsuggested. I think the most complete 
performance must be credited to Mr. Cartwright, whose cynical villain 
No. 3 is a very firm bit of character drawing. How splendidly his 
tearing rage in the third act is suggested! Mr, Beveridge plays a part, 


ra which he knows his way about pretty well by this time, quite up to 
orm, NESTOR. 
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A Terrible Reason. 


A GREAT many people have wondered why 
I never affect the coast ; 
They marvel that I should always fly 
From the ocean, as ’twere from a ghost. 
But the reason thereof, whether right or wrong, 
I’ll confess, gentle readers mine, — 
It is that the sea always make me long 
To embark in the pirate-line. 


Whenever I chance to approach the sea, 
And list to its murmuring tones, 
A marine marauder I long to be, 
With appropriate skulls and cross bones, 
I yearn to have pistols around my belt, 
And a cutlass to flash and shine ; 
Thus, thus by the sea have I always felt 
A love for the pirate-line. 


And whenever I venture to go afloat 
(And I used to do so of yore) 

On the Clacton-on-Sea or the Margate boat, 
I long to do deeds of gore. 

I yearn to spread mutiny ’mongst the crew ; 
Or to scuttle the ship I pine ; 


In the wholesale pirate-line. 


When on Captain Douglas’s Scarborough boat 
I’ve gone for a few days’ blow, 

I’ve felt that to hoist the Black Flag I’d gloat 
And to put Captain D. below. 

Yea, although Captain Douglas doth oft dis- 

course 

On an organ, some hymns divine, 

He never has caused me the least remorse 
For my love for the pirate-line. 


If I walk o’ nights on the silent sands, 
When all is at peace and still, 

I think ‘‘ How delightful to summon bands 
To work my wicked will!” 

Yea, there as I gaze on the lapping waves, 
Of the ozone-breathing brine, 

I long to own treasures and secret caves, 
In the smuggler’s and pirate’s line. 


So, from seaside haunts I remain remote, 
Because my desires are dark ; 
And I find it safer to lounge and to note 
The ducks in St. James’s Park. 
There the waters peaceful, the ducks’ sweet 
tones, 
Never make my thoughts incline 


Who went in for the pirate line, 





No Dean-ial. 


Or to make the crew walk the plank, as some do | 


To long for the fame of the late Paul Jones, 








| 





Many Liberals view with pride ; 
It gave them small cause for dejection, 
And that cannot be Dean-ied. 





A Case of At-Taine-der. | 


[According to some, Prince Napoleon has writien a 

book that will make M. Taine “' sit up.”] 

Ir Prince Napoleon means to beat M. Taine, 

It shows that he hath ta’en great pains to 
do it; 

So let us hope his work won’t be in vain, 

That when his book appears none will 
eschew it. 

This plan ve-Taine ; retain it in your brain, 

For Taine’s new rival may his hold main- 
Taine. 





One of our magistrates who was rebuked 
for having accused a respectable woman of | 
telling lies in court strenuously denied that he 
had been guilty of such rudeness. ‘‘I merely 
remarked that I did not believe her,” explained 
the wily ‘‘ beak.” This explanation is worthy 


THE Forest of Dean election 





of Dr, Tanner. 
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HEARD AND SEEN AT CALAIS. 


Sturdy Son of Albion,—**LOOK HERE, OLD MAN, I REALLY SHOULD ADVISE YOU 
NOT TO SMOKE ON BOARD.” 
Gentle Gaul,—*‘ AH, MON AMI! BUT I AM VER GOOD SAILOR.” 
S. S. of A.—‘* UMPH !” G. G.—‘‘ VAT, DO YOU DOUBT MY VORACITY, SARE?” 
S, S. of A.—** No, NO, NOT AT ALL. I'VE NOTICED THAT AT THE MEALS WE'VE 
HAD TOGETHER; BUT, TAKE MY WORD FOR IT, YOU WON'T BE ABLE TO PECK MUCH 
TO-DAY IF YOU START PUFFING THOSE ABOMINABLE GOVERNMENT CIGARS YOU’VE GOT 
WITH You,” [Zen minutes later he lights up a French Cigar himself, which has been 
sold to him as a choice Partagas, and enjoys it, 


Con Amore, 


THE eight-year old son of a police-court solicitor who had been forbidden to pluck the fruit 
in his father’s garden was led by his sire to a pet pear-tree. ‘‘ Jacob,” said the parent, ‘‘ you 
have picked off a ‘William’ and have eaten it.” ‘I'll take my solemn oath, father, that I have 
not picked off a pear,” said the curly-haired child, The urchin spoke the truth, he had only 
stood and gnawed away the ‘‘ William,” and the core, still dangling by the stem, was wafted 
backwards and forwards by the fresh morming breeze. Then a tear of joy stood in the parent’s 
left eye, and casting away a birch, he caught up the child in his arms and said, ‘‘ Bless you, 


Jacob, give me a kiss, you will be a great lawyer some day !” 
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TRUNKS AGAIN—ON REPAIRS. 








By a1 earnest and unremitting attention to repairs, you can often succeed in 


upation. 
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Then the cat at the lodgings rubs the “ 


1 more local aid, and have it beautiful! 
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THAT BIRTHDAY PRESENT. 


ANGELINA'S birthday was at hand, and Edwin reolved to make her an offering worthy of the occasion. But what should that offering be 
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He sought for a musical instrument, but hesi- Then he spent a day at the Stores looking at ail And when at last he presented his gift (a knife-clea 
? = ‘er “rr 4 ~ ale > s* > " i+ a ; } } } - | ’ 
tated to invest in one that was strongly recom- the stock. But he couldn't find the right thing. and a dozen prime Stutoas) Angelina bade him depart 
mended. and never see her face again. 








The Jubilee Alphabet. Under the Liberal Umbrella. 
(IN MEMORIAM.) (Gas Cansonn 
A was the Abbey’s magnificent sight. “ | _ 
B were the Borfires lighted at night. Iv the page that holds our cartoon you should peer in, 
<3. 7 : . Pon’ ll discover very wel 
> was the terrible Crush in the street. You'll discover very well : 
the Devices the ladies called ‘* sweet !”’ The whole story it would tell ; aes 
Gladstone’s dancing in the water with fair Erin, 
And Trevelyan, and Harcourt, and Parnell. 


‘o) 


} 


was the Eagerness shown by the throng. 
were the Flags that were carried along. 


the Gilt coaches containing the great. And ’tis evident that in this same employment 

the Huzzas that rang early and late. They all happily agree, 

the Insignia massive and grand. And are frisking merrilee, 

was the Jubilee kept through the land. For they get a lot of innocent enjoyment 

were the Kings who had come for the *‘ show.”’ From thus dipping in the briny Irish Sea. ? 
were the Ladies who sat in hone a But poor Chamberlain upon the shore looks glummy, Riis 
the Maharajah who'd sped o’er the brine. As he pauses there to view if: 


was his Necklace of diamonds fine. How they prank—that festive crew ; 

is Comes wl made Me ane neee. And he cannot help a-thinking it seems rummy, 

were the Plaudits, for Britons can cheer! That he isn't in the water with them, too. 

was the (Queen who looked tired, they say. ; , ad “ie 

were ‘*the Royalties” out for the day. But, alas! he’s now hook’d on to Mistress Tory. 

was the Strand when illumined at night. W hose society grows slow, 

were the Tipplers, loyal but ‘‘ tight.” But she will not let him £0, . 

was the Unicorn still to the fore. For she wants him to accomp ny her to glory- 

was Victoria, whom we adore. Though its whereabouts they don’t exactly know. 

the Wealth that they spent on the fuss. | 
1, 2/ ipp A MAN, said to be an eminent ‘‘umbrella thief,’ was arrested in | 


trebled, ¢4aZ is the tipple for z ‘ 
were the Yeomen so stalwart and true. Manchester recently. Surely an ‘‘ umbrella thief ight to be sent to a 
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GROGTOWN-SU PER-MARD. 


AT last Mr. Smithson was elected mayor of Grogtown-super- Mare. 
There had been several attempts to make Grogtown a fashionable 
watering-place, but they had failed. 

‘* What is wanted, my loves,” said Mr. 
Smithson at breakfast, with the pleasing 
modesty of true genius, “is a man of 
energy—a man who will put his shoulder 
to wheel, I'll have another kidney, 
Gwendoline.” ‘ Yes, pa, dear, and some 
gravy.” His wife and daughter loved the 
mayor. He had been in the grocery way, 
but his mind had ever soared above 
mundane things. He knew that there 
was sand on the seashore. He knew that 
there was sand in the sugar in his shop. 
How they were combined he inquired not 
of his assistants. He had a soul. 

**I shall devote my life the next few 
years to the improvement of my native 

, town. A colossal idea has seized hold 
of me, I—I—I shall organisean Aquarium. Think of that, my wife. 
Think of that, Gwendoline.” 

** And then, pa, if the Queen ever comes to open it, or the Prince of 
Wales, why, you'll be knighted. Ob, ma, dear, fancy yourself Lady 
Smithson! Wouldn't we just cut out the Joneses, that’s all.” 

In his mind’s eye Mr. Smithson already saw himself reading an ad- 
dress to royalty a yard and a half long. He saw, too, his portrait in the 
Royal Academy—*“ Portrait of Sir James Smithson, M.P., Mayor of 
Grogtown ; presented to him by the inhabitants of Grogtown.” 

Swelled with colossal ideas, and coffee, and kidneys, and bacon, the 
mayor hurried to council that morning. When the ordinary business 
had. been disposed of—that is to say when Mr. Smithson had stopped 
two of the town council from then and there taking off their coats and 
settling a difference—when on the bench he had sentenced a little boy to 
a sound flogging for stealing three shrimps that had been accidentally 
dropped at the Retuieecaben he had praised a constable who had gal- 
lantly rescued a kitten from falling down a coal-shoot—then at last Mr. 
Smithson turned to the subject that occupied that mighty intellect. 

** Gentlemen,” he began, ‘‘ we who all love from the bottom of our 
hearts the town which gave us birth—I hope, too, that you all con- 
scientiously believe that I have ever laboured the best for its welfare.” 
** That’s a lie!” said Mr. Higgins, the draper. 

** Such language,” said Mr, Smithson, ‘‘ is unparliamentary.” 
(Several Voices). ‘‘ Call him a taradiddler, and draw it mild, Higgy.”’ 
** My idea,” continued Mr, Smithson, ‘‘that would, so to speak, 
recover the drooping spirits of the town, that would start trade once 
more, would be to have an ‘ Aquarium’ of our own—an Aquarium that 
would blend amusement with instruction. What say you, gentlemen ?”’ 
Mr. Higgins, the leader of the dissenting interest, arose, 

** My idea of an Aquarium is of a lot of female acrobats sliding down 
ropes, of spotted » of young fellows drinking bitter beer at bars, I 
say that sich an institootion is not calkelated to improve the morals.” 

** And female orchestras, too,” said Mr. Lyons, the confectioner; 
‘gals in uniforms, and whacking on big drums, and a-grinning about 
like Cheshire cats oo to the Jubilee.” 

**And what’s the good of looking at a lot of half dead mackerel 
a-rubbing of their noses against plate-glass ?” 

** And who cares about Japanese villages, and hairy men from the 
South Sea, and swimming gals, and stalls where you buy a lot of 
squashed up toys?” 

But Mr. Smithson had immense powers of persuasion. 

_ “ NowI come to think of it, I have a niece,” said Mr. Higgins, ‘* who 
is quite a Hadelina Patti in the singing way.” 

**And my son Jack has a tame lobster in the washing-tub in the 
back-yard, and that will be something to help in the natural history 


rane 















way. What with the ballads of our native country and shell-fish 
a-walking about, the thing ought to take.” sd abi 

And my nephew, the accountant, can tell us how to float the 
thing,” said Mr, Smithson ; “‘let us all be disinterested, and it must work,” 








A fortnight after a circular was issued, headed— 
The Grogtown-Super-Mare Aquarium Company, Limited. 
The introduction of an Aquarium in our town having been for some 
time mooted, it has been at length resolved by the principal inhabitants 
to form a company for its establishment. To prove the strength of its 
attraction, and its consequent 5 ange success as a commercial undertaking, 
the following will give some idea of its programme of entertainment and 
instruction :-— 


The Aquarium. Containing exhibits of the live eel, anemone, winkle, | 
cockle, star-fish, and flounder; and other more commonly-known in- | 


habitants of the vasty deep. : 

The Museum. Containing specimens of the common sardine, the 
dried sprat, the Derby chick, &c., &c. 

The Lectures. No. 1.—Of the difference in the fried fish diet of the 
poor of London and the Northern Esquimaux. 

The Japanese Village. 

The Performing Earwigs. 

The justly-celebrated Brother Twinos on the Flying Trapeze. 

The Lovely Sisters Chalkemtalker. 

The French Ballet. 

The Hungarian Band. 

The Organ. Twice Daily. 

Beer on Draught, &c., &c. 


‘‘The beer on draught,” said the Mayor, ‘‘will touch the lower 
orders. The lectures on fried fish and Esquimaux will bring in the 
boarding schools. The Lovely Sisters will attract the general public.” 

The Aquarium was opened. 

The performing beetles drew chariots. The lady acrobats slid down 
the ropes. The live lobster twaddled his feelers in the tank. The 
bitter ale was laid on in the bars. The buns were as stale as they could 
be. The celebrated music-hall singers yelled out ‘‘ Two Lovely Black 
Eyes.” 

The first week £15 was taken at the doors. The second £10, The 
third £5. The fourth a petition in Chancery to wind up. 

** Yet,” said Mr. Smithson, ‘‘I tried to make a perfect Aquarium, 
Beetles, bitter ale, lady acrobats, and what not. It’s my belief that the 
days for perfect aquariums are at an end,” 

Perhaps they are. 





| 





BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BuRLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom. 











** THEY SAY THERR’S BUT FIVE UPON THIS ISLE. WE ARE THREE 
OF THEM,” — Zempest, Act [/T, Scene 2, | 
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Dust. 


Tue philosophers tell us a horrible tale 

Of millions of atoms we daily inhale ; 

Of the bushels of dust that get into each lung, =“ 
Till we very soon ought to be full to the bung! — 
And, on this matter clog up our life’s ways, 
We should dirtily come to the end of our days. 

If such pestilent stuff down our throttles is thrust, 
The cry of us all should be, ‘‘ Down with the dust !” 


We are told that ’tis only the dust in the air 

By which we at all can see anything there ; 

It reflects the sun’s rays, and so gives us the light, 
And without it our day would be dark as our night. 
It may be as they tell us—I don’t say it’s not— 

But we must be content with the things we have got. 
If so useful it is, then ’tis certain we must 

Not insist on an absolute ‘* Down with the dust !” 


Then they also aver dust gets into the blood, 

Not enough, it is true, quite to turn it to mud ; 

Still the germs of disease enter in by this way, 

And will cause all our bodily health to decay. 

But they also inform us—in medical terms— 

That the blood, in good order, won’t swallow the germs. 

So we'll keep up our hearts with good liquor, and trust 

It will flow through our veins, and will ‘* Down with the 
dust !’ 


But however they try to surround us with fears 

Of the dust we must swallow in life’s rolling years ; 
How we take in a breath, p’r’aps, an ancestor down— 
And quite dangerous things, both in country and town. 
There is ‘* dust” of a very delectable kind, 

Which ’tis always most pleasant about us to find ; 

And although we, of «ourse, wish to pay what is just, 
We're none of us happy to ‘‘ Down with the dust ! ¥ 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, Ist August.—Steady and stolidy, but by no 
means jolly Bank Holiday. Lords decline to observe the 
feast of St. Lubbock; consequently, for their sins, their 





they deal with very funnel-y. 

Commons.— Redmond elicits from Lord George Hamilton 
that Prince Louis of Battenberg not yet appointed to com- 
mand of Dreadnought, but that in all probability he soon will 
be, Lord George stating, with a disregard of the fate of 


ANANIAS, 


sitting ends in Smoke—Nuisance Abatement Bill, which | 


























AS WE RUN WE READ. 


Inquiring Little Girl.—‘* WHAT BOOK IS THAT YOU’RE READING, 
AUNTIE?” 

Intelligent Auntie.—“** COMMON OBJECTS OF THE SEA-SHORE,’” 

I. L. G.—** Wuy IS IT CALLED THAT?” 

1. A. (unthinkingly,and bored with guestions).—** BECAUSE SO MANY Low, 
VULGAR PEOPLE COME DOWN TO THE SEASIDE HERE BY THESE HORRID 
CHEAP EXCURSIONS.” 








that the German in question is the officer best qualified for | 


the appointment. Probably Lord George’s idea of qualification for Com- 
mandership in the Queen’s Navee is having married the Queen’s 
granddaughter. But what with the Battenbergs, the Christians, the 














Leiningens, the Hesses, the Saxe-Weimars, the Gleichens, the Tecks, 
and the rest of the 
GERMAN CREW, 


where would John Bull be in case of 
WAR WITH GERMANY. 








Good name Battenberg—so used to battening on John Bull’s carcass. 
J. B. doesn’t know which he likes best, the Battenbergs or the Hessian 
Fly, or rather the Fly Hessian. Irish Land Bill.—Randy, like another 
Hamlet, pitches into Chamberlain, to the delight of the Glad-rads and 
the dismay of ‘‘ Ye Gentlemen of England,” who are neither at home 
nor at ease when perky Paddington is up. Massacre of the Innocents 
by Herodias Smith. 

Tuesday.—Salisbury tells Carnarvon that France holds aloof from 
Sugar Bounty Conference. a Belle is apparently less concerned with 
sugar than coffee and pistols, Still on the breakfast table—this time 
Lords dealing with the bettering of butter. . 

Commons,—Redmond determined not to Louis sight of Louis. Lord 
George still unmindful of Ananias. Dillon repudiates the shameful 
laughter which from the Irish benches greeted the cowardly assault on 
a young lady in charge of party of school children in Belfast. 

Wednesday.—House of Commons once again tells Sir Edward 
Watkin that safety of country will not be suffered to be interfered with 
for the sake of the private enterprise which he is bossing. News that 
Falmouth taken in a sham fight, suggestive of what might happen to 
Dover in a real one, House by no means relishes prospect of reading 
some da 

e Dover CAPTURED BY THE FRENCH, 
and even Worms turns on Watkin, and tells him be resembles his 
Tunnel, inasmuch as 
ae aga Cy ced de 

Fun thinks forei come into quickly y- 

Thursday.—Lord Macnaghten moves second reading of Truck Bill, 
which Fun hopes won’t be shunted. ‘ 

Commons.—Sir George Trevelyan arrives fresh from “‘the second 
city.” Military, Naval, and big-wig members scandalised that House 
should dare to consider the censure of one of themselves, responsible for 
the Blundering or Plundcring, or both, in connection with defective arms. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES, 


HOW TO BECOME AN OUTLAW. 


INNOCENT NewsPAPEeR EpiTor. Now, let me see. How can I turn 
the power and influence of my paper to the best account for the ublic 
good ? will 
print some 
strong articles 
and so on, in 
support of the 
laws. 

THe Laws 
(smiling benign- 
ly). Very well 
said, my son. 
Allow us to pat 
your very de- 
serving head. 
You are an or- 
nament to your 
profession! It 
is in greater 
part owing to 
the good work 
done by such as 
you, in boldly 
j and fearlessly writing in support of the laws of your country, that that 
country owes its sound and enduring, &c., Xc, 

In. Ep. Thank you. Your approval nerves my arm for the task. 
Now, let me see: what scandal is most in vogue just at the present? 
Ah !—that butterine business, You have the greatest abhorence of 
adulteration, haven’t you? 

THE LAws (taken unawares). Eh!—what? Certainly not! This is 
a great trading community. What are you talking a~—-A-hem—I 
mean—yes! Decidedly! Of course—ye-ees, 

In. Ep. (fancyine he must have used the wrong expressions). Perhaps 
I should have said, parts of you are framed with the object of putting 
down adultera——, 

THe Laws, Stuff and nensense! Quite the rever——no, no—I 
mean, oh yes, certainly—quite so—ye-ees (with a great effort). By 
assisting us to trample out this scourge you will be conferring a priceless 
and lasting benefit upon the—er——(dreaks down in the effort), 

In. Ep, Here goes, then! Here is a firm of swindlers injuring the 
public health by making up putrid soap-fats into an imitation of butter. 
I will give a full description of their goings-on in my columns, and open 
the eyes of the publ—— 

THE Laws. What !—you’d better! You just let me catch you at—— 
no, no!—I mean, ye-es; a very laudable work. 

In. Ep, There !—there’s the article. I’ve published the name and 
address of the firm of swindlers in full. 

Tue Laws. How !—the deuce you have! What do you mean by 
placing obstacles in the way of trade and commerce? I’ll teach you 
to—-—-Here ! hi! you butterine firm. Here’s a capital chance for you 
to get heavy damages for libel against the editor. Go it! I will assist 
you inevery way. Look here, let’s put our heads together. Now you 
complain to me about being libelled—see ? 

_ THe BUTTERINE SwinpueRs. If you please, Laws, this editor has 
libelled us, and injured honest trade. 
THE Laws (eagerly). Ha! just so! He must pay you £20,000 


and costs, 
i oy / A, 
bfy /\eZ@ 
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and—— 
In. Ep, But 
Mb ; what I stated is 
3 Uy Wainy, = true in sub- 
Ben if V4, Cay, Me stance and—— 
a, ff 4 THE Laws. 
YY am 7 om = Silence, sir! 
oe sey o Mat §=What does shar 

peetietes esti ae 6rmatter ? 
In. Ep. And 
I did it all for 
the publicgood. 
THE Laws 
(detrayed into 
frankness). 
Hang the public 
good! What 
have we to do 
with the public 
good? Weare 





aha in the interests of tra—— 
UTTERINE SWINDLERS (aside), Shish! Don’t be so rash 
Tae Laws. Eh? No—we forgot ourselves. (Zo Defendant.) We 





going order, The thief, by being there at the right moment, may be 





mean to say we are made in the public interest against those who speak 
the truth. "eabeane should say against malicious libellers. : 
. 


+ = * * f 

In. Ep. (having smarted.) Then, if you please, Laws, is there any- 
thing in the public interest line that you will allow metodo? 

Tue Laws. Oh, dear, yes! So long as you do not interfere with the 
interests of rich and influential trades—those who have, or are likely to 
have, a seat in Parliament—nor expose the swindles, jobbery, and 
scandals of the Public Departments—nor say too much about those 
engaged in administering the laws (by which we mean being insolent to 
counsel who may happen to be gratuitously injuring innocent witnesses, 
and, as officers of the eourt, distorting the truth), you may go ahead as 
fast as you like, Here’s your tip—always select poor swindlers without 
influence to attack, and We shall not interfere. Have a fling at small 
tradesmen, and burglars, and hungry beggars who steal a bun—d’ye see? 
Now, we really can’t waste more time over you; we have a lot of cant 


to get through to-day. 


we 
Osteen 








Barberesses. 


[What we may expect if the Zcho's suggestion that women practise as barbers is 
put into effect.) 


Tuy flocked from all parts of the City, 
@--*» All eagerly longing to share 

Th’ attentions of neat-fingered, pretty 
Young artistes in masculine hair ; 

The genius with long unkempt tresses, 
The heads which coarse stubbles adorn, 

Now bow to these young barberesses, 
And beg to be shaven and shorn. 


Young Sophit, an out-and-out masher, 
Though beardless, each day wants a shave, 
And swaggering Captain McSlasher 
Comes hither as meek as a slave. 
Why, even young Binks, whose expenses 
Were nothing a week—or, p’r’aps, less— 
Now freely spends many sixpences, 
Quite charmed by a fair barberess, 


And then, oh, the pounds that they lavish 
On washes, and powders, and dyes, 

For Tootsie, although she may ravish 
Their hearts with a glance from her eyes, 

With the same eyes looks after the profits, 
And while the sun shines makes her hay, 

For she knows that McSlashers and Sophits 
Can, shall, will, and must freely pay. 





Watches were made to go, 

ONE night, recently, after Sir George Trevelyan had addressed five 
thousand persons in St. Andrew’s Hall, Glasgow, a large number rushed 
to the platform to shake hands with him, one of whom rushed Sir George 
of his gold watch, which we may presume was a /aver and in good 


said to have realised the expression ‘‘ the mick of time.” 
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THE BANK HOLIDAYIST—IN FOUR AGES. 























WE see him first a simple boy 
When donkey rides were all his joy. 


Arriving next at man’s estate 
He seeketh for himself a mate. 


Declining years we next behold . 


Behold him now the married man 
And briefly thus his life is told. * 


With Tommy, Jane, and Mary Ann. 








KNICKNAOKS, 


SIMPSON was an old and trusted commercial traveller, of portly and 
rubicund appearance. Simpson was no crotchet-monger, but he had 
one little eccentricity, viz., when- 
ever red herrings were procur- 
able, he ate them for breakfast, 
well dusted with salt. One 
sultry August morning when he 
had consumed five ‘ soldiers,” 
and emptied the contents of 
two salt-cellars, a forward, fast 
youth said, rather nervously, 
**Beg pardon, Mr. Simpson, 
but why do you take such a 
quantity of salt, sir, with salt 
food at early morn?” ‘*Be- 
cause, by eleven o’clock I get a 
thirst on for which I would not 
take a five-pun’ note, young 
man,” growled Simpson, plant- 
ing on his hat firmly, and retir- 
ing ina dignified manner, Then 
the forward, fast youth looked 
quite awe-stricken, melancholy, 
and crushed. 


MELLEL EE 
gu _—— Vlitay 
a. ZG 





A REAL live Bishop recently 
sent a large sum of money to 
the Chancellor of the Exchequer as conscience-money. 
commenting on this virtuous act, said, ‘‘ S’help me! to shell out a-nin- 
come-tax he’d escaped, Vot a nincompoop!” 


WE are rejoiced to hear that the French Prefect of Police has ordered 
the release of Baron Seilliére from a private lunatic asylum. It seems 


of. Several of his relatives were so astounded at his *‘ snake” narratives 


new material for tales, 


demanded your arms?” said a correspondent to a sturdy Orangeman. 
** Oi’d kape the guns and give them the contints,” was the trite answer. 





A Doctor states that a curious outbreak of conyulsionist mania has 


meander about giving vent to piercing shrieks, and, when they are tired 
proved themselves unable to cope with these hysterical attacks, the Prefect 


district in order to calm the apprehensions of the fair ones. The warriors 
are most zealous in their difficult work, and have already worked wonders. 








| that he had his best clothes on. 


Mr. Moses, | @% : 
| kiss the hospital nurses, 








that the Baron paid a visit to America, and on his return to France told | 
tall stories that the Baron Munchausen would not have been ashamed | 


that they made up their minds he was insane, and they had him locked | 
up forthwith. The Baron has now gone out to America again to collect | 


| erected to his memory. 


‘* SUPPOSE a party of Moonlighters made a raid on your premises and | 


| should never think of tyrannizing over my girl’s young affections in any 


shown itself at Agosta in the province of Rome. The sufferers are | it isn’t every parent that has such broad, kindly views as you 


mostly young women who have come to the conclusion that the district — 
is under the government of venerable Nicholas, The deluded damsels | 
of screaming, curl upinto violent convulsions. The medical men having | 


of Agosta has found it necessary to send detachments of soldiers into the | 


‘* HAVE you ever undergone an examination before?” said a doctor 
to a flippant man who had been induced by his friends to try to insure 
his life. ‘*‘ Um—er—well—yes—three times in bankruptcy,” was the 


reply. 


A LADY correspondent informs us that the latest novelty in parasol 
handles is a giant head of asparagus, and that elderly bucks who doze at 
garden parties, often wake up suddenly, make vicious snaps at them 
with their false teeth, and call vaguely for melted butter. 


ACCORDING to an authority, about 150 members of the House of 
Commons are connected with the liquor traffic. This may account for 
some of the intemperate language that has become the order of the 
day—and night—in our Senate. 


A FEW days back an animal built somewhat in the shape of a man 
refused to go to the assistance of a child who had tumbled into a 
shallow pond; consequently the infant was drowned. The animal’s ex- 
cuse for not wading into the water and pulling the youngster out was 
Wonder what sort of best clothes he’ll 


be attired in after his departure from this planet, 


A FEw nights ago an elderly Scotchman tried to embrace an Italian 
girl who was playing on a tambourine in the streets, Italy’s daughter 
resented the attempted familiarity, and A pee the amorous Scot a left- 
hander from the shoulder, which knocked him into the gutter. He was 

icked up with a broken thigh and conveyed to the nearest hospital. 
The elderly Scotchman now affects the tone of a martyr, says all 
daughters of Eve are a cruel, wicked lot, and never even attempts to 


A PLAYFUL young man, who fractured his sweetheart’s jaw a few 
weeks back, has been bound over to keep the peace for two months. 
He was a little too previous. No man ought to interfere with a girl’s 
‘‘iaw” until he has married her. 


A CONFIRM8D kleptomaniac has died at a ripe old age in the work- 
house. The late unlamented’s convictions date from 1847 to 1886, the 
sentences varying from 14 days’ ‘‘hard”’ to seven years’ penal servitude. 
He begged that no tombstone bearing a flattering inscription should be 


‘¢ Sir,” said an elderly city merchant the other day, while talking to 
a confidential friend on the marriage question, ‘‘Sir, I assure you I 


way. If she marries man of my choice, I don’t care a hang whom 


she loves.” ‘‘ Ah,” replied the friend with a sympathetic sigh, 
ve, 0 
man ; come and have a glass of dry sherry at the Bodega,’ 


A BOSKY young man was mesmerised at Soissons lately, and the 
etiser said to the patient, ‘‘I forbid you to drink wine for a fort- 
night.” This command had a most peculiar effect on the magnetised 
party. Fourteen days elapsed ere he would carry a glass of fermented 
rape-juice to his lips without his muscles becoming paralysed ; there- 
ore the wretched wight was reduced to imbibing spirits. 
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SEABOARDY NOTES. 


Tuk Earty BATHER.—Samuel Jsaacs.—*‘ S’help me! ’Ow nice and refreshin’ a bath is when a man haint ’ad one for a year!” <A 
RETURN OF SMACKS,—Sathing- Machine Proprietress.—‘‘ Now, none of yar airs ’ere, yer ‘ussey!” Vésitor.—** You're another!” 
Low Tipr.—/nfatuated Bridegroom.—‘* Maudie—Maudie, excuse my strange conduct on the sands, but I love you to distraction !” 
Fair Bride (in Bath-chair).—** Oh, go to Bath, you idiot!” Risk OF THE GLASS.,—Montmorency Jones.—* Whew ! this is the tenth 
gin-sling I’ve had this afternoon, and yet I feel hotter than ever.” A DANGEROUS COAST.—Arry (¢o A/f).—** Them’s the two little gals 
as is reg’lar mashed on us.” Aggy (to May).—‘‘ For goodness sake, let’s move; here are those two horrid cads coming.” A LITTLE 
Cove.—Stuntson (to himself ).—‘* Well, hang me! if I’ve seen a well-built man since I’ve been down here.” A SMART RUN.—-Wervous 
Young Damsels.—‘* Goodness gracious ! there’s an old gentleman coming.” CuTTERS.—Robinson.—‘*Confound it! here’s that brute 
Brown.” Srown,—‘‘ Dash it all! here’s that miserable idiot Robinson.” ROUGH ON THE PEER.—Lodging-House Keeper.—** You've 
been a flirtin’ disgraceful with my daughter. Will you wed her, or die?” Feer,—‘* Well—er—just give me five minutes to think over 


the matter, gov’nor.” 








A JupGe has decided that under the Wild Birds Protection Act a 
young tame jackdaw is a wild bird. A high legal soar, we guess ! 


“When Duncan is asleep —.” JOST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING EACH. 








trash ;” but he who séce/s our umbrellas with the result mentioned, is a By H, T, JOHNSON. 
public benefactor. ge 
“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, EC. 


ExAcTLy! When Duncan, or rather the firm of James Duncan and HONOURS DIVIDED 4 OR, FAIRLY PLAYE D, 


Co.,, is asleep, look out. These are the people who have patented all 
sorts and kinds of umbrellas, and have sists laneobnned one which folds By H. T. JOHNSON. 


up smaller than any other yet made, This is effected by the stick being 
We all know that ‘‘he who steals my purse steals VACHE OF HEARTS. 


made of steel. 








READY 25th. SLOPER’S SUMMER NUMBER, ONE PENNY. 
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Tongaze: PA es Cadbury's 


0908 00COCOOOOS Nevrilgia.” 


SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


@ment o 


CPoINTES may S GUARANTEED 


—Lancet. 











Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 


‘Invaluable in facial Newalgia hess jo ORNs 
oved effective in all those cases in which we | Write as amootety as oles pencil, and neither scratch P U R E AND 
ve prescribed it.""—AMedic wors. nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new proces 

edical Press Ask your Stattoner for a Sixpenny Assorted ashe $0 LU B LE. 


i Box, d Cc. B 0.” 
2/8, 4/6, and 11)- Of all Chemists. | piv Worxs, BinuINGHAM; of to ter Wik, | BEWARE OF IMITATIONS 
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UNCORROBORATIONS OF CONVENTIONAL HUMOURISTS. 
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e FeRcussons Are Not Leaving Tow) This summer sbt They Do NoT ADVERTISE 
OR RETIRE INTO The KITCHENS & PULL DOWN The FRONT BLINDs. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

——, HERE was just a word or two 
Veo - more to be said about the per- 
aes formers in The Bells of Haslemere 
when space cut me short last 
week, A remark upon the 

“—~» sprightly cleverness of Miss Clara 
A! i J Jecks is a thing without which no 
ry" /\ notice of the could possibly 

a be considered complete, and as 
Miss Millward plays the heroine, 
and (although there is rather little 
to do) plays it gracefully and well, 
a mention of that lady’s name is 
also a sine qué non—so, will you 
please take it that the remark 
and the mention are both hereby 
made with all impressiveness, 
Then there is Mr, E, W. Garden, 
who is good for the raising of 
eo any amount of hilarity as the 
Ouof , - 
a Oe ‘faithful blacksmith,” who is 
| a ready to leave his brand-new wife 
Tus ApetpHt —Norah-she shonld totakecareofherselfand followthe 
have appeared last week, but we heroover the wide Atlantic on the 
didn't intentionally ig-Norah. smallest provocation. Then there 
are Messrs. John Beauchamp, S. Hayes, and R. Courtniedge—good 
men, and true; Mr. E. Dagnall, a very good nigger; Mr. J. H. 
Darnley, a capital, if rather noisy, Yankee skipper; and lastly—though 
far from /east/y—Miss Helen Forsyth, as the sweetest, tenderest female 
Irish-American—the ‘‘ laste taste ” of a spitfire, too—Norah Desmond. 


——, 
——_ 
C 
— 


=. 


I’m told, by-the-way, that these Bells have got into capital *‘swing,” 
and look like ringing a lengthy peal—I say, I’m tolled so. 





Tue STRAND.—Mr. Charrington evidently considers the reception 
accorded to Devil Caresfoot at its afternoon performance at the Vaude- 
ville last month, a sufficient encouragement to present the play to 
“regular” evening audiences, He has accordingly done so at this 
house. Far be it from me to say that he is wrong—the play hasa great 
deal of merit (and that is not to be said, with conscience, of many 
matinée productions)—but, leaving out of consideration the great truth 
that a play may king it freely in the matinée world and yet have to take 
much lower rank in the land of evening shows, and the lesser truth that 
August rather —— the best of plays ; the piece in question is want- 
ing in proportion, weak in the rather important factor of humour, and 
many of its sublimities sail perilously near to the ridiculous. It has, 
however, undoubtedly, a curious attraction ; there is something weird in 
this ** will-power” which appears so often in the novel and the play, and 
so not often in real life, which interests or irritates according to the 
temper you’re in, 


ALLOWING for some “‘ theatricalities” it is played thoroughly, and 














MUMMERS AGAINST Fate. 


1st Mummer.—“ The piece is such a confounded go I've not been able to have a 
holiday all summer.” 

and Mummer.—'* Well, look here, I’ve had a holiday since Christmas. You take 
some of that, and I'll play your part if you like—have the price of a shave then, 
praps! 





for all it is worth—in fact I haven't got rid of my first impression that it 


+ rtrterin F ant} wave . ; i ti 
} a triumph of acting over play—the cast is practically the same. The 


i uietly conscious power, and the sardonic amused contempt for 
his es on Mr. Phersthaton shows as ‘‘ Devil” Caresfoot, the 
free youthfulness of Mr. Fuller Mellish’s young lover, and the interesting, 
clever, fresh, and attractive (though by no means faultless) performance 
of Miss Achurch are of course assisted in gaining attention by the pro- 
minence of the characters represented, as is Miss Carlotta Addison’s 
very complete performance of an ‘‘adventuress.” But the crisp, clean 
representation of an oldman by Mr. Royce Carleton, the well-rounded 
picture of an old gentleman (whose position is not very clearly pour- 
trayed) by Mr. Dodsworth, the fussy and funny fatuity of Mr. Eric 
Lewis’s Lord Minster, and the light exhilarating touch of Miss Lottie 
Venne as a coleopterous widow (if I may be allowed the incorrect ex- 
pression), are decidedly not indebted to such extraneous interest, 





THe PAVILION.—The Bank Holiday programme here is just as 
strong as the last, and the next won’t be any better—that’s because it’s 
as good as it can be (of its kind) and you can’t very well improve on 
that. At least, I suppose not, 





SHALL I go through the programme and tell you what I think of each 
performer? I think not. I don’t think much of music hall “talent,” 
you know, and I might hurt your feelings—and theirs. Still, for you, 
you others who like it (and small blame to you for liking what you like), 
I may tell you that Slade Murray is there, and Rickards, and Sam Red- 
fern, and De Voy, Leclercq, **& Co.,” and ‘‘ Dutch Daly.” Then 
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Tue “ Orr” Season. 
st ‘‘ No Fee"-r.—" Well, I must say I like this time o year, you can sit down & 


it.” 
ond *' No Fee" -r (with sarcasm),.—“ H'm! More sits than sixpences.” 


there are Mr, and Mrs. Harry Watson, ‘‘duettists ” (there are ¢hree of 
them, but I suppose the ‘‘other feller” is only the ‘*accompani- 
ment”); the Sisters Bilton—the jolly-looking one and the one who 
has been told that a sleepy, how-dare-you-speak-to-me expression best 
suits her style of beauty ; Sarina, an all-serener as a contortionist—‘‘ he 
contorts gracefully,” to quote a rather mixed phrase I once found ina 
**Contemporary Paper” (price 6d.); Miss Katie Seymour; bright- 
faced Miss Minnie Mario (like a ‘‘ tocherless lassie,” without her Dot }) ; 
two sets of Irish comedians—Fergusson and Mac, and Sweeney and 
Ryland ; the Bohee Brothers (where are the Souchong Sisters? Come! 
Hurry up! Been expecting you a long time); the Wilson acrobats; 
Miss Lottie Collins, with that dance of hers ; Messrs. Rowe and Athol ; 
Miss Harriet Wear-none ; Professor Wingfield ; and that awful Mr, C. 
Godfrey.— There! I’ve been betrayed into the expression of an 
opinion! But it came out when I wasn’t looking, and the printer sa 
he “can’t overrun the whole galley just for that,” so let who will 
“ cat what it’s doing in that galley” — Vogue /a galere, in point of 
act. 


Nops AND WINKS,—Mr., Harris announces that Drury Lane will 
open with Pleasure for the autumn, Why hasn’t a “serious” paper 
said he will open with Payne at Christmas, and palmed the jocu- 
larity off on ‘the comics” ?—Toole’s, under the temporary command of 
Mr. John Clayton, will open with Dandy Dick on the 10th prox.—The 
Era says a lady who was to have played a prominent part in 7he Doctor 
(and presumably didn’t) is now engaged to play Galatea at South 
Shields ; so you see there are compensations for all things. 

NESTOR. 


























SOAS 


A 











~~ = 









—< WS 








— > 5 
i 


= => 
~ SS 


= 


= 





a 





— 





a. 


se 





{| 




















AuGusT 17, 1887. 
































Se 


>> 


a 


= 
SS 


~ 
> 


eee 


=—>—=-s 
= = 
= 
SSS 


= + =~ 
ess. 


—_— 
— SS 


SS 
re . . 

D 

‘ > 


Ss 
— 


SSSS5 


— 








~ tg 
e £*; 


‘ Xe 4 Hp ae RI ALR AY j Ss $ by Ay, , y 
ACEO BACAR = Wud afihiviaat CS 





4 


ih Wi. 
yy 


‘ 
; 
way 


NU 
p> a/R 
WW), ‘ | \\\ 
Wt eY/// PA 

) y if 


ys \ 


mn | 

Nit 
i 

HAYS 

&e 

res Mm) I) 

\ RANA AY 

* var \ . : 

q » PS «oS \ . - 

SS Aw NA OS > 2. > 


’ 
SS “ 


~ ~, «~ o"~ S294 
een ae 

















A LITTLE AWKWARD. 
(AT THE YANKERIES.) 


Dollie and Addie (ensemble ),—** ARE’NT THEY DRLIGHTFUL, DARLING OLD FgLLows?’ 
Gus.—‘* Yas, GIRLS, BUT I DON’T KNOW WHETHER YOU’RE AWARE THAT THESE CHAPS UNDERSTAND ENGLISH,” 
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A Song of St. Grouse, 


HERE is the season when guns are looked out, 
And moorwards the shootist takes wing ; 

And with more or less skill he goes popping about, 
Thinking shooting a glorious thing. 

He hasteth from town dressed in special array, 
And priding himself on his nous ; 

He reckons to kill all that comes in his way 
Whene’er he goes after the grouse. 


So, if anyone asks, ‘* Where are all our M.P.’s? 
So noble, unselfish, and grand— 

Our Members who a// bow to Wisdom’s decree, 
And seek but the good of our land— 

Or what are they doing, and where have they gone? 
For lo, they have fled from the House—” 

You safely may answer that querist anon, 
‘* They have only gone after the grouse.” 


Yea, M.P.’s who in babble their views have expressed 
On matters they don’t comprehend, 

Now seek, on the moors, recreation and rest— 
From stern duty, as ’twere, they unbend. 

And those whom some member, mayhap, has big Dee’d— 
Until they were scared, like a mouse— 

Now free for a while from all terror, proceed 

To seek consolation in grouse. 











Now, Fun is a man who hates cynical ways ; 
He is kind, yes, despite his great state, 
And (whene’er there’s a chance) he would much rather praise, 
Than denounce, and go in for a * slate.” 
But really, now, most of the senator-crew 
Indulge in such pranks in the House, 
That we wish, when they muddle whatever they do, 
They would never soar higher than grouse ! 


= = 


Woman and her work. 


AT the International Exhibition to be held at Glasgow next year, one 
section will be devoted to the Industries of Women. A frofos of this, 
a daily paper says; ‘‘ In no previous exbibition of any time has it ever 
been attempted to bring together and classify the various industries of 
women.” We do not know about that, but we have often seen women 
make an exhibition of themselves. 











Uron my word I do think Flatman is the biggest little fool I ever 
met. He read about the frauds by means of gilt Jubilee sixpences, and 
he proeured twenty Jubilee half-sovereigns, and—with some silvering 
solution—made them all look like silver. Last night he danced into 
the office in high glee, exclaiming, ‘‘ I’ve done it, I’ve done it! I’ve 
passed the whole twenty, and everybody I gave ’em to thinks they’re 
sixpences. Ain’t there a lot of gypes in the world? . And how easily 
you can take people in, if you set your mind to it,” 
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A RURAL HABIT. 
i Rustic whom are certain to meet if you venture into rural parts on foot. We know him well, and bave a case full o: 
Tuaze is a most interesting type of Ancient Rustic w yeu oar d phony fh = 

















ca alll 4 { Whee 


He marks your coming, and blocks your way at a narrow place. He then remarks, “ Marnin’ surr! Gwine tew Mudbury, surr? Yew'll be ‘ave to cross this 
medder, and turrn down a layen an’ goo by a farrum and turrn reownd bya Beant a gooin’ tew Mudbury, eh? Then yew'll be gooin’ to Moldbury. Yew'il be 
‘ave to goo paast yon pen an reownd by—eh? Nart a gooin’ to Moldbury neether?” Now, still conversing, he hobbies in front and trips you up. 
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Anon, being unable to keep up, he essays to moderate your pace to his. He continues :—“ Ah, then, yew'll be gooin’to Podminster : well, yew'll be ’ave tew 


taake the thurrd layen on—— Knows yewer way quite well, doee? Bin scores o' times, eh? Well, my faather as lived ’ere man ‘an boy fur nigh seventy year ‘ad a 
wite-faced sow as tuk down wi’ measles regler every Witsuntide; and ‘is Aunt Sabby as used to saay as she'd rether chuck urrself inthe waater than goo to the ‘ouse—” 





— 


ft 





Fall half the day he hies with you, til] ar rom his native skies. Then he says :—‘ : . 
apy wd 0 ene : : ys :—** Well, I'd come a bit furrer ef it wuzzn't fur the ti , ou 
aventa bito baccy on you urtospare?” And thats what the old gentleman bas gone through all that labour for. Whata queer old mg ay Rory Cyt 


for it at first? 
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LOSING HIS HEAD 


Courteous Stranger to Friend Fohn.—“I BEG YOUR PARDON, SIR; BUT I THINK YOU DROPPED THIS.” 
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A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE. 
It is beautiful to see how condescending we can be in the choice of our company when that choice is limited. Observe the kindly influence ot a sea voyage in this respect. 
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First day.—Mental observations. ‘‘ What a snob Second d 
that fellow on the seat is!” “Regular cad that 
idiot in the light suit!” 


Third day.—* Can I offer you my glasses, sir? There 
are a few hundred ironclads off to starboard! ’ 
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that you meet so many jolly people that you might never your acquaintance. 





Fourth day.—** The best of a sea voyage, you know, is Last day.—'' Good-bye! I'm awfully glad to have made Y 
See you again, some day, I hope!” met in the street and passed one another in 


meet ashore | ** Hope so, indeed! Good-bye, old fellow!” this fashion ! 


And yet, three months afterwards, they 











A SHASIDH REVERIBE. 


As if I should feel sentimental in thinking of the seaside. Bah! The 
first seaside place I ever went to was Margate. Those were the days of 
the old Assembly Rooms, People danced polkas, I remember there 
was a girl singing at the concert a song, ‘‘ Mamma won’t bring me out ;” 
and I wished mamma hadn’t brought her out, for all the squalling that 
she made, I always hate Margate, because it’s the first place that 
bathing-machines were ever brought out at. The other day I sawa 
print of this. Margate’s much older than Brighton? I wish that both 
of ’em were old enough to die out, that Ido, Years ago, at Margate, 
the great thing was to lure girls on to the jetty just before high tide, and 
then enjoy their squawks when the tide came in and squirted through 
the planks, ’s not like what it used to be. 

And as to me—bah, too! Isay. All that you’ve got to do 
to walk up to the top of Beachy Head and back again ; or else 
ws the water at Splash Point. Catch me doing anything 
sort. ings, too. Who, in the name of common sense, can 
any pleasure in walking to Fairlight Glen to see water trickling 
f a pint at a time, between a lot of dried-up stumps of trees? 
You can go and see Battle Abbey. Can you? Who wants to go and 
see Battle Abbey? I don’t, for one. William the Conqueror, and all 
that. What do / care about William the Conqueror, I should like to 
know? He was nothing whatever to do with me. I should think he 
was the sort of monarch who would have invented income-tax if he had 
had a chance to think of it. /y paper’s just come in. Confound their 
impudence, I say, just when you are thinking of going away, too. 
Perhaps / might go to Scarborough, I’m not quite such a fool as all 


iat 











that. JZ don’t find any pleasure in riding about in pony-carriages, and 
going to hotel carpet-dances, and hearing Birmingham people squeak at 
the top of their voices, Well, Yarmouth! Yarmouth—bah, again! 


| Everything in the place is filled with sand. It gets into your very eggs. 


Go to the Norfolk Broads? Nor to the narrows neither. J don’t find 
any pleasure in sailing about in a filthy barge looking at osier-cutters’ 
and rush-cutters’ cottages. I’ve a little oo much sense for that, anyhow. 
Perhaps I might content myself with going to Southend. I’m not over 
likely todo that. J’m not so fond of Sunday-school teachers’ parties 
and shrimp teas. I might go out of the country to Boulogne, then. 
Well, as I don’t exactly happen to be an uncertificated bankrupt, I’m 
not going to amuse myse/f by doing that. The fact is, I won’t go to the 
seaside at all, I’ve made up my mind to it. What, cleaning up the 
club? Then—then—it—/ must, I can’t be poisoned. I'll go to 
Brighton. Bah! DIOGENES TUBES, 








THE proprietress of a sweetstuff shop lately declined to join a branch 
of the Primrose League which has sprouted forth in a small provincial 
town. A local schoolmaster was so indignant at the woman’s ‘‘ un- 
patriotic ” conduet that he gave stringent orders to his pupils that they 
must no longer purchase bull’s-eyes, butterscotch, hard-bake, liquorice, 
&c., from the traitress to her country. Luckily the midsummer holidays 
have come round, and the urchins no longer flatten their moist noses 
against the Radical dame’s windows and suffer the tortures of Tantalus. 
But it hasn’t dawned on the foolish Tory pedagogue that he has been 
am. his level best to tur all his youthful charges into Red 

\epublicans. 
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EKNIOKNAOKS, 


Dr. CHARCOT opines that under the direct influence of the mesmerist, 
the most confirmed inebriate may be reclaimed and turned into a highly 
respectable squash- monger, 
when once the medium has 
fairly acquired an influence 
3 over the parched creature. 
} : There’s only one little difficulty 
f in the way, as far as we see, 





dipsomaniac is rather more 
dangerous to tackle than a 
caged hyena. We once had 
the misfortune of witnessing 
a highly-charged party sub- 
jected to mesmerism. He 
bore the operation biandly for 





self a bull terrier, and mis- 
took the professor for a rat. 
Stalwart friends on the plat- 
form interposed, so there was 
no Crowner’s ’quest, after all, 





= 
= 
= 
— | 


THERE are very few wasps 
about this season. A learned 
Johnnie states that it is just about a century since they were so scarce. 
Some folk are apt to insist that long memory is akin to genius ; if 
they are correct in their surmise, what a highly-gifted being the said 
learned Johnnie must be. Not many of us can carry back the recollec- 
tion of our first wasp’s-sting, to the data of one hundred years. 


THE Prefect of the Department of Meurthe en Moselle has given the 
proprietors of a German toy manufactory notice that they must close 
their establishment within three months; while the German Govern- 
ment has announced its intention to discharge thirty-eight Frenchmen, 
who are employed on the railway between Igney and Avricourt. The 
men of both nations seem to be drifting into pettiness that a parcel of 
spoilt schoolgirls might well be ashamed of. Why don’t they either fight 
or shake hands? The feeble venom they indulge in is a disgrace to 
manhood, 


A HORNY-HANDED unwashed son of toil was arrested recently ona 
charge of snaring birds contrary to the law. On being searched eleven 
young larks were found all alive and kicking inside the lining of his 
highly odoriferous coat. From this we conclude that larks, though 
dainty delicate-eating, must be quite as tough as ostriches in constitution. 


Tue body of an old American war-horse was recently buried with 
military honours. The gallant charger was thirty-seven years old when 
he cantered off for ever, the immediate cause of his death being the 
bursting of a blood-vessel while he and his master were witnessing a 
gaudy display of fireworks. A Methodist clergyman made an address 
at the grave, and stated that he felt convinced the gee-gee’s spirit had 
not fled to that place where fireworks are at a premium. 


Mr. CARNEGIE, the Scoto-American millionaire, who is so fond of 
spouting and airing his Republican principles in this country, indig- 
nantly denies that he refuses to rise when the health of the Queen is 
proposed. On the contrary, he not only rises, but invariably sings 
‘*God save the Queen” on such occasions. Her Majesty will doubt- 
less feel much flattered on hearing this. 


Tue Rev, Edward White has kindly informed creation that he spent 
an evening with ** General” Booth of the Salvation Army recently. It 
appears that the ‘* General” wore a red waistcoat on this festive occa- 
sion, which at first was a great eyesore to Edward, but at last he 
became so charmed by the “‘earnestness” he found in the veteran 
Salvationist, that he forgot all about the ruddy article of mee which 
covered the ‘‘General’s” lower chest. Eventually Mr. White left, 
entirely neglecting to tell the noble ‘* General” that black waistcoats 


are more decorous than red. 


A GENTLEMAN who writes to a contemporary growling at the in- 
numerable perambulators that are wheeled about the streets by nurse- 
girls, whines :—‘*I frequently come into collision with the machinery 
of these juvenile vehicles, so ill-placed and badly-controlled, up to late 
at night.” Had he sought the advice of Mr. Newton, the eminent 
magistrate, instead of ventilating his grievance in wie that worthy 
‘beak ” would have questioned his privilege to be in the streets at all, 
and would have sternly informed him that he had no right whatever to 
meander about town after dusk, 





and that is, the confirmed | 


about fifteen minutes, then he | 
suddenly arose, fancied him- | 





Losing his Head, 
(Sze Cartoon.) 
Dear Mr. Bright, 
’Tis scarce polite 
An old and close ally to smite ; 
Because, you see 
Both you and he 
Have up till now in amity 
Work’d side by side with utmost zeal, 
To consummate your country’s weal. 


Good Mr. Bright, 
I think you might 
Elsewhere find foes more fit to fight ; 
Trounce, if you can, 
Some other than 
Your ancient friend, the Grand Old Man, 
Nor let your intimacy’s close 
Be darken’d by exchange of blows, 


Poor Mr, Bright, 
You pain us quite 
By virulence that don’t seem right : 
A Man of Peace 
Should surely cease 
From ought that may ill-will increase, 
Alas! that it should e’er be said, 
** The People’s Tribune’s lost his head !” 














OH, WHAT A SURPRISE! 


Chatty Client.— You all seem singularly merry in the office 
this afternoon Wilson. Eh?” ‘ 
Lawyers Clerk (cheerfully).—‘‘ Well—er—no 4 Poy: hard] 


o so far as to admit that ; but, as a matter of fact, gs are a bit 
ate with us to-day. Confidentially, sir, old Mr. Latitat, the 
senior partner, ina moment of temporary aberration has mistaken 
prussic acid for sherbert—and first thing in the morning, too 
Isn’t it shocking, sir?” 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 
LIGHT READING FOR THE WARM WEATHER. 








ee LIMPAN po 
or ‘ Phew. I can’t 
=: S . WE work this wea- 

S X\ ther! Sammy, 

; go and rig me up 





a hammock 
under the wal- 
nut tree—shady 
side, mind—and 
then take me 
out a pail of 
brandy and 
seda ; and place 
boulders of ice 
round the ham- 
mock on the 
grass ; and carry 
me out in a thin 
sheet ; and place 
me in the ham- 
mock; and put a moderate-sized flat piece of ice down my back; 
and now bring the bellows and blow me—that’s it. Now hand 
me the newspaper, and I'll read all the cooling paragraphs I 
can find—Sir Edward Watkin’s coolness in trotting out his Chan- 
nel Tunnel again, and the coolness existing between Mr. and Mrs. 
Langworthy, and—What’s this? ‘‘ Fire—great fire at Whiteley’s— 
miles of buildings burnt out—intense heat of the conflagation ”— 
oh, stop it! Take the paper away, and bring more ice. Ooh! 
I’m better now; let metry again, What’s this?—‘‘ Epping Forest on 
fire—one million acres in a blaze—no water at hand ”—Good heavens ! 
The pail—quick! I'll try another page. There, now—‘‘ Whitby 
Moors are on fire in consequence of the intense heat.” Oh, mercy ! 
Take me away anywhere—anywhere, There—burn this cruel news- 
paper—no, no—not burn! Freeze it. No, freeze me: put me in the 
freezing-machine, and place the freezing-machine at the bottom of the 
well; and block up the mouth of the well with a great slab of ice; and 
keep on fanning the top of that. That’s it—Ilo! Here! Hi! Murder! 
You’ve let this dreadful newspaper, containing all those conflagations, 
down with me! I’m alight! Where is the fire-brigade ?—oh, I know: 
Its whole available resources are monopolized by Mrs. Brown’s chimney 
on fire, and there isn’t a hose or a man left in Rotherhithe, Clapham, 
Hoxton, Chelsea, Wapping, Tooley Street, Hampstead, Blackheath, 
Acton, or the Sandwich Islands! All hope of coping with me is at an 
end! Hi! You won’t need to cremate me! 
7 + * 6 * a 
AND SO AD INFINITUM. 


(The following will hold good for any period, past, present, or to come.) 


Tue Poor DeLupen (sometimes known as the B.P). Ha! What's 
this I read: **It has been found out that the war-club of the British 
soldier is made of tinder. The task that now lies before us is to place 
the blame on the right shoulders, and make an example of the 
offenders, be they high or humble.” I am thankful it has been found 
out, as now, of 
course, the abuse 
is as good as re- 
formed, and the 
offenders are as 

ood as pun- 
ished, Perhaps 
the newspaper 
gentleman 
knows the offen- 
ders’ names, 

NEWSPAPER 
GENTLEMAN. 
Ah-—well—ahem. 
Yes—I do know 
their names; 
but I’d like to 
see myself hav- 
ing to pay en- 
ough to keep 
F : the criminals in 
a for the rest of their days for libelling them! No, thankee— 
not goo h! 

Tue P.D. Well, of course the Government know their names ; Tl 
ask them. 


THe GOVERNMENT. Oh yes, we know who the rascals are ; but you 








don’t suppose we're going to help the public against the official gentle- 
i 


men who prey upon it. Why, they are of our own kidney, bless you! 
But we'll fnehie ¥ show of anttedine to make believe to feign to sift 
this scandal to the very dregs if you like. 

Tue P.D. Well, I shall ask a private member, as a last resource, 

First Private Member. Eh! Oh yes, I have more than an idea 
who the criminals are; but considering that they are very influential 

sonages by whom I expect some day to be helped to office—why, 
ut I’ll make a show of enquiring all about it in an indignant speech, 
if you wish it. 

SECOND PRIVATE MgemMBer. He! he! What next? Very reason- 
able to expect that I’m going to lose the favour of the Government and 
the odd chance of that snug sinecure I have my eye on, just to shield 
the public from being robbed and our soldiers from being murdered ! 
He, he! But I'll make a show, Xc., Kc. : 

THIRD PRIVATE MEMBER. What! No, no. I like to be fair, 
How can I ever expect to make my little bit out of the deluded public 
if I blow on the jobberies of others? I wish to do as I would be done 
by. How dare you try to tempt me from the paths of rectitude and 
honour. Go away. By-the-way, just to keep up appearances, I will 
ask a question in the House if you care for that. 

Tue Cutprits. Oh dear! Somehow our names have leaked out ; 
and now we shall have to be pun 

THe GOVERNMENT, OPPOSITION, AND PRIVATE MEMBERS (as one 
man of honour). No, no. Don’t disturb yourselves; it’s all right. 
Get behind us; we’// shield you. * * +  That’sit. It has 
blown over now; so you can be raised to the peerage and have large 
pensions now, and that will make way for other unprincipled gentlemen 
to fill your vacant places and feather ¢heir nests. 

* e ~ a aa « + 

THE Poor DeLuvDeDp (several years after). Why, it has come to 
light that the war-club of the British soldier is s¢// made of tinder in 
spite of all that fuss ! 

(AND SO ON ALL OVER AGAIN.) 











Lawsonian. 
I SAW in a paper the other day, ‘‘ The true friend of temperance is 
the man who seeks for such measures as appeal to common sense.” 
The true friend of intemperance is the man who seeks for such 
measures as hold from a pint upwards and appeal to the very common 
sense of thirst. 











i = 


BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE BOOM’ 


‘WITH ALL MY HEART. SOME THREE OR FOUR OF YeU.’”— 
Merchant of Venice, Act IV., Scene 1. 
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NEW LEAVES. 


THE reader of ’s, after pondering over the finish of 
both ** Allan Quatermaine ” and ** Thraldom,” will do well to 
cogitate over ** Toxicopolis” (or in-toxicopolis, it might be), 
and the evils of alcoholic poisons, and then spend a few plea- 
sant moments *‘ At the Sign of the Ship.” —Passing through 
the pages of Zhe English /llustrated, this month, is to enjoy 
‘* Walks in the Wheat Fields,” laughs at the humours of “* Sir 
Dilberry Diddle,” the sensationalism of ** Marzio’s Crucifix,” 
‘* A Visit ina Dutch Country House,” ‘A Secret Inheritance,” 
and all the exquisite illustrations. —We cannot enumerate all 
that is good in Scrébner’s, but to vary the pleasure derived 
from acquaintance with ‘*Seth’s Brother’s Wife”—** The 
Letters of Thackeray "—‘‘ The Picturesque Quality of Hol- 
land ”—become acquainted with ‘* The Instability of the At- 
mosphere,” 











Fire | 


THERE’s a dull red glow in the evening sky, 
There’s a clatter of hurrying feet 
And, ‘‘ Fire !”—a hoarse and terrible cry— 
Comes echoing down the street. 
Then, manned with its brave and resolute crew, 
The engine comes thundering past— 
’Tis a good tough fight, but they pump and they hew, 
And the demon is conquered at last. 


And night by night, the terrible fight 
Is urged with untiring will, 
And many a life of husband, or wife, 
Or child will reward their skill. 
But men are few and horses are few, 
And engines are much the same, 
For money is short—that sinew and thew— 
To war with the raging flame. 


So, John, as you value the limbs and lives 
Of your brothers and sisters dear, 

When the Captain so hard for your sympathy strives, 
Stand by, my lad, with a cheer. 

Unfasten that pocket you seldom close, 
Dip deep where the shiners gleam, 

Stand square, John Bull, and, adjusting your hose, 
Make play with the golden stream, 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpbay, 8th August.—Perhaps by way of retaliation 
upon certain members of the Commons who make occasional 
attacks on the Lords, the Upper House to-night are down 
upon one of the Commons—Wimbledon to wit. Lord 
Wemyss, however, boldly comes forward on behalf of N.R.A., | 
and throws an Elcho shield over it. The Duke of Cambridge, — 
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THE METROPOLITAN FIRE BRIGADE. 
CAPTAIN SHAW AXING FOR H&Lp, 





however, declares that the danger to Wimbledonian villa- 
holders villainous. Wouldn’t live at the back of the butts 
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A Scotcn Nicut 1 tHE Comsons, 
Putzle :—To find the Rt. Hon. Member for Midlothian. 





even if armed with faithful umbrella; in fact, would sooner live near 





_ much of their gold, 


_ by proposing to send taxation up higher by this item. 





the gamp than the camp. And in support of the gampy one naturally 
Lord Harris will be butted no butts. 

Commons.—Ferguson wants a return of Royal Princes in public 
service. Smith considers such a schedule would be invidious; perhaps 
thinks it would not be gratifying to nation or salutary to princely 
intruders. 

Tuesday.—Lords busy advancing the hour of ‘‘ Time, gents!” in Scotch 
public-houses. Not particularly anxious to interfere with clubs where 
their noble selves can, if they choose, ‘‘get fou” at any and all hours. 

Commons.—Matthews announces the beginning of the end of Enda- 
cott’s affair. Hart-Dyke moves second reading of Technical Instruction 
Bill—extending good works upon which City Guilds have expended 
Stanley Leighton wants to know who’s to bear 
Whate’er the cost, quuoth Stanley Leighton, It surely 


Colonel Eyre, however, raises taxpayers’ ire 

Wednesday.—Commons consider Scotch Conv Scotch 
Lunacy not unnaturally follows, Lord Advocate for leads 
for confirmation of appointment of Professor ag! as Sheriff of 
Lanarkshire ; states he is by no means a goose-Berry. In fact a regular, 
or rather reel Scotch night in Commons, But where and oh where was 
the Highland Laddie? Irishmen also conspicuous by absence—Sandies 
take note. 

Thursday.—Lords on Land Bill pretending to play old gooseberry 
with ep Cee fellows. Common:.—Labourers’ Allotments, or 
the child of Jesse Collings taught to walk by Conservative foster-parents. 

Friday. —Lords.—Irish Land C ourts, 


the racket. 
shouldn’t be a rate ’un. 
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** Give me your hand,” said he, 
As they strolled by the marge of the sea, 
Where the rocks were rugged and bold, | 
** Allow me to help you down "— 
She consented with ne'er a frown, | 
And gave him her hand to hold. 


A HANDY ARRANGEMENT. 


He held in his manly grasp— 


| 















































That wee hand, with its nervous clasp, 


And he said, ‘* Now I’ve got your hand 
Let me keep it—we'll say, for life— 
And add, dear, your heart—be my wife!” 
And soon they in church were *‘ banned,” 


The London Landlord, 


vening paper sa while the London land. 
ee eee ion lke covet bandas wedinass 
make him richer.) 
I’m a lucky London landlord, 
And envy none on earth ; 
Though I may not be a grand lord 
To boast of my high birth, 
Yet there’s one thing I have—which is 
A nice fat banker’s book, 
| And I reckon that my riches 
Would buy up many a *‘ dook,” 
| With aba! ha! ha! anda ho! ho! ho! 
I think the road to fortune I pretty well do 
know. 


I have great faith in short leases, 
For at length they must fall io, 
Then I always find increases 
My little pile of “tin” ; 
And as I am ever getting 
From tenants higher rents, 
How I chuckle at each letting, 
For thus I make the cents, 
.. | With aha! ha! ha! anda ho! ho! ho! 
"| The way to gather honey I pretty well do 
i know. 





Now, while / take life quite easy, 
And neither toil nor spin, 
There’s Smith says 4#s bread and cheese he 
Works day and night to win. 
Ah, he wants his lease renewed, and 
He don’t know where to turn: 
Smith’s views of life are crude, and 
| He’s yet a lot to learn. 
| Withaha! ha! ha! andaho! ho! ho! 
| Another man’s misfortunes are good for me I 
know. 


Though so many are complaining, 
And say they are so poor, 
Yet Dame Fortune’s always rainirg 
More money at my door. 
For of streets and squares I’m owner 
That daily swell my pelf, 
And if of gifts I’m e’er a donor 
They still benefit myself. 
With a ha! ha! ba! anda ho! ho! ho! 
Is anyone = lucky than a London landlord? 
—INO. 


Pp —- . 








With Sincere Sympathy. 


BRAVO, Mr. Whiteley ! 

Your shops that burned brightly, 
Now, daily and nightly, 

Look wrecked and unsightly ; 
But still, very rightly, 

You stick to work tightly, 

And bear your loss lightly 

By coming up sprightly, 

A marvel—well, slightly ! 
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| JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. | 


By H, T. JOHNSON, | 
OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREBT, EC. 


q HONOURS DIVIDED: OR, FAIRLY PLAYED JACK OF HBAWRWRTS. 


By H, T, JOHNSON. 
“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEEI STREET, E.C. 


JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 











>» 





om 

+ 

~ 

¥ 

La 

¥ 

i 
» 

¥ 
& 


4s 


he 
[7 








> 


bd 

Hie SRR ARR ORATON 
4h; ox \ pes Oe /VOC/V\aey\ OC4\904 \9t/ 00/90 1, 8 
! ! . OAC) /% VA CNONG NON OL O pA) i 

Pe vy 49 : 
H “Yocars 4 
iM M Aa sf e i 
4 ~~ —— 
: ») } 


€ 

s 

cay 

qj GUARANTEED 
OAD mei. PURE AND 

raj, SOLUBLE. 


Cocoa 


id tALTATAS 4 ‘ 4 
SNSISASAIANEIINANAVAN Q BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. | As bad makes are often sold 


Reckitt 


tvs 
J Blue 


See that you get it! 


























Wednesday, August : 





Loados: Pricted by Dalziel Brothers at their Camden Press. Hizh Street, N.W., and Published (for the I ropri tors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.C. 


wth 


1887 
























AvucustT 24, 1887. 


FUN. 














lo 














: AS DALIT) 
t+ Te Ui 
“ C7 




















do 





he 





el Gers 

sesnel WET & 
HY | Ih 
STH . 

at 

eee 

poant 

ry 


rd? 


fa: f| + 





An 


> \focursien) =p KH, 
A 4 


ty) viaie iS 


1 
/ \} SaruROay | E " me } 
for" “aan oS \ 

. == Hut ‘ i A KAY ? 
S— <i UG | & y a") 


























WAN VFS . 
—“ (eZ / Cat. me 
——— EEE 7 


, ———————— 


AND GEORGE, THE WAITER, Don’T EVEN KNoW WHAT Holidays ARE; 
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SO | GAVE IN My NOTICE ON THE 
SPOT —° WE'LL SEE WHO CAN 0O 


BEST wiTHOUT THE 
OTHER * | SAID 
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TWO POUNDS FIFTEEN IN THE 


TWO POUNDS FIFTEEN ,SiR' 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE GAIETY.—Mrs. Brown- 
Potter is getting on. By earnest 
study and close application she is 
acquiring considerable mastery of 
the art of choosing “‘ unlikely” 
plays. She has much to learn 
yet, and is, no doubt, greatly 
assisted by the mass of suitable 
material at her command, but the 
success which has hitherto at- 
tended her efforts cannot be re- 

arded otherwise than as matter 
or hearty congratulation. Man 
and Wife was a good shot for a 
first attempt, and Civil War was 
a great stride in advance of that, 
but one is literally lost in admi- 
ration at the rapidity with which 
her judgment matures, as evi- 
denced by her latest selection— 
Loyal Love. 








Loyal Love is the story (with a 
difference) of the beautiful Cas- 
tilian maid of honour, Inez de 
Castro, told by Ross Neil (‘‘Ross Neil” is a lady disguised in 
a gentleman’s name, so I can use either ‘‘ Miss” or ‘‘Mr.” as my 
well-bred bringings-up would impel me to desire,) in tame blank verse, 
in eight scenes—running a good deal to ‘‘ A Room in the Palace””—and 
by means of an invertebrate and unconvincing set of characters, The 
tale is baldly told, moreover, and has scarce a dramatic quality, The 
characters are historical, but as the incidents, after the manner of inci- 
dents drawn from history, are not, it may be well to recount them, 


Tue Gatatyv—Pepro, THe Posinc 
PRINcs, 


THE first scene, A Room in the Palace, introduces us to an old gentle- 
man on the throne of Portugal, a middle-aged gentleman, who wants 
the throne of Portugal, and a young gentleman who is heir to the throne 
of Portugal. The first of these—who is rather arbitrarily styled ‘‘ the 
King” in the programme, though we know he must be Alfonso 1V.—is 
a rather weak-minded old gentleman, so that the second, who is called 
Gonzales (the name itself would warn a person of ordinary caution), and 
who, I suppose, carries about with him a book of “‘ easy plots in one 
syllable, suited to the capacity of weak-minded, elderly kings,” easily 
rsuades him that his son is trying to win the affections of the people 
in order to gain the throne before his time. In the second scene Inez 
gives the little boy who cleans the knives and boots a full account ot 
the incidents _—_— and leading up to her courtship and marriage, 
with a short dissertation on the amount of her affection for her husband 
—whom we know to be the heir apparent, Don Pedro—who keeps their 
marriage secret, hides her in the mountains, and has not told her his 
rank. Then the curtain descends, and we feel sure that half-a-dozen 
words or so in the next act would have done all this has done, 


In the second act a proposal that the Prince shall marry a Castilian 











Tug Garety—Inez, An Iwez-sperigncep Younc Tuinc—Tatts THe Littie 
Foot PaGs ALL AzgourT IT. 


Princess for political reasons is, of course, rejected by that young gentle- 
man, This confirms the King’s belief in his combative intentions, and 
Gonzales, hinting the suspicion that there is ‘‘ another lady in the case,” 





obtains permission to track the Prince and find whether it is so. A 
change of scene gives us a conoodling episode between the Priace and 
his bride, after which and the departure of the former, Gonzales appears 
on the scene and exclaims ‘* How beautiful!” which brings down the 


curtain, | 


In Act III, Gonzales acquaints the King with his discovery, and 
asks permission to kidnap the lady. Having obtained it, he naively re- 
marks that he anticipated consent and has her already his prisoner! 
It is proposed to have the marriage annulled, and the parties married 
each to another person. In another scene, Gonzales proposes this 
arrangement to his prisoner, offering himself for acceptance, and is re- 
cued with ‘‘skeyorn”—a situation which everybody concerned 


appeared to think very fine and powerful. 


Tue last Act shows the King unwell, and the Prince gone no one 
knows whither. His absence confirms more than ever the King’s 
idea that he is bent on rebellion, and Gonzales suggest an order for his 
imprisonment. His Majesty thinks it a good idea, whereupon Gon- 
zales (really a most provident villain) says he thought he would, and has 
come with an order drawn up in readiness, By this means Gonzales 
hopes to sweep Don Pedro from his path and seize the throne. Mean- 
time, he once more seeks the lady; he offers her a pleasing choice 
between himself and a cup of poisoned wine. She naturally chooses 
the latter, and he leaves her that she may explain the effects—which 
do not appear to be quite as gymnastic as those of Lena Despard’s drug 
—but before she can finish, Don 
Pedro breaks in to the rescue and 
there is ‘‘joy,” till she remembers 
all about the poison. Then she 
tells him all about it, and there 
is misery, and then he lets 
her stiffly and gingerly on to the 
floor, and pulls her hair, and says 
she’s dead, 





AT this moment Gonzales turns 
up, and gloats and orders the 
Prince’s arrest, and everything 
seems to be going wrong. But, all 
of a sudden, there are shouts with- 
out of ** Long live the King,” and 
it seems that the old gentleman is 
dead and Pedro is ‘‘boss.” This 
is rather awkward for Gonzales, 
who is immediately seized, but 
‘though his game is up ” he claims 
to have ‘‘scored one” over the 
death of Inez. Oh, chagrin! He 
is denied even this poor satisfac- 
tion, The subordinate who brought 
the wine, having had his feelings 
worked upon by Inez early in the scene—I think she reminded him 
that he had heard the clock strike ten in infancy, or something—had 
substituted a sleeping draught for the poison. And so it ends, 





THe Garety—GonzaLes, A VILLAIN 
Birack OF HEART AND CLOTHES. 


MRs. POTTER is said to show improvement in this performance, but 
—though it may well be so, where there was so much room for it—I’m 
afraid I am too obtuse to see much of it. Her crudities and peculiarities 
are not quite so rampantly observable as hitherto, perhaps, but that 
arises, it seems to me, more from the (dramatically) namby-pamby, un 
exacting nature of the part (combined with the ease even a short, con- 
secutive experience of the stage is bound to give) rather than from any 
**improvement ” on the part of the exponent. The subject is not worth 
dwelling upon, perhaps, but I have not much sympathy with these 
**earnest students of art,” who can only ‘‘earnestly study” in leading 
parts at a] West-end theatre, and no amount of sophistry can hide the 
fact that Mrs. Potter, in Loyal Love, isa bad actress in a bad play. 
Mr. Willard tries hard to appear wily, but his part is too much for him, 
though his firm method and steady skill always give pleasure, and Mr. 
Bellew gives a clever poetical rendering of the oh of romance, ‘* pretty- 
pretty”’-ness, bumptious conceit, and all. Mr. Willie Phillips deserves a 
word, too, for a very determined performance of an uncongenial part. 
The scenery and dresses are good. 


THE CRITERION.—Mr, David James, as the Butterman in Our Boys, 
scarcely needs describing. The piece is revived here for awhile, and 
the umderground house was as full of laughter as it would hold on 
the opening night. The fact is, Mr. James’s rendering of the part is as 
thoroughly artistic and real as it is funny, and its popularity never 
seems to wane, The present is, of course, only an ad interim season, 
and the “support” of the comedian is not exciting, NESTOR. 
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REMINISCENCES OF THE HEAT AND DROUGHT. 








THH RAIN-FALL. 

THAT little idiot, my landlady’s son, has been singing ‘* Rain, rain go 
away, little Tommy wants to play.” I should have liked to have gone 
downstairs and boxed his ears, that I should. It’s quite pleasant to 
sit and look out of the window now it’s raining. I’m quite certain that 
the fools can’t keep playing tennis on the lawn in the square in front. 
The nursemaids can’t take the children out there, too, so I’m not 
bothered in the least with listening to their squalling. Then the 
fellows coming round with flowers on their heads, bawling out ‘‘ All 
a-blowing.” There’s no ‘‘ All a-blowing ” now, and their flowers are 
spoilt, that’s one comfort. 

My nieces, too, can’t go to a garden-party. ‘‘Oh uncle, how dread- 
ful, we shan’t be able to go to the Tillotsons.” I tell ’em all the 
better. A parcel of fools of girls walking about in light dresses and 


aces from the strong light. Having cups of tea and fruit handed to ’em, 
while they try to look charming. Fellows giggling too, and telling ’em 
how they’re like the flowers, They are as much like the flowers as 
flowers of sulphur. That’s about what the girls are, to my way of 
thinking, anyhow. 

Then the rain, too, will keep people indoors at the seaside. They'll 
have to stick in their beastly lodging-houses and inhale the mutton fat 
smell there always is at a seaside house. I like to put on a waterproof, 
I do, when it rains, and walk down by the Row and chuckle and 
think what a lot of lunatics it keeps indoors. The rain’s always 


pleasant to my way of thinking. And I don’t care a hang about what 
others think. ‘‘ Well, what now?” ‘‘ Why the rain, sir, has come 
through the bath-room ceiling on your new coat as is hanging there.” 
Confound the girl. 


Confound the rain, I say. §DioGenes Tusss, 











getting under the shade of the trees so as to hide the powder on their | 


so ago, by 





To Richard Jefferies. 
(AuTHOR OF “THE GAMEKEEPER AT HomeE,”) 


Gong, gentle spirit, that so sweetly wrote 

Of sunny meadows gay and skylark’s note ; 
Whose ev’ry phrase a posie of sweet speech, 
rant grove of lime or beech, 
On life’s hard footpath, rest upon the stile, 
And muse on Richard Jefferies for a while ; 
Come, strive to see, as he ne’er chanced to fail, 
Joy in the sunlight, and sweetness in the gale. 


Found in a fr 


All ye who love the balmy summer hours, 


All ye who love the hedge-row’s modest flowers, 


The song of birds, the ripple of the wave, 
The rush and lily that the brooklets lave, 
leasant, and the sunlit sky, 
and think, 


The meadows 
Think on who 
Tho’ sad his life, a fitful, painful dream, 
His spirit sweet and gentle as his theme. 





— of a Free Church were rather upse 
e free and uneasy conduct of a young man. 
the worshipper suddenly rose in the body of the church, and, after 


rchance and sigh. 


a Sunday or 


t seems that 


is arms about and making the most horrible grimaces, 


remonstrated with the minister for 
Then he strolled out in a 
and congregation to think over his verdict. 
welcomed much by the pastor and his officials next time he puts in an 


appearance, 


in an unsatisfactory 
style, and left the cleric 
The young man won’t be 
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17th. 


18th. 


19th, 


20th. 


22nd. 


23rd. 


24th. 


25th. 


26th, 


27th. 


28th. 





A Cheerful Compagsen to the 
7 ndar, 


Oale 
AuGust—(SECOND HALF). 


Tuis day died Frederick, called “ the 
Great,” 
A title void of mystery ; 
All conquerors who kill in state, 
Are lauded so in history. 


Earl Russell born this day: a busy 
Whig, 
Who from some Tory trammels help’d 
to free us; 
For this—in language large, but in/ra 
dizg.— 
Disraeli called him asmall scaradeus. 


The Royal George at’Spithead sank this 


a 
While skill’d careening undergoing ; 

To rank stupidity, some critics say, 
The horrible affair was owing. 


The shooting of blackcock this day 
begins— 
For which you'll not expect him to be 
grateful ; 
But, though it add another to your sins, 
When served with sauce, discuss him 
—by the plateful ! 


This day died Lady Wortley Montague, 
Travell’d and literary, rich and petted, 
Strong-minded, beautiful, eccentric, 
too— 
That she was not a man she much 
regretted. 


On Bosworth Field crook’d Richard fell, 
This day, in fourteen-eighty-five : 

Your Shak’speare Dickon’s tale will tell, 
And though he’s dead, show him alive. 


Sir William Wallace hanged ; a patriot 
who 
Thought cut!'ng English throats no 
sin : 
A sad mistake, committed by a few 
More “‘ patriots” who the rope may 
win, 


The day of St. Bartholomew,— 
Remember well the story 

Of massacre with horrors new, 
For Mother Church’s glory. 


This day died Hook, whose fun would 
fill 
A book—you’re free to book it : 
A ‘‘ fishy” life he led until 
The time arrived to *‘ hook it.” 


Birthday of Albert, rightly call'd “the 
Good ”— 
Albrecht — ‘‘all-bright ’ — he could 
not fail to shine : 
In life he was not quite well understood ; 
To honour now his mem’ry few 
decline. 


In search of pearls, some say—more 
likely ‘* tin” — 
Great Julius Ccesar and his legions 
landed, — 
And ev'ry Roman would have thought it 
sin 
If he’d not been a seizer—and full- 
handed. 


Death of Leigh Hunt, who’s left us 
many a book 
Fill'd with bright thoughts and dainty 
pleasantry ; 
Whom foes and shallow moralists 
mistook— 
A Hunt without a grain of cruelty. 


























° 100 
EG 























—= 
= 





SS _ ES SS .. 
‘ef PA} SSS SY 
ae re 


. 
> e>* 











AN ADIPOSE JOKE. 


Lean and Wideawake Hibernian M. P. ( fiercely ).—** FAITH, SORR, AN’ IF YOU LIBERAL 
UNIONISTS WOULD ONLY BE CANDID, YOU’D ADMIT THAT YOU HAVE VERY LITTLE 
STOMACH FOR THE WORK YOU’RE ENGAGED ON. YOU HAVE VERY LITTLE STOMACH, 


SorR!”’ 


Adipose and Dreamy Liberal Unionist, M.P. (slowly opening his eyes ),—** EH? WHAT'S 
THAT, Mr. O’SwaGG? I’v& VERY LITTLE STOMACH? COME, COMR, DRAW IT MILD! 
I KNOW I’M NOT ABSURDLY FAT; BUT YOU REALLY ARE LAYING ON THE BLARNEY 


TOO THICKLY TO-NIGHT!” 


29th. This day died Brigham Young, a self- 
made saint : [he 

More often called a sinner, Brigham, 

Declar’d the means for freeing man from 

taint, [polygamy. 

Were praying, preaching, and — 


30th. This day died Louis the Eleventh grim, 
Who long and amply taught the 
world to hate him ; 
A pious monster. You may study him 
ith Mr, Irving to resuscitate him. 


31st. John Bunyan this day died, who pic- 
tured sin 
As fierce and terrifying as an ogress : 
Resolv’d that death should not the 
vict’ry win, 
Long ere he died, he’d done his * Pil- 
grim’s Progress,”’ 


[Subsides into another doze. 





DuRING a ‘* Wild West” performance re- 
cently held at Clinton, Iowa, a magnificent 
cow-boy used a revolver loaded with ball-car- 
tridge instead of blank. He let daylight into 
three visitors, and they didn’t seem at all flat- 





_ tered at the distinction, which very nearly 
_ meant their extinction, Over here the ex- 


tracted lead would have been made into scarf- 
pins or rings. 





Any of the detachments using *‘ unnecessarily 
strong language” while engaged in the gun- 
shifting competition at Shoeburyness were liable 
tu disqualification ‘‘ according to order.” The 
military authorities found it necessary to con- 


_ sult the Speaker of the House of Commons in 





order to get a correct definition as to what is 


actually considered strong language now-a- 
days. ° 
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KNICKNAOKS, 


A DOWAGER recently informed a journalist, at a en the 
other day, that the Jubilee gaieties have had a most PA arn dh ge A on 
the matrimonial market, and that this year 
will prove a most miserable one for placing 
girls, Pray don’t worry yourself, dowager ; 
the Shah of Persia nd his suite visit us 
next spring. Their advent may brisk up 
matters. The gentle Persians are all poly- 
gamists, and take kindly to the fair 
daughters of Albion, don’t you know! 
Some of the girls are bound to go off. 


SEVERAL of the masherest of mashers 
have taken to wearing white twill trousers 
for morning wear. The bags don’t look 
pretty when decorated with splashes of 
salad-dressing, though. 


A DEAF and dumb couple have been 
divorced in Paris. Poor souls, they were 
both heavily handicapped! They had no 
chance of blowing off any matrimonial waste-steam. A married man’s 
prerogative is to growl—a woman’s to snarl and snap, It seems sad 
it was cut off in this instance, 





Last February a couple of aged magistrates while on their way to 
church, fell out and pitched into each other in a scientific manner that 
would have drawn congratulatory remarks from the Champion of 
England, Mr. James Smith. The elder of the bruisers, who is some 79 
years of age, brought an action against the younger slogger to recover 
damages for assault. The case was heard the other day. The defend- 
ant asserted that the plaintiff first struck him, a very brilliant black eye 
being the result of the blow. The judge, evidently thinking both were 
naughty bad boys, advised them to go outside and play marbles with 
each other for half an hour or so, They retired, and quite made up 
their minds not to indulge in another mill for some years, We think 
a chat anent their lawyers’ bills tamed ’em down a trifle. 


MADAME SARAH BERNHARDT says that during her Brazilian tour 
some of the presents she received were of a most peculiar nature. One 
ardent but impecunious admirer, for instance, insisted upon her accept- 
ing his well-worn hat as a token of his tender devotion. Instead of 
kicking the weather-stained tile into space, as many actresses would 
have done, the divine ¢ragédienne threw her arms round the donor’s 
neck and kissed him effusively. If Sarah were twenty years younger 
we should feel inclined to wait on her with a worn-out tooth-brush or a 


come-to-grief liver pad. 


A MEETING of anti-vivisectionist ladies, held recently in Paris, termi- 
nated in a regular shindy, several of the fair ones manifesting a strong 
desire to vivisect each other with hair-pins and finger-nails. Dear, 
soft-hearted little souls ! 


A RussIAN lady of rank recently annexed a considerable sum of 
money belonging to her dad, and eloped with a Dusseldorf tramcar 
conductor. It was asort of Claude Melnotte game, and the Russian 
Pauline now rails at the guide who has ‘‘guyed” her. Poor girl, she 
laboured under the delusion that he was a ‘‘ horfficer in the army ” when 
she flitted with him, If this man had attempted to have palmed 
himself off as an artist, a doctor, or a journalist, the lass would just as 
soon have thought of jumping out of window as of eloping with him, 
So mote it be! 


PROFESSOR J. JACOBSEN, who has been collecting curios for the 
Hamburg Museum, writes that he spent all last winter at Tucalo 
among a tribe of Indian cannibals. The man of science got on fairly 
well with the untutored savages; but one day a hungry-eyed native 
made for him. The professor felt nettled at the liberty, put in his left 
sharply and followed up promptly with his right, virtually knocking the 
noble savage out of time in about two seconds. He followed up this 
pugilistic performance by jumping on the floored Indian for five minutes 
orso. A consultation was held among the natives that selfsame night, 
and the conclusion arrived at was that Mr. Jacobsen must be far too 
stringy and tough to make good food, Henceforth he lived in blissful 
peace with the cannibals, : 





WHILE visiting the Board Schools lately in a Jarge manufacturing 
town a medical man was horrified to find that over 80 per cent. of the 
children were pale and emaciated. He attributes the condition of the 
youngsters to starvation produced by their relatives being unable to pro- 
ote sufficient work at fair wage—and this is the Jubilee year, if you 
please ! 





DOTS BY THH WAY. 


THE LANGWORTHY MARRIAGE, 


A NOTABLE trial is finished and done, 
A woman all virtuous and good, 

Whose character bears the bright blaze of the sun 
Through malice and slander hath stood, 


A mean, skulking fellow, with protest and vow, 
Declared he would shield her through life, 

Yet left her to starve ; and, with a brand on his brow, 
Denying that she was his wife. 


When crushed down, and nearing the brink of despair, 
Nigh starving, both mother and child, 

One true friend was found, who defended with care 
This lady so sorely defiled. 


The “‘ Parss ”—all so mighty for righting the wrong, 
Rang out the base deeds that were done, 

And loud went the note like the sound of a gong, 
Till bravely the battle was won, 


And Langworthy’s name—shall it e’er be forgot 
As a term of derision and scorn ? 

A term that — a base, dastardly blot 
That blurs all the beauty of morn. 


The lady was righted, the dastard undone, 
The crushed one no longer shall fret. 

All honour to those who the victory won— 
The Lumleys and Pali Mall Gazette. 








A BLIGHTED maiden, who sued for damages recently, put the follow- 
ing letter from her faithless swain into court :—‘* My Darling Cherub,— 
I spent a very pleasant day at Tom’s last Sunday under the circum- 
stances, Not having you with me in the afternoon, we all went to the 
cemetery !—Your Own Darling Dave.” Was the gay and festive party 
looking out for a nice shady, secluded little nook to serve as shelter for 
a deceased wife? It strikes us the blighted maiden ought to congratu- 
late herself on her escape from matrimony in this particular instance, 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boo. 


2? 


‘* WITH THAT, THEY ALL DID TUMBLE ON THE GROUND,” — 
Love's Labour's Lost, Act V. Scene 2, 
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ON THE INTRUSIVENESS OF FOREIGNERS. 
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We were geing a journey. Now, we had tipped an official, as the good English custom is, to keep the station private tor us, as also the train in which we were to 
travel, and the adjacent traims, and the liae ; for an Englishman loves to travel in p-ivacy. 
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But, mark y.u, wat was our indignation at secing another traveller, a strange iatruder, make fur the v-ry train we were in! The guard, good fellow, didal he could; 
but the miscreant traveller forced his pres-nce upon us, eateriag a cempartment at the other end of the train | 
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That journey, for us, was spoilt! We hate bei rded ; i j 
ney, » Was 1 ! ng crowded ; and lack of elbow-room is, to us, death. Then—after that— t i iled ; 
the inuuder won// sit upon the same beach with us. Then we noted him, and all was explained. He was a heclauer, seca ped wee at be nah ot ad 
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GREAT LOSS OF POWER, AND GENEI 
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SHORT, AND TO THE POINT. 


Napoleon Stubbs.—‘** Then you absolutely refuse me, Miss Aggie?” 

Miss Aggie.—**1 do!” 

N. S.—** But are you aware that Iam worth Three Hundred Thou- 
sand Pounds?” 

Miss A.—“‘1 am; and I know it is a// you are worth,” 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AMONG THE 
GROUSE. 


Do I care for ze moors? Zat is vat Jollidogue, mon ami, demand of 
me, and en réponse I demand of him if he mean ze Black-a-Moore-also- 
Burgess? Zen Jollidogue enquire at whom I am getting. I reply I 
desire to arrive at vat he mean, if not Moore of ze minstrels, is it Moore 
of ze ** Minstrel Boy”? Jollidogue say zat is enough of my nonsense. 
I reply ‘‘ Bien! No more.” 

Zat bring my ole pal to his subject, ze moors. He demand do I 
shoot? Shoot, I say—oftens—lot of times. I have shoot several. 
Indeed, zare have been occasions ven I have hit ze sing at vich I aim. 
Zen I learn from Jollidogue zat he have a shooting-box in the Highland, 
to vich vill I accompany him? 

Sare, mon rédacteur ! zat was days ago. Depuis cela I have been to 
ze moors, and, like ze ozzare Moor of Venice, I can tell of moving 
incidents by flood and field. I have esmelt powdare, also gore—ze 
gore of grouse! of dog! of man! Vare I go now, vit my gun upon 
my shouldare, zey vill know me, and—zey vill get out of ze vay. 

It vas before ze break of day, also before ze break of our fast, zat 
Jollidogue, myself, and ozzare sportsmans, ve let loose ze dogs of var, 
and take our breach loadares, of vich ve are to be ze pointares. I say 
to myself, ‘*‘ Farewells. Adieu, la belle France! Adieu, patric / 
Before ze sun zat is now rising like ze yeast—I mean in ze east—-sall go 
down in ze vest, I may lie upon ze. blood-stained moor—maybe no 
more,’ 

Ve go so far vizout meeting ze enemy, zat ze spirit of my martial 
nation is arouse, I am athirst for blood. My comrades observe ze fire 
of my eye. Zey are in terror of ze fire of my eye—also ze fire of my 
gun. Suddenly ze game dog rush forward, his nose to ze ground, his 





ze enemy, ze grouse ; he retreat—in flying column. Ze spirit of ze Old 
Guard cannot be held in check. I fire. Some von say ** Damn!” but 
I fire again and again madly. I am full of ze frenzy of heroes. Zey 
cannot see me for :moke, nor I zem. Nozzing can be heard but ze roar 
of artillery— my artillery—ze shriek of dog, and ze shout, oué, ze groans 
of men. Some von knock out of my hand my arm, my firearm. I am 
seized. I ama prisoner. Around me lie some of my brave comrades, 
and also some dog, but ze enemy, ze grouse, he have flown! He have 
retreat. I have beaten him. 

Maintenant, my comrades zey do not entare into ze spirit of the 
victory. Je comprends! Jis ont jaloux! Zey have not any of ze glory, 
vich is all mine alone. Jollidogue ask zem to pardon me, he say per- 
haps I am more accustom to ze grouse drive, and I say, ** Mais oui! 
Voila! 1 have drive zem avay.”” Ve proceed, ze ozzares by zemself, I 
by myself. Aha! I vill show zem. Soon & chien, ze brave dog, he vat 
zey call stand a bird. I understand, presently ze bird fly, and I let fly 
also my gun ; zen ze dog he fly too, his legs between his tail, and his 











tail to ze sky. Zen he stand firm as a rock, and I say to myself, | 
‘*Ze offspring of ze soldier of Jena, he is ready!"’ Zare isa rush of | 





shrieks are pitoyables. He have stood ze game, he cannot stand me. 
My blood is up. I fire again, and I take off Jollidogue his shooting 
cap. Anold monsieur, uncle to Jollidogue, he call me murderer. I 
vill be revenge. I vould call him to ze duel, but zat our only veapons 
are zose vat vill kill. 

As ve tramp tro ze heazzare ze keepares are keepares of long distance. 
I have no more ammunition, no more cartridge of pin fire. All ze rest 
have vat zey call ze needle. I approach zem, Ven zey learn I have no 
more foudre a canon zey \et me approach. have many braces of 
grouse. I have no braces, only my shooting belt. I ask for more car- 
tridge. Jollidogue look at my gun; he say my gun is too small bore 
for ze cartridge I have use. His uncle say I am too great bore. He 
say I should shoot vit number 6 of cartridge. Bon! I vill! Ven 
I have more cartridge zey retire. I go load my gun. It sall be 
bad for ze grouse zis time. I load. I put von cartridge in my breach, 
and zen down ze muzzle I poke cartridge numbare two, zen ze sird, ze 
fours, ze fives, apres tout, last of all I ram in vit my fingare numbare 
six. I put six also in ze pzzare barrel. I valk along in silence. I 
offare ze Scotch keepare Irish vhisky, and he say he vill put up a good 
bird for me. Let ze bird bevare! 

Sudden ze dog vich is alive, stand again, and up go ze birds. Von, 
two, tree, evare so many, like a cloud. Jollidogue say, ‘‘ My bird.” 
He fire; down come ze von bird. His uncle say, ‘‘ My bird ;” down 
come annozare. Zen ze keepare call to me, ‘‘ Now, sir, bird 
over!” I raise my gun. I shut myeyes. I pull two triggers at von 
time!!! 

I have been in bed many veeks; so have ve all. Zey sink Jollidogue 
vill live, also his uncle—perhaps. It is even possible ze keepares may 
survive. Zey hope lI sall die. Ze dogs, von is dead, ze ozzares have 
nevare been seen since. But voz/a/ zey found ze grouse bird dead ; ze 
head of him some mile away, von of his vings some ozzare miles— 
annozzare vay. I did not shoot, I did not bleed—in vain, I conquered. 
Vive la gloire! Vive la France! also Vive le sport! 
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New Leaves. 


The Leisure Hour, The Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, and 
The Girls Own Paper are all full of ably-illustrated contents, suitable 
to the tastes of their respective readers; and abundance of matter to suit 
all tastes may be found in Household Words.—The Young Man is very 
good this month.—We have derived considerable amusement from 
reading ‘‘ Martha Spreull,” edited by Zachary Fleming (Glasgow : David 
Bryce & Son), for in these ‘‘ Chapters in the Life of a Single Wum- 
man” the homeliness of Martha’s nature is easily discerned through the 
quaint way she has of relating her experience.—Hasten to become 
possessed of ‘‘A Midsummer Madness,” written by Arthur T. Pask, 
with pictures drawn by Maurice Greiffenhagen, and issued from the 
Judy office. It is a splendid new departure in shilling illustrated 
books, and a dainty delicacy for the drawing-room table. The author 
is at his best, and the freshness, tenderness, and simplicity of style dis- 
played so conspicuously in the story is happily caught and embodied 
in the delicately wrought out illustrations. Altogether, this union of 
talents has produced an exquisite work of art. Purchasers will be 
pleased to perceive that a similar volume will speedily follow. 








SUMMER SKETCHES.—No. 4. 











A BLOW BY THe SRA. 
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A Delightful Discovery, 


[‘‘ It seems clear,” says the G/ode, “that bards had 
hereditary rights and privileges — and that those privi- 
leges took the form of exempiion from taxes,” &c., &c.] 

Ou! what’s this that I read? 
It is startling, indeed, 
And sets my heart thrilling with pleasure ; 
I have read it nme : 
And my senses are dazed, 

And my spirits are gay beyond measure, 
By trade I’m a bard, 
Whom I trust you regard 

As needful as Earth to its axis; 
Yet, till now, I forsooth, 
Never knew the blest truth— 

That a bard is exempt from all taxes ! 


I have paid, I confess, 
Up to date (more or less) 
The taxes imposed by my nation ; 
All unwitting that those 
Who don’t write in mere prose 
Should be free from all sorts of taxation. 
Now I find I’m exempt, 
I shall treat with contempt 
The tax fiend, though angry he waxes ; 
** Avaunt!” I will say, 
** These demands I'll not pay— 
Z’m a bard, so exempt from all taxes!” 


Lo, the tax man draws near, 
But of him £’ve no fear, 
I'll exclaim, ‘* Go away, I’m a poet ; 
And we slaves of the muse 
May, I find, all refuse 
To pay any taxes !”»—— 
« * ” . 7 
O, blow it! 
This idea is a sell, 
And I feel it full well; 
Our collector, who never /oo lax is, 
My grand plea has defied, 
And, what’s worse, he beside 
Has distrained on yours truly for taxes ! 





A Warning. 


(Specially dedicated to the sleeping Street 
Inspectors of my Parish.) 


O, List ye well to what I sing, 
And muse ye when I’ve done, 
That what I sing’s no funny thing, 

Although it’s sung in Fun. 


The summer months are here at last— 
The hottest in the year, 

The burning days are passing fast 
With countenance severe. 


’Tis true, the sun shines on our heads— 
Thrice welcome be its heat !— 

Alas ! no being heeds nor dreads 
The danger at our feet, 


Beneath our roads of fetid clay— 
Around our very homes— 

An iron serpent threads its way, 
And poisons as it roams, 


About the drains the children romp, 
For innocent are they 

That fever, rising from the swamp, 
Will kill them at their play. 


For thus Disease will act its part, 
While street-inspectors doze ; 

A terror dwells within my heart— 
A stench within my nose ! 





_ DuRING the last week in July 86,000 Ber- 
liners took their annual bath in the River 
Spree, and vat a larks they had in the water to 
be sure. The fish took the matter very seri- 
ously though, and migrated up stream rapidly. 
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SENTIMENT AT MARGATE. 


Mr. Crasus Candlewich,—‘** Now, TO COME TO THE POINT, Miss SPANGLER, Here ON 
THIS SPOT—THIS BREEZY SPOT—I HOFFER YOU MY ’AND AND MY ‘RART!” 

Miss Spangle.—‘* BUT YOU'VE ONLY BEEN A WIDOWER SOME SIX MONTHS, Mr. 
CANDLEWICK ; HOW CAN YOU POSSIBLY THINK OF MARRYING AGAIN $0 SOON?” 

Mr. C. C.—** Lor BLESS YOU, Miss SPANGLE#, IF I MAY DRAW A SIMILE#S, A Fost 
MARRIAGE AIN’T NOTHINK MORE THAN A LIGHT LOVE-LUNCH, AS SORT OF PAVES 
THE WAY FOR THE SOLID, LASTIN’ AND SUBSTANTIAL THRER®-AND-SIXPENNY Love- 
DINNER OF THE SECOND. I WON’T ASK FOR YOUR ANSWER STRAIGHT OFF, AS 11'S 
GETTIN’ JUST ABOUT TIME FOR THE 7AR/L/A DE HOTTE!” 
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‘* PLease, yer Wortchip,” I wants asummins ag’in my ‘usband for beatin’ me,” said a bu . 
looking young woman toa magistrate. ‘‘ Why did he beat you?” asked his Worship. **'Cos 
I sat hup for ’im last night,” was the reply. ‘‘ Why did you trouble to do so? remarked 
his Worship. ‘‘’Cos he allus gives me a hidin’ if I dares to go to bed afore he comes home, 
answered the sad-eyed woman, rubbing her optics suggestively. ‘‘ I'll send him an invitation 
to meet me here the day after to-morrow,” said the magistrate. ‘' but don’t tre’t him ‘ash, 


sir,” pleaded the bungry-looking young woman. 
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SHORT, AND TO THE POINT. 


Napoleon Stubbs.—‘** Then you absolutely refuse me, Miss Aggie ?” 

Miss Aggie.—**1 do!” 

N. S.—** But are you aware that Iam worth Three Hundred Thou- 
sand Pounds?” 

Miss A.— “1 am; and I know it is a// you are worth.” 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AMONG THE 
GROUSE. 


Do I care for ze moors? Zat is vat Jollidogue, mon ami, demand of 
me, and en réponse I demand of him if he mean ze Black-a-Moore-also- 
Burgess? Zen Jollidogue enquire at whom I am getting. I reply I 
desire to arrive at vat he mean, if not Moore of ze minstrels, is it Moore 
of ze ** Minstrel Boy”? Jollidogue say zat is enough of my nonsense. 
I reply ‘* Bien! No more.” 

Zat bring my ole pal to his subject, ze moors, He demand do I 
shoot? Shoot, I say—oftens—lot of times. I have shoot several. 
Indeed, zare have been occasions ven I have hit ze sing at vich I aim. 
Zen I learn from Jollidogue zat he have a shooting-box in the Highland, 
to vich vill I accompany him? 

Sare, mon rédacteur ! zat was daysago. Depuis cela I have been to 
ze moors, and, like ze ozzare Moor of Venice, I can tell of moving 


incidents by flood and field. I have esmelt powdare, also gore—ze 
gore of ! of dog! of man! Vare I go now, vit my gun upon 
my zey vill know me, and—zey vill get out of ze vay. 


Jollidags Pee tek of day, also before - break et» Da ong 
myself, ozzare sportsmans, ve let loose ze of var, 
and Ga toe toeach loadares, of vich ve are to be ze pointares. I say 
to myself, ‘‘ Farewells, Adieu, la belle France! Adieu, patric / 
Before ze sun zat is now rising like ze yeast—I mean in ze east—sall go 
down in ze vest, I may lie upon ze blood-stained moor—maybe no 
more,’ 
Ve go so far vizout meeting ze enemy, zat ze spirit of my martial 
nation is arouse. I am athirst for blood. My comrades observe ze fire 
of my eye. Zey are in terror of ze fire of my eye—also ze fire of my 
gun. Suddenly ze game dog rush forward, his nose to ze ground, his 
tail to ze sky. Zen he stand firm as a rock, and I say to myself, 
*“*Ze offspring of ze soldier of Jena, he is ready!” Zare isa rush of 
ze enemy, ze grouse; he retreat—in flying column. Ze spirit of ze Old 
Guard cannot be held in check. I fire, Some von say ** Damn!” but 
I fire again and again madly, I am full of ze frenzy of heroes. 
— see me for :moke, nor I cm Np but ze roar 
artillery— my artillery—ze shriek ze t, oud, ze 
of men, Sinks senrtanech, oat alae oy ae, my firearm. a PN 
seized. Tama - Around me lie some of my brave comrades, 
and also some dog, but ze enemy, ze grouse, he have flown! He have 
— I have beaten him, ‘ 

‘aintenant, my comrades zey do not entare into ze spirit of the 
victory. Fe comprends | 4s ont jaloux! Zey have not oly ot ze glory, 
vich is all mine alone. Jollidogue ask zem to pardon me, he say per- 
haps I am more accustom to ze grouse drive, and I say, ** Mais oui! 
Voila! 1 have drive zem avay.” Ve proceed, ze ozzares by zemself, I 
by myself. Aha! I vill show zem. Soon & chien, ze brave dog, he vat 
zey call stand a bird. I understand, tly ze bird fly, and I let fly 
also my gun ; zen ze dog he fly too, his legs between his tail, and his 








shrieks are pitoyables. He have stood ze game, he cannot stand me. 


My blood is up. I fire again, and I take off Jollidogue sat Sia | 
. Anold monsieur, uncle to Jollid he call me murderer. 
vill be sevenge. I vould call him to ze duel, but zat our only veapons 

As ve tramp tro ze heazzare ze keepares are k es of long distance. 
I have no more ammunition, no more cartridge of pin fire. All ze rest 
have vat zey call ze needle. I approach zem. Ven zey learn I have no 
more foudre 2 canon zey let me approach. have many braces of 
grouse. I have no braces, only my shooting belt. I ask for more car- 
tridge. Jollid look at my gun; he say my gun is too small bore 
for ze colteidentl Taive use. His uncle say I am too great bore. He 


say I should shoot vit number 6 of cartridge. Son! I vill! Ven 
I have more cartridge zey retire. I go load my ) san It sall be 
bad for ze grouse zis time. I load. I put von cartridge in my breach, 


and zen down ze muzzle I poke cartridge numbare two, zen ze sird, ze 
fours, ze fives, apres tout, last of all I ram in vit my fi e numbare 
six. I put six also in ze ozzare barrel. I valk along in silence, I 
offare ze Scotch keepare Irish vhisky, and he say he vill put up a good 
bird for me. Let ze bird bevare ! 

Sudden ze dog vich is alive, stand again, and up go ze birds. Von, 
two, tree, evare so many, like a cloud. Jollidogue say, ‘* My bird.” 
He fire; down come ze von bird. His uncle say, ‘‘ My bird ;” down 
come annozare. Zen ze keepare call to me, ‘* Now, sir, bird 
over!” I raise my gun. I shut myeyes. I pull two triggers at von 
time!!! 

I have been in bed many veeks ; so have ve all. Zey sink Jollidogue 
vill live, also his uncle—perhaps. It is even possible ze keepares may 
survive, Zey hope I sall die. Ze dogs, von is dead, ze ozzares have 
nevare been seen since. But voi/a/ zey found ze grouse bird dead ; ze 
head of him some mile away, vou of his vings some ozzare miles— 
annozzare vay. I did not shoot, I did not bleed—in vain, I conquered, 
Vive la gloire! Vive la France! also Vive le sport! 





New Leaves. 


The Leisure Hour, The Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, and 
The Girls Own Paper are all full of ably-illustrated contents, suitable 
to the tastes of their respective readers; and abundance of matter to suit 
all tastes may be found in Household Words.—The Young Man is very 
good this month.—We have derived considerable amusement from 
reading ‘* Martha Spreull,” edited by Zachary Fleming (Glasgow : David 
Bryce & Son), for in these ‘‘ Chapters in the Life of a Single Wum- 
man” the homeliness of Martha’s nature is easily discerned through the 
quaint way she has of relating her experience.—Hasten to become 
possessed of ‘A Midsummer Madness,” written by Arthur T. Pask, 
with pictures drawn by Maurice Greiffenhagen, and issued from the 

ly office. It is a splendid new departure in shilling illustrated 

ks, and a dainty delicacy for the drawing-room table. The author 
is at his best, and the freshness, tenderness, and simplicity of style dis- 
played so icuously in the story is happily caught and embodied 
in the delicately wrought out illustrations. Altogether, this union of 
talents has produced an exquisite work of art. Purchasers will be 
pleased to perceive that a similar volume will speedily follow. 








SUMMER SKETCHES—No. 4. 
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L meee 


Ox! what's this that I read? 

It is startling, indeed, 
And sets my heart ime with pleasure ; 

I have tead it amazed, . 
iis And my senses are ome 

my spirits are gay nd measure, 

B ane I’m a bard, 

om I trust you regard 

As needful as Earth to its axis; 

Yet, till now, I forsooth, 

Never knew the blest truth— 
That a bard is exempt from all taxes ! 


I have paid, I confess, 
Up to date (more or less) 
The taxes imposed by my nation ; 
All unwitting that those 
Who don’t write in mere prose 
Should be free from all sorts of taxation. 
Now I find I’m exempt, 
I shall treat with contempt 
The tax fiend, though angry he waxes ; 
** Avaunt !” I will say, 
** These demands I’ll not pay— 
Z’m a bard, so exempt from all taxes !” 


Lo, the tax man draws near, 
But of him I’ve no fear, 

I'll exclaim, *‘ Go away, I’m a poet ; 
And we slaves of the muse 
May, I find, all refuse 

To pay any taxes |”—— 

* co * * * 
O, blow it! 
This idea is a sell, 
And I feel it full well ; 

Our collector, who never foo lax is, 
My grand plea has defied, 

And, what’s worse, he beside 

Has distrained on yours truly for taxes ! 





A Warning. 
(Specially dedicated to the sleeping Street 
Inspectors of my Parish.) 
O, LIsT ye well to what I sing, 
And muse ye when I’ve done, 
That what I sing’s no funny thing, 
Although it’s sung in Fun. 


The summer months are here at last— 
The hottest in the year, 

The burning days are passing fast 
With countenance severe. 


’Tis true, the sun shines on our heads— 
Thrice welcome be its heat !— 

Alas! no being heeds nor dreads 
The danger at our feet, 


Beneath our roads of fetid clay— 
Around our very homes— 

An iron serpent threads its way, 
And poisons as it roams, 


About the drains the children romp, 
For innocent are they 

That fever, rising from the swamp, 
Will kill them at their play. 


For thus Disease will act its part, 
While street-i ors doze ; 

A terror dwells within my heart— 
A stench within my nose ! 





_ DuRING the last week in July 86,000 Ber- 
liners took their annual bath in the River 
Spree, and vat a larks they had in the water to 
be sure. The fish took the matter very seri- 
ously though, and migrated up stream rapidly. 
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SENTIMENT AT MARGATE, 


Mr. Craesus Candlewick.—** Now, TO COME TO THE POINT, Miss SPANGLE, HERE ON 
THIS SPOT—THIS BREEZY SPOT—I HOFFER YOU MY ’AND AND MY ‘EART!” 

Miss Spangle.—‘* BUT YOU'VE ONLY BEEN A WIDOWER SOME SIX MONTHS, MR. 
CANDLEWICK ; HOW CAN YOU POSSIBLY THINK OF MARRYING AGAIN SO SOON?” 

Mr. C. C.—** LOR BLESS YOU, Miss SPANGLE, IF I MAY DRAW A SIMILES, A Fost 
MARRIAGE AIN’T NOTHINK MORE THAN A LIGHT LOVE-LUNCH, AS SORT OF PAVES 
THE WAY FOR THE SOLID, LASTIN’ AND SUBSTANTIAL THRER-AND-SIXPENNY Love- 
DINNER OF THE SECOND. I WON’T ASK FOR YOUR ANSWER STRAIGHT OFF, AS 11'S 
GETTIN’ JUST ABOUT TIME FOR THE 7TARSLB DE HOTTE!* 








- ome 


‘¢Prgase, yer Wortchip,” I wants a summins my ‘usband for beatin’ me,” said a . 
looki poles wou oy magistrate. Why id be beat you?” asked his W - 

I sat hup for ‘im last night,” was the —. “Why did you trouble to do so? remarked 
his Worship. ‘‘’Cos he allus gives me a hidin’ if I dares to go to bed afore he comes home, 

answered the sad-eyed woman, rubbing her optics suggestively. ‘‘I’ll send him an invitation 
to meet me here the day after to-morrow,” said the magistrate. ‘‘ But don’t tre’t him ’arsh, 








sir,” pleaded the hungry-looking young woman, 
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A THOROUGH REMEDY. 


Tus is how it happexed :—JoserH Wincu, Buitpger, or Low — 


HALL VILLA, SPRINGFIELD ROAD, WALTHAMSTOW, was summoned | 
by the Laal 


Board of Health 


for erecting 








buildings in 

if i Hartington 
fl : f Read, Wal- 

u { thamstow, of 

' soft bricks, and 


¢ Ce mil without mortar. 
BA Sg, ve ny THETA: f The surveyor 
at . ~ } Hi } Hy could see through 
Ks my MeN , the walls in 
a places. There 
were other little 
& = "Fon errors also, 
= et ~  Jostph had pre- 
> \a ® ~~ ary. been 
A ~— <i go ’ served with three 
oS a ® Ah notices, In Fan- 
| uary last Foe 
had been fined 

for a similar offence. He was now fined £3, and £1 115. costs. 

And were those erring houses that Joe built ordered to be pulled down 
also? No such event is mentioned. Must we therefore conclude that 
they were not? No, no; we cannot lend our countenance to a conclu- 
sion which would either brand our laws as a deliberate and intentional 
fraud, or our magistrates as resolved to render those laws a useless 
laug hing-stock. o, no; we hold that those hovels must have been 
ordered to be pulled down, Oh, yes! 

Bat to our story. We wandered in the outskirts of the metropolis 
amid a brand-new, and as yet unripe, growth of ‘‘ villas.” There we 
found the gentle speculative builder building. To air our knowledge of 
building, we began to converse to him of lime, hair, cement, bricks, 
brestsummers, and footings; but he seemed unacquainted with the | 
terms, and knew but the words *‘mud,” ‘“* brickbats,” ‘‘laths,” and | 
“* damaged 7 by 2’s.” 

** Bat why, good builder, do you keep your hand against the wall as 
you build? Is it a religious observance?” we asked. And he replied, 
** Nay ; it’s lest the wall perchance should fall ere the house be so!d.” 

Then we said, ‘* But, peradventure, they will fine you for building 
thus.” And he replied, “They will.” ‘* But that,” we said, “ will 
distress or ruin you?” And the building one replied, ‘‘ Nay; I calcu- 









Yo 





late to save thirty good pounds per house of all this row by using mud 

and brickbats. I shall be fined some three pounds per house, thus 

gaining still a balance of twenty-seven good pounds per house ; and so 
t ” 


And this talk somehow reminded us of bold Joseph Winch, of Low 
Hall Villa, Walthamstow ; and set us a-wondering whether those build- 
ings of his had really been ordered to be demolished, or were of a verity 
to remain up as a y Arson to the public for good and all. We would 
fain know how this matter was left. We fear we must conclude that 





Joe’s cabins are to be left standing. . . . But to our story. 

And anon we met a man; and the man said, “I am about to live in | 
one of the houses built of mud by the builder with whom you held con- | 
verse. 

And so the man went into occupation ; and in a month we visited | 
him: and as we 
sat in converse, 
the walls crack- 
ed so loudly, 
and so oft, that 
we went in fear; 
also, through 
great gaps re- 
sulting from 
** settlements,” 
we caught plea- 


sant glimpses of 
green fields. 

Then we said 
to the tenant, 
“Fear ye not 
lest the house 
deseend upon 


crush ye like a 
beetle ?” 

And the tenant said, “‘ Nay ; our laws are framed to protect me from 
os) | eee mischance. They have fined the builder three good peunds, 
and that will prevent the house frem falling in.” And we marvelled 


| 





| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 





effect of the laws. And, the laws being so good, we dare 
ones Winch’s caravans have been allowed to remain up 


rotten buildings; at least they would 
seem . «» » But to our narrative. 

* get the tenant: and the drains were bad, and oh so 
bad ; nay, they existed not. And we asked of the tenant :—** Fear ye 
not typhoid and the wild diphtheria?” But he replied, “‘Nay. For 

hich our builder included the drains also in the fine: 
wherefore they cannot give us typhoid by reason of the protection of the 
a he ee 
And once more we called upon the tenant; and the house had 
fallen and pulverized him ; and typhoid and diphtheria had carried him 
away, as also his whole family, and the cat. And we said, “‘ Now are 
ye sorry that ye took this house?” But he made reply, “Nay! For 
these mishaps are but a mistake made by the laws of nature and of 
vitation, which forgot for the moment that the builder had been 
Eoed three good pounds, and the thing thus remedied. As these 
things were not intended to happen we will consider them as not 
having happened, and are thus content.” And so the whole thing was 
quite satisfactory, owing to the excellence of our laws: and we must 
conclude that brave Joe Winch’s sheds in merry Walthamstow may 


remain up to be a blessing. 


—_—— — 
i cements 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe EpiTor or “Fon.” 


Sir,—As you know, my private house is full of parties shooting 
grouse. I do not mean to say, of cors, that they are shooting them 
indoors. I mean I have a lot of folks come down to bag my birds (and 
smokes). And ev'ry morn they sally forth, now east, now west, now 
south, now north, with springing step and cheery port, to have their 
little bit of sport ; and ev'ry ev ning they return, with aspect sober— 
almost stern, with faces red, and foot that lags, and tales of most 
tremendous bags, of clever shots and such delights, and most ¢remendous 
appetites. I never join them, and this move they seem to thoroughly 
approve. My aged limbs are scarcely made for moors without a bit of 
shade, and so, I think, it shows my mous, I let them go and 
shoot the grouse; and though, of course, the birds are mine, I never 
see them—till I dine. Why don’t you come, and bring your gun? 
There’s, after dinner, lots of fun; I think you'd rather like the 
place—at any rate, I'll send a brace. They're off upon their usual 
dance across the moors, and so the chance I seize to write this tip, old 


chap, about 








THE Esor HANDICAP. 


Ou, what with the horses which haven’t been entered, 
And what with the horses which aren’t to run, 
And what with attention that’s otherwise centred, 
And what with the betting which hasn’t been done, 
And what with the doubts about trainers and riders, 
And what with the imposts increasing each day, 
And what with the duffers who act as deciders 
(The Prophet among them), what am I to say? 


You go for King Monmouth—and show me his betters ! 
And, getting good money, feel cocky a bit, 
Till someone, who writes in them newspaper letters, 
He ups and he says as the horse isn’t fit ! 
Then Cactus you back out-and-out for the winner, 
And pride yourself greatly on what you have done, 
When, bless you, that party (a spilin’ your dinner) 
He ups and he says as it isn’t to run. 


Scotilla you presently feel you’re a mash on, 
And think your sagacity hard to be matched, 
Till someone informs you you’ve planted your cash on 
An animal pretty well sure to be scratched ! 
Then Givendale pleases you much, and you back hia, 
And feel that at last you are making your game, 
Till up comes that party (confusion attack him !) 
And blandly informs you the animal’s lame ! 


Well, Oliver Twist is the favourite, truly, 
And Oliver Twist may be likely to score, 

But be not, ye backers, exalted unduly 
For ye who have Oliver won't ask for more! 

But this is the tip the Old Prophet affords you, 
Whatever the business you do or have done 

(I wish you good luck in it, looking towards you), 
Just let people know that you mean “‘ with a run.” 


I trust you'll none of you let slip the chance that’s given by this tip. 


_ And, thereupon, the Prophet thinks he will indulge in forty winks. 


Within the ‘grounds, I beg to say, I have a little stock of hay—I’ll 
go and lie upon a truss. Yours drowsily, TROPHONIUS. 
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THE ADVANTAGES OF FOLDING DOORS. 





4 
s Af f 
= 4 v4 seh 
Lucy.—** WELL, IF YOU MUST GO, Mr. YouncER—— Bur 
COME AGAIN SOON; WE’RE ALWAYS MOST PLEASED TO SEE 


you.” 











Charlie.—‘*I SAY, HARK AT Locy, SIs, BUITERING UP 
THAT Mr, YOUNGER; AND YOU KNOW HOW SHE HATES 
HIM, AND IS ALWAYS TAKING HIM OFF,” 


= 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonDay—Lords.—Wemyss takes up the ré% of Cassandra, and 
warns modern Troy against approaching disaster. Or shall we compare 
him to a later Rupert of Debate, undertaking a later mission to stem a 
later tide of a later democracy? Or, again, to the historical old lady 
who endeavoured, with an historical broom, to sweep back an historical 


sea? 
Commons.—Varley doesn’t like the Pav. Well, Fun has with plea- 
































"A very poor show, I'm afrsid, William.” “ Yes, m'Lerd, we should have got 
on better if it hac n't been for that old party next door.” 


sure listened to the artistes at that abode of light and song ; he has also 
with pain listened to Varley, and he knows which he likes best. He 


might go to the Pav. again, but he doesn’t think he will trouble much 


_ —Churchill dtawing the Brum badger—Bradlaugh wrestling with 
| Gosset—Trevelyan turning his coat—The sacrifice of Churchill, the 
_ Chancellor, at the Altar of Economy—The Vane Sir William Harcourt 
| as a weathercock. Coal mines again. Not a minor matter. 


to eight defeated. House still deep in mines, and all reports to-night 
taken on Pitman’s system. 





about Varley. Rules and Regulations of Mining under discussion. 
J UN interested, being a miner himself, and frequently sinking shafts— 
of wit. gO: 
Tuesday—Lords.—Lord Denman moves second reading of Duration 
of Speeches in Parliament Bill. Peers recommend the worthy old 
gentleman to illustrate his subject by shortening his own oration, and, 
as usual, sit upon the amiable and harmless crotchet-monger. 
Commons.—De Lisle is informed by Plunket that mosaics in central 
lobby not proceeded with for want of suitable subjects! FuN suggests 
a few of many which occur to him :—Lord Cross as he heard the smile 


Wednesday.—Williamson’s proposal to limit colliers’ working hours 


Thursday.—Lord Dunraven not turning up to move resolutions as to 
War Office reform, Lords, after they have done ravin’, go home sing- 
ing ** We’ve got no work to do.” 

Commons.—Lords’ amendments. 








Hung. 
RONDEAU. 


THAT I was hung is an undoubted fact, 

And yet I am not dead, though I was hung ! 
I'd taken off her head ; it was an act 

For which, ’twas said, my neck should have been wrung ! 
’Twas in my studio that I attackt 

Her beauty—she was very fair and young— 

And there I did the deed, awhile she sung. 
Therefore it was—though some said I was crackt— 

That I was hung. 


My character unkindly people blackt, 
And said I'd murdered her! But not among 


Her friends were these. I also never lackt 
For praises of my work from R.A.’s tongue, 
For it was on *‘ THE LINE” —to be exact— 
That I was hung. 





in Sessi held recently, there was a sad paucity of 
cdeumen, Tie nano B looked deadly drear, and the Recorder, with 
salt tears of sorrow in his eyes, apologised to the grand jury for bringing 
them away business for so little work. The , however. 


from grand jury 
into a state of morbid melancholia at their lack of employ- 


id not la : a 
a they bore up manfully under the distressing circumstances. One 


ood-natured soul among them volunteered to go out and do a little bit 


4 : ‘ : : 
f daylight robbery with violence, just to make things even and pleasant, 
ane the judge would try him first on the list; but legal hitches 


came in, and his proposition was not entertained, 
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THE SLEEPING BEAUTY. 


And as Dion watched the boy, 

Young Endymion, fair and coy, 

Wrapt in dreams of love and joy 
’Neath the silver moon, 


ALL upon a summer day, 

Like a sleeping nymph she lay, 
Wooed to slumber by the ray 
Of the sun at noon. 




































So, beside her form I stept, Yes, the myth was thus reversed, 

And my vigil near her kept. But the pretty fancy nursed 

Ah ! this time the goddess slept, In my brain was soon dispersed— 
And the youth adored. Angelina snored ! 


























In a Bad Way. 
(Sez CARTOON.) 


Dr. JOHN BULL (examining the Invalid Lora 
Salisbury ). 


H’M, yes; you’re undoubtedly shaky, 
Your nerves are distinctly unstrung. 

Your tongue? (put it out !)—Very flaky— 
I don’t like the look of that tongue. 

You have met with a shock or two lately, 
And your outlook is gloomy to view ; 


All this has unsettled you greatly— 
Yes, that’s what’s the matter with you ! 





Are you sure now, that some bye-election 
(Or several) don’t prey on your mind ? 

I thought so! and hence this dejection, 
And the touches of sadness I find. 

Your pulse is most feeble and low, sir, 
Round your eyes are deep circles of blue ; 

Debility’s symptoms you show, sir— 
Yes, that’s what’s the matter with you ! 








In fact, my Lord S., you’ve great weakness, 
Your strength is fast wasting away ; 
I can tell it is so, by your meekness. 
You’ve no spirit to join in the fray. 
You must give up your Government diet, 
And then you perhaps may pull through. 
Resignation you want, and then quiet. 
Yes, that’s what’s the matter with you. 








Fust Out. Price One Shilling. 
JACK OF HEARTS. 
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Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process. 
Ask your Stationer ‘or a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C. BRANDAUER and Co.'s 
Pen Works, BIRMINGHAM: or to their Wholesale 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue Avexvue.—They’ve ‘cut the cackle” 
A wonderfully clever 


at this theatre for once, 
and amusing set of 


‘and come to the ‘osses.” 








| osses they are, too, and ficiently free from ostentation, considering 
| their ability. They are not quite so comical as the programme which 
| describes their manceavres (as they are intended to be) and details their 
| inmost thoughts and opinions on the various points involved, but when 
| you see that programme you will understand thedifficulties, and realize their 
| unsurmountable nature. The performance being a circus performance, 
suffers from a given in a theatre, moreover, two hours ‘oss with no 
relief beyor the occasional dropping of the curtain and the performance 
of an orches'ra with a novel practice of playing overture: all the evening, 


sc 


ven with an extraordinary lease” solo on the cornet 


thrown in, is rather ex’eseting. 
, 


go-as-you-p 





PROCEEDINGS commence with the ringing of a bell, whereupon the 
animals (twelve horses and a donkey) trot across the stage one by one, a 
satchel about the neck of each, indicating that they are bound for school. 
** The second bell,” remarks the programme, ‘‘ shows the good discipline by 
the scholars coming of their own accord from wild 1 confusi on to perfect 
order to receive their teacher.” Never mind the grammar, but note the 
confusion is as far from ‘‘ wild” as the order is from ‘‘ perfect.” But no 
matter. The teacher (whose strong dialectical English bespeaks him a 
descendant of the Pilgrim Fathers) has his hat and coat taken, and a 
chair presented to him by his equine scholars ; ; the monitor’s ‘ delin- 
quent book ”’ is presented, an incorrect ‘‘ sum ” ex punged—or shall I say 
**ex-sponged ’—from the blackboard, and various suppositious delin- 
quencies expiated (two of the animals being ‘‘ stood on the form’ ’) all at 
the word of command, ‘Vi ictor, the Equine Beauty,” then, ‘‘in his 
remarkable equine rationality,” performs the old circus tricks of circling 
to the right or left, and lying down to sleep, all at the word of command 
and certain vei-dennseiiebe known to ring-masters, 





AFTER this, according to the announcement, ‘* Hugo distinguishes 
colours.” Needless to say, Hugo does nothing of the sort, though he 
goes -” verly and steadily through a lengthy and interesting trick. 
Bird, ‘a refractory pupil’’ exemplifies another trick, receiving an 
ap ante severe chastisement without flinching. The trick is _ retty 
palpable; but the crack of the whip would be sufficient to disturb the 

serenity of a horse accustoraed to heavy punishment from that weapon, 
so that the trick proves the truth of P rofessor Crocker’s naive assertion 
that he doesn’t punish ‘‘that way.” Some leaping follows, which is 
pretty and very creditable, particularly as the space is limited—one 
animal successively clearing a hurdle and one, two and three horses, 
Frank (after showing some modest reluctance) gave a ‘‘ remarkable ex- 
hibition of horse intelligence” by kicking first with one foot, then with 
the other, and finally, in a burst of emphasis, with both. Bonnie (a 
small pony) followed with the same exercise, even more heartily exe- 
cuted, and the first portion of the entertainment concluded with five of 
the animals, bell in mouth, solemnly wagging their heads about, and 
making a clatter with the resonance of ten thousand muffin boys. The 
effect is ludicrous in the extreme. 


ics 





SZE-SAWING on a plank opens the second part, and very handsome 
the animal who does it solus, looks as he braces himsel f to the perform- 
ance. ‘*Turk” (here comes the programme — *frolls the barrel 


over the plank, and Alger, who is alway for a joke at the 





‘ 
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expense of his playmates, steps om to the plank behind Turk ; and Turk, 
to his utter astonishment, is compelled to roll the barrel to ‘the furthest 
end of the plank before he can get off.” You'll be surprised to see how 
stolidly Alger’s alertness for jocularity is expressed, and perhaps, also, 
to observe that Turk shows no astonishment what ever. A very striking 
trick follows this, three of the horses turning simultaneously on the 
narrow plank. ‘The Great Court Scene” fell rather flat, though it 


looks fanny enough to begin with; and it is remarkable for being per- 

formed by the horses by themselves, no human being appe aring on the 

stage. The animals are grouped in box and on bench, and variously 

labelled judge, jury, witness, lawyers, culpri’ ,&c. The jury retire, bring 

in a verdict of ** not guilty,” the officer releases the prisoner, who bows 
rolitely to the Court, and retires. 
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at this poiat that, the length of the programme beginni ng to 
us, we “were suddenly enlivened with the remarkable cornet 
The placid dignity and decision with which 
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ber Mr. Augustus — will bud 
gyptian pl ay called Nito G by Mi 3s 


t oited by Mizs Sophie 


NODS AND WINKS 
into a matinée, for o: 
—s Graves. The princit 
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Eyre, 


I De expl Sop 
m ecially written.” The play is couched 
‘aah ts let us hope) in blank verse, the au thoress remarks that she 
— less t] even the blankness—than upon the 
uations, fo ccess _ ch Ammon send!) This wiil not be the first 
Nitocris D rury Lane has experienced, for, some two-and-thirty years 
ago, the pao rey energies * of Messrs. E. T. Smith and the great 
Edward Fitzball, brought to bear upon the subject, resulted in a play 
much heralded by ‘‘ bold advertisement ” of deep research, in which one 
of many ‘ ” was the turning on of water taps, whereby a Ban- 
queting Hall, containing conspirators, was flooded to the roof and the 
latter drowned. But, from what I know of the works of both, I will 
back the lady against Edward. as awritist, at any rate. The piece will 
also engage the talents of Miss Alma Murray or Miss Kate Ro = 
is a tantalizing announcement ; why not both ?—‘* Richard Henry ” 
—is—oh, bother, I shall say ‘‘am”—am building up a Seanlantela 
for the Gaiety at Christmas. This isa monster-ous assertion, but true 
nevertheless, and I trust the authors will have a monster benefit. It is 
said that G, Edwardes is buying up all the monster "buses, and there is 
to be a monster demonstration in Hyde Park. More of this anon.—I 
don’t usually circulate announcements that are not sent to me direct, but 
I can’t help triumphantly repeating the news that Miss Lydia Thompson 
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7.)—‘‘ Ah, well, look here, Miss Summer Seesun, my 


SUMMARY. —MaAna 7BR (lo 
regular people are coming back to-morrow, so you can just clear out and trot back to 
the previnces, yer know. 


takes the Strand in hand about the 22nd of next month. There’s some 
talk of the Su/tan of Mocha, but—well, I hope not.—Devil Caresfoot 
has shaken the dust of the Strand off and kicked Zhe Colone! from the 
Comedy, taking his place. NESTOR 
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Bab we HINTS FOR THE HOLIDAYS. : 
—— Ovr notions ef holiday-makiog are too conventional. If we simoly chance cc . . ; ‘ a a P 4 
how eee ye simpiy change our place of abode that is considered sufficient. What is wanted is a thorough ch of 2 
oo cccupaties. At this holiday season, it has occurred to FUN to offer the followicg hints. : ——— ) 
riking ie 
mm the F qo ie 8 
ugh it SY . your 4 8° 
5 Per- . PAGS 
on the . rf 
iously sb 
bring ; ‘i 
bows ad 
 &z + 
reir 
ing to rei 
Cornet : res i 
which aN *, ei ‘ug 
ones AN Wy +e 
nes, NN && 
my Ae 
diness NY 5 f 
er) do 1 Je 
. that 
} most 
same 
stood, _Let - Masher enjoy at once the country Let Master and Scholar in Vacation-time Let the Ladies of the household try domestic service 
air anc the pieasures of roadside stone- simply change positions. for a month or two. There would be pleasing interludes 
breaking. with the policeman and the milkman. 
j M iss 
ophie 
ached 
t she 
1 the 
> first 
years 
great 
play 
h one 
Ban- 
d the 
[ will 
: will 
—this 
” are 
stein 
true 
It is \ 4 
re is . SAS 
bend SS 
, but 
}/pson Let the Bachelor take charge of a family ot Let the Merchamt and his Clerk reverse places. Interesting And let Her Majesty take a well- 
children while Pater and Materfamilias are expressions of opinion might result. earned holiday, and become fro ‘em. a 
** on leave.” sinple citizen. 
be : , 
+i GETTING TO THH END OF IT, fool as all that. I should as soon think of going to a meeting at St. 
THERE will be no more house soon! What house do you mean— James's Hall. NotI. The only meeting I ever went to see on a large 
the workhouse? The House of Commons. Well, as far as I know, a scale was the Reform meeting in Hyde Park, when they pulled down 
¥ good job too. If it was all knocked on the head altogether, /shouldn’t ‘he railings and —_ oe the flowers. I got poked in the —s 7." 
Ve be particularly grieved, I can tell you. What doI care about seeing er oe 5 oan, Ge I shan t forget it in a yh A el rp. My 7 
the papers chock full of speeches—all cackling the same thing about the ™-P.s are so worn out with the session that they will go rig 7 
a same subject? It’s a great pity that we haven’t got another Oliver SS4P© having to bar themselves with keeping open house at home. 
9 Cromwell to come in and clear out the whole thing, neck and crop. They can go abroad if they like, and a good job, too, They can go to 
= The great thing would be mof to report the beggars’ speeches in the | Tangiers if they like, and poke their noses into filthy Arab cotice-shops, 
+r papers, Your country members wouldn’t treat us to muck of it then, 22d poison themselves with grouts. | They can go to Copenhagen if they 
f A fellow doesn’t say now ‘I spoke my best,” but ‘‘ They’ve given mehalf ‘ike, and get stiff necks with sitting in the draughts of the woods. 
r acolumn in the Zimes.” A nice state of things I call that, whatever They can go to Norway and get sunstroke fern gathering, if it aint 
you may think. Now, / like the papers to have something in them raining, which it will be all the time. As if the world couldn't get on t 
+ ° b nn fs 26 — ° 4 
| that’s worth reading about. Say a man murdering his wife for nagging JUSt 45 well without a lot of M.P.s watle about. And the —_ a 
too much, and his getting off afterwards, which would, of course, be quite | 0 be off, wegen — : oy bn I — . mers | seme" 4 all ‘ef 
| right. Ora good breach of promise case, where the humbug of a girl | “BETES Boing to pot ge © the cac ry and Bah —— rn Pi 
loses it. That’s something like news, I say. Some people, though, are the rest of it, for a little time to come at least. , oat 
a So prejudiced : | Diocenes Topas, os 
I always felt sorry for Dumolland, who was guillotined for getting rid 1B 
, . . 
my of the servant girls. I wish he was alive to get rid of the servant girls CeRTAIN good folk of Hanwell wish the name of that particularly 
ck to in this neighbourhoed. The door-steps of the houses in the morning | healthy place altered. Because a lunatic asylum happens to be located 
swarm with giggling creatures. I read the other day that hawks have _ there, these foolish people need not be so hyper-sensitive when vulgar 
ome been seen coming into London. I wish they would get into some of | cockney chaff is flung at them. They should bear in mind that how- 
sfoot the cages about here and carry off the canaries. Beastly squeaking, | ever a name is twisted it sticks, When Mr. Bug thought fit to take out 
‘the tittering things. letters patent, and change his cognomen to Norsfolk-Howard, the 
2. Have I been in the House this session? Well, I'm not quite sucha but there, everybody knows ! 
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| The Ship. 
RONDEL, 


| SHIP coming over the ocean, 
Bringing my lover to me; 
| Tell him my heart with emotion 
| Beats to each pulse of the sea. 
O, for some eye-lighting lotion, 
| So that his form I could see ! 
Ship coming over the ocean, 
| Bringing my lover to me! 


Give me, O sea-gulls! a notion 
Where my beloved one may be ; 
Had I a magical potion 
That would but take me to thee! 
Ship coming over the ocean, 
Bringing my lover to me! 





Sylvan, 


CoMING through the beeches, 
Maidens quaintly drest, 

Like a sketch of Leech’s, 
Beauty at its best. 

Cheeks like blooming peaches— 
Eyes of amethyst ; 

Coming through the beeches, 
Maidens quaintly drest ! 


There is one that reaches 
To my loving breast. 

She—the darling !—teaches 
Me in love to rest. 

Coming through the beeches 
Maidens quaintly drest ! 





ALDERMEN, andother Jon vivants, 
may take an interest in hearing that 
the crops in the Kurrachee district 
_ have been greatly damaged by huge 


ed on the scene in a totally unprece- 
dented manner. Yet they will be 
| horrified at learning that the turtles 
| alluded to are not the turtles of 


‘ of " 
bam fl Ea ra | commerce, who sometimes do duty, 


THE BISHOP AND THE BALLET GIRL. 
S1x OF ON& AND HALF-A-DozEN OF THE OTHER; OR, SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE AND SAUCE 


FOR THE RIGHT REVEREND GANDER. 


but are a set of nasty disreputable 
birds, who are hardly worth the 
trouble of roasting or boiling. 


numbers of turtles, who have appear- { 


in London, for conger-eels, in soup ;. 
















Caught in the Act. 
(Sze CARTOON.) 


A CERTAIN noble sportsman, who had strange ideas of sport 
(And Salisbury’s that sportsman’s appellation), 

Thought he’d shoot an Irish pheasant, That's a bird of curious sort 
That likes to make a flutter in this nation, 

And anon the noble sportsman at this small game bravely fired, 
Quite persuaded that he’d cause a great sensation, 

But he found that the effect was not so strong as he desired— 
Although the charge he fired was *‘ Proclamation.” 


Then there came a Grand Old Keeper, and unto the Peer, said he, 
** Whar’s yer licence for this pree-mature proceeding ? 

Ye should no hae fired your wee bit Pro-clamation, noo ye see— 
Ye’re richt oot o’ rule, according to my reading !” 

‘*T didn’t mean to kill ’em,” cried the sportsman ; ‘‘ not a bit— 
For, like you, I’m often glad to pet, not scorn ’em— 

I merely tried to frighten 'em ; I didn’t want to hit ; 
No, G. O. K., I only meant to warn ’em !” 


But the G, O. K. was obdurate—the noble lord he seized, 
And said, ‘‘ I'll tak ye up before the Hoose, mon— 

An’ ye’ll have to face Diveesion, for I’m onything but pleased ; 
It seems to me, yer law is vera loose, mon.” 

So he took him to St. Stephen’s, where his action they denounced, 
With volcanic bursts their eloquence adorning ; 

And tho’ a sma’ majoritee they bellowed and announced, 

» They'll ken anither lot some ither morning ! 





A Postal Note, 


A MOsT respectable morning contemporary, not usually given to the 
perpetration of ‘‘ goaks,” intentional or otherwise, recently unearthed a 
very wonderful postman at Whitby, Yorkshire. This excellent function- 
ary, we are told, has been in the service for forty years, during which 


time he has served under twelve Postmasters General, delivered five |: 


millions of letters, and no doubt has executed some five or ten millions 
of ‘‘rat-tats.” Weare not informed how many dogs he has sent into 
howls, how many gentle hearts he has made to go pit-a-pat at his 
approach, how many a fair and otherwise rosy cheek he has made turn 
green with envy by persistently knocking at the opposite door and com- 


ing not their way, nor do we learn how many nervous old ladies he has }, 


startled into fits, nor how many irascible males he has electrified into 
the use of unofficial language by his summons at their portals; but 
what we are gravely informed of is that this veteran has actually walked 


seven thousand miles in the discharge of his duties. Seven thousand |} 


miles in forty years! Only think of it! Ome hundred and seventy-five 


miles per year, according to Cocker. Happy postman! Not quite}, 


half-a-mile a day, taking every day from year end to year end, as a 
country letter-carrier’s average. Just half-a-mile per diem and no more, 


counting Sundays, and giving him fifteen ~~ rest per annum, and in} 


leap years sixteen. Beatific postman! May his shadow never be less, 
or his daily walk longer, and when he keeps his Jubilee may we be 
there to see, 





THREE Scots, who were each caught with eleven brace of grouse in 
their possession, before the twelfth of August, have been fined 30s. per 
bird. Total penalty, £99. The canny Highlanders wanted to feather 
their nests too rapidly. 
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KNICKNAOKS, 


AN uwxorious gentleman recently applied to the proprietors of a 
Parisian Matrimonial Agency to provide him with a wife. The lady 
promptly introduced him toan “‘heiress ” 
who had an inerdinately large appetite. 
After paying the matrimonial agent’s 
fees, and expending some twenty pounds, 
or so, in fitting up the ‘‘inheritaix” 
with choice dinners he asked her to name 
the wedding day. Whereupon the girl 
flouted, and laughed him to scorn; but 
he took his revenge by charging the 
matrimonial agent with obtaining money 
under false pretences. He secured a 
conviction because everything in court 
seemed to hinge on the deadly appetite. 
The proprietress had been a bit vague in 
her assertions as to the damsel’s pro- 
perty ; but she emphatically insisted that 
the girl could only nibble like a tiny 
mouse, It is perhaps needless to say that the uxorious party is, at heart, 
a very thrifty soul. 





THE mills in Maine belonging to the ‘‘ National Toothpick Associa- 
tion of America,” turn out about five thousand million toothpicks a 
year. This is highly satisfactory news, and goes along way towards 
dispelling the hitherto cherished idea that second-hand toothpicks find 
their way into American restaurants. 


A BRICKLAYER’S labourer who lately summoned an omnibus con- 
ductor for having refused to take him as an inside passenger won his 
case. The conductor’s objection to the hodman’s entry into the vehicle 
was the dusty condition of his clothes, This decision will not please 
the majority of travellers. The line must be drawn somewhere, and 
surely it ought to stop at the clay-clogged son of toil, worthy as he may 
be as aman anda brother. We believe there was once a celebrated 
barber who sternly drew the line at shaving ‘‘chimney sweeps,” and 
no tender of bronze would induce him to relax his rule. This man zwas 
not handicapped by grandmotherly legislation, 


SINCE the raids have been made on the publicans, under the Adultera- 
tion Act, it is said that some of them are selling ale and stout so strong 
that it takes two stout men and a hale boy to blow the head off a 
quart of either of these exhilarating beverages. 


A PERFORMING elephant seized an electric-light wire with his trunk, 
the other night. There was some difficulty in unlocking the said trunk, 
and the thick-skinned quadruped has suffered so shockingly from jumps 
since, that his keepers have found it necessary to adorn his frame with an 
armour-plated straight waistcoat. 


A KINGSBRIDGE labourer’s wife, who became the mother of twins 
eleven months ago, has presented her husband with three more 
pledges of affection. The parish authorities, who look forward to the 
future, regard this highly respectable matron with grim feelings of awe, 
but her husband accepts the situation with stoical yet proud philosophy. 


A FLOATING bar-room has been anchored in the centre of the 
Missouri, off a suburb of Kansas city. The proprietor does a roaring 
trade, and puts the Liquor Laws of Kansas at defiance. He is virtually 
in neutral water, and cannot legally be tapped on the shoulder by the 
Kansas police, It is reported that he conducts his bar most respectably, 
all noisy inebriates being promptly chucked out. Those who are 
unable to swim drown as a matter of course, 


MARSHAL MACMAHOn is writing his autobiographical reminiscences. 
If they are as imaginative and romantic as some of his despatches were 
during the Franco-German war, they will make nice light reading for 
lovers of fiction, 


A New Jersey firm states that it turns out, on an average, about 
150,000,000 corkscrews per year. This must be a thirstier world than 
even we thought. Certainly many thousands of screws are doubtless 
twisted into the corks of mineral water, physic, and scent bottles ex- 
clusively, but the majority Well, what do you say, Sir Wilfrid 
Lawson? 








AT a meeting of Caledonian ‘‘Totes” which was held lately, the 
chairman observed, ‘‘Scotland has always led the van in the tem- 
perance cause, and the sooner it is separated from England the better it 
will be for the country.” Hitherto we’ve had a hazy idea, somewhat 
drawn from personal experience, that Scotland has always led the van 
very gallantly—in whisky. 











£ sad. 


WHEN I was a little ‘*kid,” and must do as I was bid, 
(If I didn’t, I knew what I should get !) 

My life’s lessons had begun, interfering with its fun, 
For I'd got to learn the Alpha-bet. 

But it is easy enough now, but O! then it wasn’t—how 
I loathed and hated A. B, C! 

For my knowledge was so small, I abominated all 
The letters—even £ s. d! 


It really seems absurd that every written word 
Of the many books the world has seen, 

Is made up of nought but these very letters that would tease 
My poor little brain when it was green ! 

Ihave got them now all right, yet it seems I never quite 
Can understand how it can be 

There are people who will take al! the trouble books to make— 
Excepting for the 4 s, d! 


But I know that for my part, I have only set my heart 
To thoroughly enjoy each day ; 
And to gain this pleasant lot, I find the alphabet is not 
A necessity in any way ! 
And I do not care a pin any useless fame to win 
By using up my A. B, C, 
But give all my time and thought, as a prudent person ought, 
To studying my £ s. d! 


Des-Truck-tive, 


THE Duke of Argyll thinks the Truck Bill no good, 
One clause with disgust doth him fill ; 

’Twould prevent the poor selling the things that they would, 
And is therefore a Truc(k)-ulent Bill, 








THE Indians are complaining that the rapid growth of feminine edu- 
cation in the East has had the effect of spoiling women as cooks, 
While thinking over the exaet situation of the North Pole, the dusky 
daughters of Eve are apt to let their curries burn, and to serve them up 
with hard, gritty, parboiled rice, &c. Deary, deary! and this is pro- 
gression! Can any state of things be more lamentable ? 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE BOOM, 


pe BN / 





— T Y 
‘“WHAT, NOT ONE HIT?”—WMerchant of Venice, Act lll, Scene 2. 
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IN THE PUBLIC INTEREST.—(COMMUNICATED BY A LOAFER.) 
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r and the guv'ner he used to wiisper to swell gents, and put ‘is ‘and in ‘his pocket and git out 
icsee the artercles; but he’s a deff and blined gentlemun; and he's tied up ‘is ‘ed in a ba 


money. And one day he ses, 
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t And a year or so arter, the guv ner comes out an’ ses, ‘ The Gav'ment is obleged to sell them ‘contrack harticles we made, bein’ useless rubbidzge ; so I'm a-goin’ to 
yye em for ole mettle, an’ mal nother profit And I'm t lad : I ired h 2 on’ 

‘> Pas pecodhacng- a ke another profit. And I'm to be made a baronite. and your to'‘avea penshen of a thowsend a yere as a retired hexpert—on'y we're to 
Qc Our tungs and now nothink if there's a inquiry And that's ow I got my penshan 







































































GRAND OLD KEEPER (suidenly making his appearance).—““OCH MON, Y'RE BLAZIN’ AWA’ FINE AND EARLY AT 
THEM IRISH PEASANTS. WHAR’S YER LEECENCE?’ 
COCKNEY SPORTSYAN.— ‘LICENCE BE BLOWED, MY NAME IS MAJORITY, AND I SHALL DO AS I LIKE AND 


Aiv£ 2 


SHOOT WHAT I LIK} 
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“WHERE DOCTORS DISAGREE.” 
A Mopern CONSULTATION, 


Dr. Blossom,—* In my humble opinion, the patient ought to have 
a most generous diet—port, turtle, lobsters, &c.” 

Dr. Squilter.—"* According to my view of the case, he must be 
reduced to a starvation diet of slops—the weakest chicken broth, 
barley-water, &c.” 

Dr. Blossom.—‘* Um—er—well, it’s rather a difficult question to 
decide which of us is right. What do you say to tossing up for it? 
Heads I win, tails you lose, First call, Old Boy, for I’m rather busy 
this afternoon.” 








A GOOD SWIM! 


Jones said, ‘*Come and fish. The river’s simply lovely now. I 
know a splendid swim by Marlow. You're fond of fishing.” 

** Jones,” I said, ‘I shall not deceive you. The humble ‘ tiddler,’ 
caught in Hampstead ponds, and brought home in a green pot, was 
about the extent of my boyhood’s sport, and I can’t even think of that 
tenderly for the many ‘oners’ my father gave me on my arrival home.” 
** Why, didn’t you fish in the New River ?” 

** As an honest city tradesman, Jones, I own up to it. I used to fish 
in the New River when it flowed by Sadler’s Wells Theatre, I always 
had a notion that the fish used to be fed on bits of the old scenery and 
actors’ trunks, and that’s what made them look so slim and elegant.” 

** But did you never fish in the Thames?” 

** Jones,” I answered, “I never yet tempted the Coroners’ Inquests 
so far as that. My wife Maria is troublesome at times, but I don’t 
want to picture her, seated on a marble tomb at Highgate, mourning 
myself, and having sherry and home-made sandwiches,” 

** But the river is quite safe enough,” says Jones. 

**I think the bank’s safer,” said i 

**So’s the Bank of England,” says Jones. 

‘Well, what do you say to a quiet day in a punt on the river? 
Pigeon-pie, you know, and a lobster and lettuce, you know, and two 
bottles of champagne, you know, sit in your arm-chair, you know, and 
take things easy, you know.” 

Jones always had a pleasant way with him, that much I must admit, 
and pigeon-pie (without too much fat, and with herbs, of course) is tooth- 
some, There’s a little too much ‘you know” about Jones. In other 
respects he’s quite an admirable creature. Anda lobster, too! Listen- 
ing to the ripple of the water is pleasant, I’m foolish enough to admit. 
But I must. I always was a man of truth. 

** Jones,” said J, **I’m your man. We'll do it down at Cookham 
to-morrow by the eleven o'clock.” 

We met at the Paddington bar. po is wolfing down sausage-rolls. 

Jones is a wolfer at sausage-rolls. I wish he wasn’t. Miserable decep- 
tions they are, all fluff outside and nothing in ’em, like an American 
railway dividend. 
We get into the train. Jones says, ‘‘Smoke one ot these weeds; 
they ain’t particularly good.” They’re not good ; they’re very bad. 
Then I try to read the Standard and the St. Fames’s (last night’s), then 
I read the shilling awful I bought on chance, and it nearly kills me. I 
fall asleep. ‘* Cookham !” e haven’t had to change at Taplow. 
That’s something, anyhow. 





We get out. There’s an omnibus waiting. We drive down through 
wn to the river. 
eve a refresher before we get aboard,” says Jones. There’sa 
waiting there with a punt. ' 
mel wet fe he says, oe good swim up nigh Bourne End.” I've 
never been to Bourne End before in my life. But I try to look as if I 
knew something about Bourne End and something better on the end of 
it. We get into the punt and sit im kitchen chairs. The man says, 
‘“* Hold on, governors, and we'll be there in a jiff.” I don’t exactly 
know what a jiff is, but I suppose that it’s all right. Thames boatmen, 
of course, know everything. Jones falls out of his chair on to his nose. 
He says ** It’s all in the day’s work.” Then he sits up in the chair and 
wipes the ground bait off his face. ; 

‘‘ There’s nothing like sport,” Jones says. I have a sort of feeling 
that it’s a very good thing there is not. We anchor the punt, or 
whatever you like to call it, off a little red house on the bank. 

‘* This is a good swim,” says Jones, ‘*I feel certain that we shall 
catch something or the other.” 4 

The man baits our lines, I can’t see any particular fun in watching 
a float bobbing about in front of you. The float jerks. I say, “A 
bite.” Very likely. But there don’t happen to be anything at the end 
of the hook. Presently Jones sings out, ** Abite.” Jones doesn’t bring 
anything up, though. We go on at this some time, A 

** I should like some pigeon-pie.” Jones says the same. I say “I 
should like just a claw of lobster.” Jones says he should like just a 
claw of lobster. Bless me, we have dsunk the claret. We have drunk 
the claret and we have nothing else to fall back on but the milk punch. 
Jones says ‘It’s very sad.” We milk punch a little for atime. Jones 
says, ‘I should like to tell you a story I heard twenty-five years ago, 
when I was a boy.” Jones somehow or the other misses the story. 
Then he says, ‘‘ I wonder where the ground bait is?” The man says, 
‘* Lor’ bless you sir, don’t you worrit yourself about that there. Jest 
you have forty winks.” From some extraordinary reason I feel that way 
myself. I forty wink too. 

Somebody catches hold of me by the shoulder, 

‘‘Wake up, sir, or you won’t have time for the 8 o’clock, You 
might ’a catched a heap on’em. On’y, lor bless you, a good sleep in the 
river air does you a power 0’ good, It’s a reg’ler good swim, though. 

Fishing in the Thames I hold, and so does Jones, is a most rational 
entertainment. It flavours the pigeon-pie—and lobster. 
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SPORTING NOTE. 
(By Ong THAT Knows NoruinG ApnoorT IT.) 
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THE NATIVE PROvDUCK PLATE. 
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A Holiday Horror. 
{According to The Medica! Press and Circular: 
condition—holida “a 

de Ro - to the courst."} : 
A pocTor’s journal teaches 

That those who dare to go 
And lounge on sands and beaches, 

Oft find that lounging slow. 
It shows that those who revel 


‘* That curious 
—oftentimes 


At places by the sea, 
Complain of a dead level, 
Of Holiday Znnui, 


We read that gazing seaward ; 

On cobles, yachts and smacks ; 
Makes gazers turn enmui-ward 

And thus the senses racks, 
And e’en the pier’s delusive, 

For the same, same folks you see. 
Which really seems conducive 


To Holiday Enzui, 


And even idly lying 
Upon the beach to read, 


Is often very trying, 
Yea, horrible, indeed, 


All pleasures, e’en the purest, 
Most tame thus seem to be— 
And tend to make the tourist 


Feel Holiday Zznuz, 


But, why should we continue 


This grumble any more? 


The country still will win you 


Its pleasures to explore. 


The present bard conjectures 
That you from town will flee 


In spite of all these lectures 
On Holiday Znnui / 


Ah! many worn and weary, 
And minus worldly wealth— 
Whose lives are dull and dreary, 
And broken by ill-health.— 


If they to spots alluring 


Transported now could be, 


Would gladly risk enduring 
This Holiday Znzud / 





A Ballade of Love and the Moon, 


WE all connect love with the moon, 
And the moon with the mind’s aberration, 
And logic can therefore lampoon 


All love as mad hallucination. 


But love yields no moonlight gradation— 
No quarter, though ruling life’s tide— 


And never allows observation, 
Excepting the luminous side ! 


We're said to be born with a spoon 
In our mouths, an auspicious creation, 


If of silver or gold is the boon, 


And not a mere wooden negation. 


This must be our justification 


For ‘* spooning ” a possible bride; 
Love’s glass allows no consultation, 


Excepting the luminous side ! 


Hate’s midnight eclipses love’s noon, 

rs all desolation, 

Hate swallows up thought, and life soon 
Treats love with intense reprobation, 
As causing the heart’s desecration ; 

And the use of the moon is denied, 


And time appea 


Not even in this estimation, 
Excepting the luminous side ! 


L’ Envoy. 


The back of the moon is hate’s station, 
But love will in brightness abide ; 
And, like her, show no clear demonstration, 


Excepting the luminous side. 
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‘EVERY TUB MUST STAND ON ITS OWN BOTTOM, BUT IT DOESN'T ALWAYS DO so,” 
—‘** BEWARE OF A SILENT DOG WHEN HE WAGS HIS TAIL IN THE PRESENCE OF A 
MAGPIE£,”—‘‘ EVERY DOG HAS HIS DAY, AND EVERY MAN HIS BAD QUARTER OF AN 


HOUR.” —Old Proverbs, slightly altered, 


New Leaves, 

AT the end of the fifth volume of ‘‘ Lady Burton’s Edition of her Husband’s Arabian Nights,” 
we arrive at the 944th night without their fascination falling off, and only regret that we are so 
near the finish.—"‘ Fifty Years of British Art,” by J. E. Hodgson, R.A. (John Heywood). Mr, 
Hodgson’s opinions and conclusions may be read with interest, if not received with entire 
acquiescence.—‘‘ Shadow and Sunlight,” by Arthur Moore 7 of London Publishing Com- 
pany). These ‘‘ poems” are far above the average, and are full of tender thought and tender 
feeling. —‘‘ The Indispensable Bicyclists’ Handbook,” by Henry Sturmey (Iliffe and Son), con- 
tains almost all that cyclists need to know, and they ought to know it all,—In the 45th part of 
Parodies, the examples are many and varied, and, if possible, more than ordinarily interesting, 
as they run on familiar favourites, 





‘‘ Proressor” BALDWIN, of San Francisco, has again jumped from a balloon. His te 
held out, but he dropped into the sea and was rescued by several sailors. They risked their 
lives to save the mad mountebank who tries experiments that are of no practical use to the 
community. Sure as eggs! we shall have some lunatic emulating the ** Professor's” example, 
and settling down from the top of the Monument on to some respectable stock-broker’s stove- 
pipe hat, to the infinite chagrin and disgust of the directors of an insurance company. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


THOSE IGNORANT RUSSIANS, 
fr ae Brit1isH STATESMAN, Dear, dear ! 





Tut, tut! In this enlightened age, too, 
near the end of the nineteenth century. 
Read this? Russian government have 
actually—— 

SeconpD B. S. Phaugh! Shocking! 
Actually issued a decree forbidding—— 

F, B. S. Wagh! Perfect insanity. 
The spread of education among the 
lower classes; regarding it as an un- 
mixed evil, calculated to-—— 

F. B.S. Only to think o: it! To 
make the lower classes discontented 
with their position in life, and inclined 
to raise themselves 

S. B. S. Tush! Pish Out of it! 
_\ Good heavens! that any civilized go- 
vernment could lend itself to such igno- 
rant, misguided, pernicious, ill-advised, 
stupid, thoughtless, dunderheaded 

F, B. S. Exactly. Why, it is one of 
the settled and incontrovertible axioms 
of the civilized intelligence that the edu- 
cational upraising of the masses is the 
most excellent, wise, ardently-to-be-de- 
sired 

S. B. S. Of ceurse—precisely—no 
two opinions about it for a moment. 
Let us, then, hold up our heads and flap 
our wings in exultation at our own uni- 
versally-acknowledged superiority of 
knowledge. Hooray! Now we'll see how differently ours system of 
ene education works, Just tell this affair to the British Thinking 

asses, 

BRITISH THINKING CLAsses. Lork-a-mussy! Tush! Wow! What 
an ignorant set of jackasses the Russians must be, to be sure! How 
reat a privilege and blessing it is to Britons that they know all about 
it, and are wise. Just you notice how our statesmen’s system works, 


British T. C, We have been thinking it well over; and we can’t 
make it out, for the life of us. Once for all, Mrs. Classes, ma’am, why 
on earth don’t you engage a cook? I am waiting for my breakfast. 
Mrs. B, T. C, It’s no use, Britty, dear ; there aren’t any cooks to be 
had, You must go without your breakfast. 

B. T. C. Humph! Well, at anyrate we might have the bed made. 
Just ring for the housemaid, and let her-—— 

Mrs, B. T. C. My dearest Thinkie, there isn’¢ any housemaid. You 
know I cannot obtain one for love or money, 

B. T. C, Well, but—hang it! Where are all the British young 
women of the humbler 
classes? Have they— 
hang it all !—died out? 
Mrs. B. T. C. Yes 
—at least they are all 
well educated now, and 
only go out as gover- 
nesses. Here they are 
coming up the street, in 
answer to my advertise- 
ment for a governess to 
impart a senior wrang- 
ler's education for ten- 
and-sixpence a year. 

B, T. C. Good hea- 
vens ! what a thunder of 
advancing myriads, 
Why, the heavens are 
darkened with—with— 
locusts, is it? 

Mrs. B. T. C. No, 
my love, it’s only gover- 
nesses. 

B. T. C. But there’s 
mo air! We shall be 
suffocated, and trampled 
to death! Call a cab 
quickly, for heaven's sake! Let’s get away out of town. Where's a 
loafer tg put the luggage on—— 
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B. T. C, My love, all the loafers are highly educated now, and 


only accept situations as head masters of Eton and Rugby. There are 
no cabmen, either—they’re all college dons—except, of course, those 
that are starving. Speaking of that, have you read the statistics of 
pauperism? It seems that there are at present seven millions of paupers 
in London—all members of learned professions, and all starving by the 
million a day. You see they don’t care to take to manual labour—it’s 
so infra dig for persons who are well educated and whose parents were 
bricklayers and laundresses. ‘ 

B. T. C. Humph! Well, then there are no operatives, or dustmen, 
or railway porters, or——. Dear, dear. I suppose we had better 
emigrate to—to—a country where there aren’t any Education Acts! 
I'll just ask the British Statesman what’s to be done. 

B. STATESMAN. My dear sir, 7don’t know. I’m in a regular fix, and 
the commercial prosperity of the country’s gone to rags. You'd better 
try Russia for a bit. 

(But after all it's only our fun; for we do approve of education, 
though you might not think it. ) 
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The Butterfly Barmaid ! 
(A ‘“* MASHER’s”’ MELODRAMA.) 


Ou, bright was the ‘‘ pub” called the ‘* Skittle and Ball,” 
But brighter its barmaid—ay, fairer than all, 

So sylphlike and graceful in every act— 

They called her the ‘‘ Butterfly Barmaid,” in fact ! 


To describe her attractions were really a task 

To stagger a poet ; but still, should you ask, 

I’d remark that her face was the fairest e’er seen— 
And the Butterfly Barmaid looked scarcely eighteen. 


The ‘‘ mashers” came nightly to lounge at the Bar, 
By her fame, irresistibly drawn from afar. 

Till 12:30, these worshippers ne’er would depart— 
Yes, the Butterfly Barmaid won every heart. 








And anon, there came Jones (we’ll suffose that’s his name, 
But it wasn’t). He saw her, and felt love’s sweet flame, 

His heart then went ‘‘ thump-thumpity-thump ” in his breast, 
For the Butterfly Barmaid was gorgeously dressed. 


When she smiled on our hero, it gladdened his heart, 

And he’d murmur, ‘‘She’s mashed !” as he turned to depart, 
He’d exclaim, ‘‘ Farewell, Hebe, so youthful and bright,” 
While the Butterfly Barmaid said sweetly ‘‘ Good night.” 


He vowed he would win her, his love was intense, 
(Which didn’t say much, I’m afraid, for his sense,) 

And sundry small presents he’d frequently buy 

For the Butterfly Barmaid, who’d murmur ‘* Ob, my!” 


* * : * * * 


Now it happened one day he’d occasion to call, 

Ere it verged upon noon, at the ‘‘ Skittle and Ball,” 
But she wasn’t made up in her usual way— 

And tke Butterfly Barmaid looked older dy day / 


He staggered !—‘‘ Can ¢Azs be my charmer?” he cried, — 
** And, alas! I’ve long hankered to call her my bride !” 
He fied from the spot, and his anguish was sore, 

For the Butterfly Barmaid looked forty—or more ! 


He told to his rivals the horrible tale, 

They went there by day, and their faces turned pale, 
‘* That the Butterfly Barmaid !” they said in dismay, 
And they, too, in horror, fled quickly away. 


And that syren’s admirers were never seen more! 
To lounge at the bar as they’d oft done before. 
The publican fumed—he had cause, you’ll admit— 
And the Butterfly Barmaid had notice to quit. 








} {THE other day a magistrate complimented a girl who had secured a 
thief, by saying “‘I consider that your conduct was most courageous, 
and deserving of great commendation.” ‘‘I quite agree with you, sir,” 
said the thief. That man was a born diplomatist. The damsel cast a 
sympathetic glance at him. The magistrate’s face softened, and he was 
sentenced to two months’ imprisonment instead of six, just because he 
understood human nature, 





THe German police have forbidden processions of the Salvation 
Army at Worms, several of the inhabitants having hinted that th 

would treat the disturbing invaders with a shower of leaden slugs if 
they persisted in their systematic annoyance, 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonpAy, August 22.—Smith thinks to himself he won’t be Sorry 
when he goes to the ‘‘ other place,” as larky Lords, except one or two 
who will meet to-morrow, are off here, there, and everywhere; while 
Commons still hard at work on Supply, and a big debate in front of 


mystery surrounding unclaimed funds in chancery, which at present 
affords such opportunities for swindling to advertising sharpers. 
Tuesday.— Four elderly gentlemen trot into House of Lords, mumble 
afew words and trot out again, All in ten minutes, which means that 
Royal Assent given by Commission to sundry measures. 
Commons.—Gorst explains that Jade workings in Burmah (not as 
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them on the query whether the League is il-League-al. Matthews tells 
Bryce he has suggested that Chief Constable of Isle of Wight should 
offer apology to Mile. Drouin, the lady whose modelling clay was mis- 
taken for dynamite. Certainly, the clay better subject for a model than 
the C. C.; in fact, bobbies just now much of a muchness all the world 
over. Stanhope reports case of another peeler, who tried to put Liberal 
candidate for North Hunts out of the hunt by springing, not a mine, but 
a rattle on the gentleman during the whole of his speech. Supply—Mr. 
A. O’Connor complains of ‘‘the laws’ delay”’ in taxing costs. 


Says A. O’Connor, move on, master, 
*Cause the lot don't get on faster ; 
Vows the rate at which they taxes, 
Legislative censure axes. 


But O’Connor, apparently, has been misled. If House of Commons 
got through its work as quickly and efficiently as Messrs. Drew, David- 
son, and other masters, it would be better for the country and the 
House itself, Robertson urges Government to abolish the unnecessary 


BELEAGUERED. 


might be imagined species of Bridewell) are not permanently monopolised 
by heathen Chinese. In Supply, Molloy, Duncan and others urge the 
opening of the British Museum at night. Labby goes further and 
wants it open on Sundays, perhaps having in his recollection a certain 
successful performance at Pope's villa a Sunday or two ago. But 
British Museum, even when lit by electricity, would hardly be so tasty 
or inviting as the slopes beside moonlit Thames, 
Wednesday.— Gladstone gives notice of Address to the Crown, and 
intimates a-dressing to Government. 
Thursday.—Lords busy with Scotch conveyancing—in fact, motto of 
Upper House, ‘‘ Deeds AND words.” 
Commons. — Commencement of the Battle of the League. Glad- 
stone opens fire. 
Friday.—Battle of the League goes on like o'd boots—more than 
seven-leagued ones, Fate of Government hangs in balance. Glad- 
Parnellites opine this is as it should be—‘* Government be hanged” 
being their favourite expression. Government victoricus, 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe EpiTor or * Fun.” 


S1r,—Is it but a year ago—or little more—since Fortune’s flow was 
turned in my direction, and I found myself with house and land, a cellar 
stocked with mellow ‘“‘ fizz,” and stocks, and shares, and rents? It is. 
At times it seems but yesterday since I was in a shabby way, without 
the price of pint or screw, dependent on such chaps as you, and skulking 
round a racing track, with scarce a coat upon my back. Another time 
that life appears to lie far back among the years so dim and distant on 
the scene, as though the thing had never been. Yet it zs thus, and it 
was so; but I was never proud, you know, and cut not, in their humbler 
sphere, companions of my low career of poverty—and what I state I’m 
sure you will corroborate, for, though you’re not so swell as I, I never, 
never pass you by (although your style of dress #s odd) without a con- 
descending nod. My guests are going one by one ; with shooting grouse 
they’ve nearly done, and now in turnip-fields they burn to give the long- 
tailed ones a turn. One guest there is remaining still, discussing the 
Coercion Bill, or ‘‘holding forth,” I ought to say, because my thoughts 
are far away; and, shadowed in the filmy fume that permeates the 
smoking rume, I get within my mental grip this little Leicester Meeting 
tip, which settles once for all the fate of 


THE INAUGURATION PLATE, 
Ah! let the Bard with all his pains 
Evoke his most Mallow-dious strains 
To typify success; 
And praise the Bard for showing thus 
The win shall not by Tyrone-ous 
To get us in a mess. 





No Bard of Fun’s should fail to swear 
That ‘* Martley is the only wear,” 
I’m ’artely glad to say ; 





And who'll deny (who knows the ‘*‘ biz”) 
That Loved One at 8.13 is 
** Well cared for,” anyway ? 


With Tib you possibly may see 
A doubt—‘‘ Tib be or not Tib be?” 
And not, I seem to think, 
And Aintree aint-ree-garded so 
Unfortunate but you may go 
And back him for a drink. 


Kinsky, you kin ske-orn, you know, 

Although he ought to make a show, 
And may, perhaps, indeed ; 

The chances of Exmoor are p/ain ; 

King Monmouth, possibly, may rein 
Up winner in the end, 


But I should be inclined to say that you will find Gay Hermit pay, 
and, call me, if you like, a quack, that is the horse I mean to back, so 
take the tip, and you'll be thus as wealthy as TROPHONIUS., 
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SpyMANIA is not so virulent this season among the German police as 
it was last year. No English tourists have been arrested as French 
mouchards during the past three months, Several ladies have actually 
been able to sketch mountains with comparative safety, under the very 
noses of officials, 





AN Irish journal says that Irish regiments are now chiefly composed 
of Englishmen. Probably the statement is perfectly correct. On the 
other hand we dare venture to say that a vast number of warriors in the 
Scotch regiments answer to the roll-call with a strong Hibernian accent, 
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NOT O’ER-FLOWING FULL. 


Sweet Girl,—“* COOKHAM IS BECOMING QUITE A HONEYMOON PARADISE.’ ‘ 
Sweet Girl.—“* THERE ARE MORE LOVING COUPLES ON THE RIVER THAN EVER. 
River Youth.—*“* YRS ; ONE GETS QUITE BORED WITH SCULLING AGAINST THE 7/£D.” 


River Youth._—*' Yrs,” 








Scotch castle and deer forest from Lord Lovat, at an enormous rental. 
If Vandy behaves decently he has a big chance of recovering the prestige 


** Pet Lamb” Winans. 





A CHICAGO club owns a large table made of a single plank of red- 
wood, The President guarantees that when it is turned upside down, 
and used as a four-post bedstead, at least twenty-five members can repose 
on it—more or less comfortably when their revolvers are not on full cock, 
The celebrated ‘‘ Great Bed of Ware” now takes a back seat in history. 


Mr, VANDERBILT, the American millionaire sportsman, has leased a | 


his countrymen have lost in the north by the bumptious conduct of | 


TACE OF HBARTB. 


| 


JOST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


HONOURS DIVIDED: OR, FAIRLY PLAYED. 


By H. T. JOHNSON, 





JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


By H. T, JOHNSON. 





“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 








John Heath's 


SPEAK FOR 
THEMSELVES. 








GUARANTEED 
| PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 











Cadbury's 
Cocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


Reckitts 


Blue 


See that you get it! 


As bad makes are oftensold 
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gh ‘Change in town, thank | 
WHY SOME PEOPLE HAVEN’T HAD A CHANGE THIS SUMMER. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue Opera Comique.—lIn spite of all that has been done to bring 
the Great Free Republic of the West into closer and kindlier com- 
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THe STANDARD.—'' THz Roya, MA.g.” 


munion with the mother country—in spite of the many indications that 
the desire of the majority of both lands is towards brotherly unity (with 
separate maintenance and interests)—there yet linger in odd corners 
signs that the rancours of the great War of Independence have not yet 
wholly died out. Nothing but a spirit of bitter enmity and remem- 
brance of wrong, together with a thirst for hideous revenge, can explain 
the presentation of such a concoction as A Secret Foe, by an American 
gentleman to an English audience. It can only be intended as a cruel 
torture or a still more cruel insult ; to undermine our intellects, or to 
suggest that we have none. Whether this is generous conduct to a 
vanquished foe, I leave to Mr. John A, Stevens’ better judgment, 
But to our story. 


IN a simple and inexpensive village interior, surrounded by snow 
**cloths,” and situated near to St. Petersburg, there reclines a large and 
lonely doll, Herealso reside Madame Markoff, a lady witha curly smile 
and much affability of gesture, and her daughter Olga, full-grown and 
beautiful. I have never been to the land of the Czar, and 1 mark the 
Russian habits and customs with curiosity and interest. I note first that 
Russian ladies speak in a peculiarly artificial manner, with strange modu- 
lations of the voice, and an over-care for unimportant syllables, Carriage 
accidents, also, appear to be an institution of the country. From one 
of these Olga is rescued by a gentleman, for whom she immediately 
conceives an absorbing affection, because, as far as I could gather, he 
has eyes ‘‘so stern” to others, ‘so kind” to her. A second carriage 
accident brings this hero to the house, accompanied by his friend, ** the 
secret foe,’ known mostly as Count Fee-door (in allusion, doubtless, to 
some connection of his with one of those systems of political intrigue 
so characteristic of a corrupt despotism). The hero, Count Ivan Demi- 
doff, who turns out to be a rather mild and ordinary middle-aged 
gentleman, is something of a disappointment as regards his eyes, Olga 
having misled us a good deal in that respect ; but his morals are “ square. ” 
(The termis suggested by his pronounced—er— Russian—accent.) He isas 
condescendingly virtuous as the most exacting could desire, for while his 
companion would offer “‘ guilty splendour” he would *‘ marry the gyrl.”’ 


A LURID light is thrown upon the conditions of life ‘‘in those parts” 
when—after these scions of an old nobility have expressed their dignity 
by indulging in a circus-like competition in the matter of placing a chair 
for the lady—Fee-door cheerfully places his proposition before *‘ the 
gyrl’s” mamma, That lady’s resentment takes no more serious form 
than an indignant departure from the room, and as it does not appear to 
be the custom of the Russian nobility to kick, or even withdraw their 
friendship from a man who has behaved as Fee-door has towards the 
lady of their choice—these grim oligarchs would seem to find a sort of 
dull “‘ chaff” a sufficient outlet for their outraged feelings. The tone 
of society is further emphasised by the almest stunned surprise with 
which Madame receives the other Count’s proposition to marry her 
daughter, She is compelled to request the gentleman to step out into 
the snow for a few minutes until she recovers. But even in Russia it is 
not the habit of mammas to miss such a chance, and she gives her con- 
sent while the villain adds his ‘‘ blessing” from the door at the back. 





LAS, the match isunhappy. Olga is dissatisfied ; probably the eyes 
¢ turned out not up to sample, but she certainly has other cause of 


complaint. The husband turns out a bad lot, takes to drink and 
gambling, and allows his wife to go about with his pleasant friend, 
Fee-door, Asa member of a peculiar club, which gives masked balls 
to which wives are admitted in the earlier part of the evening, while, 
these having been securely packed off, the late hours are devoted to 
champagne and ‘‘ women of the world,” he gets drunk, loses roubles 
recklessly in enormous sums, and finally bets a large bet on his wife’s 
beauty. There is a difficulty about deciding this, as it can only be 
done by a sight of the lady’s face. However, Olga having secretly 
returned with the assistance of Fee-door, obligingly displays her 
countenance and wins for him. Curiously enough, they none of them 
seem to take this view, and go mooning about the rest of the play on 
the wholly erroneous supposition that Ivan has to pay ; another Russian 
custom perhaps, Next morning Fee-door calls upon Olga, and induces 
her to offer him her jewels (which she keeps on the drawing-room 
table in a bon-bon box, as is, I presume, the habit in Russia); he takes 
them, though expressing a manifestly insincere reluctance to do so. 
He then proposes that she shall fly with him. She is indignant, but 
Ivan is heard approaching, so to avoid suspicion she hides Fee-door, 
jewels and all, behind a curtain. Ivan now suddenly remarks that he 
is a Nihilist on the verge of being discovered, and blandly demands the 
jewels to enable him to fly! Being refused he naturally resorts to 
force, finds the bon-bon box empty, and discovers Fee-door, Then 
there is a splendid up and down Muscovite scramble for those jewels ! 


IN the last act Olga has been inveigled into Fee-door’s family mansion, 
and things look black, when Ivan, who has apparently forgotten all 
about his Nihilism, finds them locked in the room together. But 
when Olga shows him a dagger on a distant part of the floor, and 
explains that she was about to kill herself, if necessary, when, also, she 
borrows a leaf from the Camilla, who had a Husband, and energetically 
calls upon him to KILL his rival, he can no longer doubt. So he kills 
him, and the balderdash—to the ludicrous ineptitude of which my 
account does no sort of justice—ends, leaving us with the pleasing hope 
that Ivan will be immediately arrested outside and sent to Siberia. 


Miss Deng, although I’m afraid I detect a growing staginess in her 
style, and she was certainly over-portentous at moments—for which 
there was every excuse, however, in such a play—acted with both 
fire and tenderness, Mr. Boleyn’s performance was exceptionally 
steady and natural. Mr. Julian Cross rather descended to the level of 
his part. Miss Emily Lytton seemes to be possessed of humorous per- 
ception, which might have better results with better materiah— her 
dresses were rather extraordinary, though. 


Nons AND WINKS.—Messrs, Aginton and Maltby gave a very suc- 
cessful exhibition of roller-skating and bicycling at the Westminster 
Aquarium on the 25th ult.—Mr. J. A. Cave is just now appearing in 
his capital impersonation‘of Conn, in 7he Shaughraun, at the Elephant 
and Castle Theatre, It is a good, rollicking, genial performance of the 
part, and probably, now that ‘* Boucy”’ has indignantly left us for ever, 
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Tue Provinces—(Miss Amy Rosgiye).—’Twixt Kitx (On, I say!) anv KIN. 


and Charles Sullivan has laid down his arms, not easily to be beaten 
with us.—The Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern reopened last Friday 
with a grand temperance demonstration and the inauguration of reduced 
prices for the variety entertainments, which recommenced ~ Saturday. 
RESTOR. 
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Gaul-lin g > 


[The French magistrates have just been 
ordered to enforce with the utmost rigour 
the new law on ¢ésfionnage, and to be 
especially suspicious of those who go about 


ul 





Tue hard -at-work, sight - seeing 
Briton, | 
. The d/asé who just takes a glance, — 
The Sauerkrauts, the Ivans, all | 
| smitten | 
i With the charms of 4 delle 
Madame France, 

| Came swarming from all parts of 
Europe, 

Or sailing from far-distant isles, 
All chortling and blithe in the pure 
hope 
Of welcoming bright Gallic smiles, 


Hidalgos from Spain, grave and 
haughty, [dykes, 
Mynheers from the land of the 
Italians so handsome—and naughty, 
And Cockneys with pince-mez and 
tykes ; 
All met in their search after pleasure, , 
And with them, of course, came /a JU, La eae 
SEXE, ; 
But Gallic lynx-eyes took their 
measure, [vex. 
And the souls of these tourists did 


Young Edwin, who’s just newly | 
married, 

Went thither to spend his sweet 
‘moon ” 

With Angy, but worried and harried 

As spies, they returned very soon, 

The ‘*count” took his fair flaxen 
beauty 

For drives in their favourite Bots ; 

Of course ’twas the sendarmes’ stern 
duty 

To arrest them as éxige Ja loi, 


But one very artful young pater 

Just winked at himself in the glass, 

Then dolefully said to the mater, 

**°Tis sad, but it must be, alas ! 

My holidays I must take so/us, 

For the mossoos arrest, dear, as 
spies 

All ladies, and in some dark hole us 


They’d thrust,” and away to France 
hies, ** ALARMING 
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“REMNANTS.” 


GREAT SALE AT MEssRs. SALISBURY, SMITH, AND Co.’s., THE UNIVERSAL PROVIDERS. 
SacriFice;” ‘ENORMOUS REDUCTION,” &c., &C. 
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TIS NOW SHPTHMBER. 


**CoME out, ’tis now September, the—something or the other has 
begun.” I think there’s some jackass song that goes something or the 
other that way. Now, why in the name of common sense should / par- 
ticularly wish to come out in September? I much prefer stopping at 
home. The papers say there’s fever in the watering-places, and there’s 
plenty of cholera abroad. A good thing, too; it will make the fools 
stop at home, and keep from spending their money. There’s a great 
deal too much money spent on going out, I think. Last week one of 
the servants said, ** The cat’s-meat lady has gone to spend a week at 
Eastbourne, sir; trade’s better than service, sir, we can’t afford to do 
the like of that.” That epitomizes the whole thing, that does. Half 
the people who go out of town can’t afford to do it, and had far better 
7 to tan their faces by their kitchen fire instead of the sun by the sea- 
side, 

One comfort is, one gets oysters in September that are just passable. 
The old Septembers were worth thinking about when you could get 
natives at sixpence a dozen. Life was worth living for then. As to 
American oysters—why, bah! I’d sooner lick the bottom of a copper 
Stew-pan. You can’t get any oysters good now-a-days—nor anything 
+ or the matter of that. But I shan’t go out this September, I can 

you, 

And I don’t go shooting, do 1? Well, I most certainly do not. I 
like grouse on the table, and nowhere else. I don’t catch myself tramp- 
ing over a Scotch moor at my time of life, I can tell you. And as to 
partridges—well, I can eat a partridge as well as anyone, I like endive 
with my partridge, and not watercress, You don’t get me eating any 











more watercress, I can tell you. All the living organisms I mean to 
devour shall come by way of the water companies, 1 don’t care for efts 
and tadpoles with my greenstuff. No watercresses for me, Fine weather 
it has been for the crops. Hasit? I don’t see for the life of me why 
the weather should only be considered from the farmer's point of view. 
A stockbroker might just as well go about saying ‘‘ Fine weather for the 
Three per Cents., isn’t it?” I hate farmers, and always did hate them, 
and always mean to, You should only go to a market-day ordinary to 
see them wolf down their meals, and you’d soon think with me, I can 
tell you. And then they affect gentility now-a-days, I don’t believe 
there were ever any real old English farmers that novelists and rhyme- 
mongers make such a cluck about. Depend upon it the whole rural 
business is utter humbug. And I tell you what, too, I never did care for 
cornfields in my life. If you lie down on the stubble, you always get a 
beastly lot of ants crawling into your socks, or a field-mouse running over 
your neck. And the merry gleaners, too, A nice piece of imposture 
that. Merry gleaners, indeed! A parcel of hideous old harridans, and 
dirty-faced children! Don’t talk to me any more about coming out 
because it’s September. Bah! DIOGENES TUBBS, 


=— —— 


Why all this fuss about the ‘‘Giant Cowboy,” who was lately con- 
victed of vile, cowardly assaults? Had the G. C. mot been a visitor— 
had he been a London rough—his sentence would have been infinitely 
more severe in proportion to his dastardly crime. Like many huge 
English ruffians, he presumed on his strength, and is now being taught 
manners in a gentle fashion. Sleeping on a plank-bed should be no 
great hardship to this magnificent specimen of the hardy athlete. 
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REMARKABLE OCCURRENCE. 














;igantic Shower of Gooseberries, a correspondent, J. Ball, writes:—*‘ Will you a.ow metoc 
with the British official. I have been attentively studying the habits of one of these interesting creatures 
wt what species. For some time it was as stolidly neglectful of its duties as these littie creatares always a 


ad to be rectified, 
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ON HIM, AND I 
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s/x reporlfs were heard in rapid succession ry shot that beastly cockat%o nexf door. 





THE TRAGEDY IN OUR SQUARE. 


























































Encore Jubilee, | Let us hope they won’t aimlessly flounder 
[A new Jubilee Club is about to be started, for the of training Conservative As Tories are given to do, 
speakers. . . . A Jubilee Pic, weighing two a half tons, was lately cooked And that they won't struggle to founder 
4 at Barnsley. } Their poor little ship and its crew. 
. We had hoped that the Jubilee crazes | Some cause for existence we trust they'll fulfil, 
, Were ended at last; but, oh, no! Though the trail of the Jubilee clings to them still. 
| They survive still, in one o two phases, : ; 
i As above-quoted extracts will show. If these students of light and of leading 
j We grudge not the vast celebration Would not, like Lord S., go awry, — 
r Of Her Majesty’s fifty years’ reign ; It might serve them awhile to try feeding 
But that gives no excuse for the nation _ On the Barnsley big Jubilee Pie. 
Behaving as though ‘twere insane. Yet, that Pie (though its object is pie-ous 
We thought that we'd all of the craze had a fill, Might lie on each orator’s chest, 
But the trail of the Jubilee clings to us still. | Then they might worse than Salisbury try us, 
; And the anguish of ¢ha¢ can be guessed. 
For ‘twould seem by the notes above-mentioned Quite h these new Tories will make us feel ill, 
There are Jubilee Jugginses yet ; For the trail of their teachers will cling to them still. 
pranks are no doubt well-intentioned, oe 
But such things are de ¢rop apt to get. —_ 
Lo! a Jubilee Club has intentions Seasonable, 
Conservative speakers to train, Mr. THOMAS THORNE, who has been delighting the Islingtonians 
And a Pie of enormous dimensions with his impersonation of the worthy barber in that capital play, Sop/sa, 
Has been baked, to add fame to the reign. does not move sew without a strong guard, and has not since the Ftrst— 
So you see, though we thought the craze dwindled to ni/, when Partridge shooting began ! 
The scent of the Jubilee clings to us still. 
Let us hope the Conservative speakers Tue phylloxera has invaded the Rhine Provinces. Prince Bismarck 
Which the Jubilee Club means to train, is concentrating all his energies to crush and squelch out the contu- 
Won't simply be mere office-seekers, macious invader. The Iron Chancellor has quite forgotten about 





But some wisdom let’s trust they'll attain. General Boulanger and his parasites in his anxiety to crush this pest. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


called to public ni 
morning, Xc., but mails that may be 





ik bad asked that 


Monpay.—No sitting in Lords. Lacaita wants public attention 
mails—not the males who won't go home till 
. caught on Sunday nights at 
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question, Tatton Egerton would have referred him to Post Office Direc- 
tory, which would have given him no more idea as to number of private 
bars than of bottle and jug entrances; but questioner being H. W. L., 
it becomes apparent same refers to ancient gateways, of which he 
numbers 150. Irish Constabulary votes being 1a discussion in supply, 
it goes without saying they didn’t go without talking. Daddy Longlegs 
Balfour strikes attitude not at all suggestive of Sleeping Beauty, his arms 
crossed over his breast, and his feet crossed on table, while his faithful 
harman Henchman—I mean henchman Harman—keeps watch. Sweet 
subject for one of the vacant spaces in lobby—Sleeping Balfour and Wa- 
King Harman; anyway, no harm in it. Even Sexton doesn’t wake 
A. J. B. nor the member for Mid-Cork, as he smacks palm of left hand 
with back of right. But the sleeper wakened at last by recital by 
Doctor Tanner of thrilling adventure of three policemen who followed 
the doctor on an expedition to shoot cocks—whether wood or game, no 
particulars. Kenny, determined that Smith shall not have the credit of 
the only white waistcoat, lounges elegantly, and display does his laundress 
credit, only getting up to protest against Government interference with 
literature perused by Irish Constabulary. Never mind, Mat. Pat, 
whether policeman or Parnellite, reads FUN, so he can't go far wrong. 
Liberal party conspicuous by its absence ; indeed, at one time only seat 
occupied above gangway, that in possession of Parnellite member for 


MIGRATIONS FROM WESTMINSTER, 


Tuesday.—Lord Denman trots out his Women’s Suffrage Bill. Ber- 
lighted again ! 

Commons.—Parnellites have a field-night on Vote for Chief Sec.’s 
salary. Heaps of mud thrown from below gangway at Balfour and 
King-Harman. However, instead of sticking, it recoils. Splendid 
tribute by Healy and Co. to King-Harman, inasmuch as they show— 
—_ that they] are bent on unearthing anything in “‘the King’s” 
past life detrimental to him; and, secondly, that the worst they can lay 
their hands on is a brush with the police at Cremorne twenty years back. 
“The King,” therefore, stands as a pattern of respectability, as few men 
in or out of House have so good a record. 

Wednesday.—Supply. House still regaled with Irish Civil Service 
and Irish incivility. 

Thursday. —Government on trial for proclaiming meeting of on of 
Clare at Ballycoree, near Ennis. Certainly not a Clare case oy i 
sort of interference by executive. Derangement of epitaphs, Stanhope 
calls Balfour Strafford, and Labby refers to Spencer as Shakespeare. 

Friday.—Addison wants separate i on railways for ladies. 
(Why not separate stations beginning with Addison Road?) Any way, 
his notion is not a bad one. Supply. 

Saturday.—Supply. Parliamentary birds begin to tire of even their 
own chatter and to spread their wings and fly away in coveys. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE Epiror or “Fon.” 

S1R,— You may think it but a joke (but ‘tisn’t) now the weather’s 
“broke "—at least, not here, where (if the sun is not a fierce and 
scorching one that dries up hills and lakes, and burns, and boils, and 
scorches you by turns), the whole of nature gets so damp that colds, 
theumatics, coughs, and cramp, neuralgia, earache “‘tak’ a grup” and 
come and gently touch you up. I svs/a come south, but I prefer to wait 
till after Doncaster; and on the Leger, by-the-bye, I’m keeping a reflective 
eye, and conning mysteries occult—next week I'll give you the result. 
Meantime you may enjoy remark on what may chance at Sandown 
Park ; so I append for all our sakes a tip upon 


THe Nurs’ry STAKES, 
You may shout it above and below, 
You know, 
You may tell it to friend or to foe 
(That's so), 
Or with attitude fiery 
May baffle enquiry, 
Refusing the gaff for to blow ; 
But, lo! 
My selection is sof A. Benbow. 


I’m not very sure what it #s 
(Good biz !) 
But some apprehensions have riz, 
As viz. : 





Lancastrian filly 
May make us look silly, 
A brad to a bottle of fizz, 
Though, ‘tis 
That Acme comes in with a whizz. 


Now to my chamber I'll retreat and have hot water to my feet, and 
send to all the local towns for flannel vests and eider downs, and seal- 
skin wraps and sable coats, and halfa-dozen rowing boats (in case 
of floods). Thank Jove, I've here sufficient food for half a year; 
but you will gather from these hints that those who paint in 
glowing tints the joys of country life, forget that it’s occasionally wet ; 
and they, who, on their summer trips, go here and there by trains and 
ships, and think the country all sublime, shewld see the same im winter 
time! They'd then, I'm sure, endorse the cuss now falling from 





TROPHONIUS, 
M. Paut GIBIgR, a French scientist, who has been very 
energetic in procuring microbes and watching their little 


pla 
ways, is about to start for South America, He has made up bis mind 


to thoroughly study yellow fever, Unfortunately the probability is that 
the major y don of the know he will be buried him, 
“Yellow Jack” is a foe that on mankind whenever he gets a 


chance, and doesn’t draw the line at doctors. 





A crITIC says :—"* White hands with rosy palms, so beloved of our 
grandmothers, hae one out of fashion.” Quite so, mothers now-a-days 
don’t spank their offspring with the vigour ‘Aer parents were wont to ! 
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OCONVHERSATIONS FOR THH TIMHS, 





RETRENCHMENT. 


An EvEeR-ENDURING Farce, PLrayep (OFF ON THE PUBLIC) BY 
EacuH SUCCESSIVE MINISTRY. 


Time—Any date within the scope of history. 


RIME MINISTER. 

Ly iP Here, I say, old 

man, the public 

“ clamour for a re- 

is really becoming 

too loud to ignore any 
longer—hang the public ! 

SECRETARY OF STATE 
FOR THE WASTE DEPART- 
MENT. Oh, blow! there’s 
always some nonsense of 
this sort. Why can’t the 
beastly public let us throw 
away its money as we like, 
without inquiring, and all 
that nonsense? Well, what 
are we to do, if we must 
retrench? Look here, I 
don’t think it, would be a bad notion to reduce your salary—say to one 
half, * That would effect a saving of. 

P. M. Confound your nonsense! I’ll have you to know that /’m not 

oing to lose. No—if retrenchment is to depend upon any reduction 
in my emoluments, the public may whistle for it. Tell you what, though 
—we might abolish your office ; you aren’t of much use to the country, 
and—— 

Szc. or S. FoR W. D. What! You'd better try it, that’s all. Any- 
thing else may go by the board, but I stick to every penny of my screw. 

P. M. Hum—well. Let me see—there are those seven high officials 
whose offices are sinecures, and whose work is done by one junior clerk, 
If we knocked them off we should save at least twenty thousand a—— 

THe SEVEN HIGH OFFICIALS (dursting in like one whirlwind). 
Here, come, we say! None o’ that. If you touch a hair of our 
honoraria we'll just up and let out all about that last little retrenchment 
affair, when—— 

P. M. No, no, gentlemen—pray hush! Your salaries shall not be 
touched—I swear it! But could you suggest some scheme for meeting 
this public clamour for—— 

THe Seven H. O's. Well—er—what do you say to amalgamating 
the offices of the twelve gentlemen who see to the Government contracts ? 
You see their work could easily be done by one man, especially if he 
were trained so as to have some knowledge of his duties. 

Tue P, M. Ah, that isn’t a bad idea: and then there would be 
another advantage—he wouldn't be incessantly undoing his own work, 
and selling what he had just bought, and—— 

THe Twetve MoppLers OF CONTRACTS (bursting in, even as did 
the High Officials), What? How? Which? Oh, you try it; that’s 
all! We'll make it hot for you! /W'// let out some nice little 
scandals ! 

P. M, (meek/y), But, gentlemen, I was thinking that your system of 
going to work, 
each one in the 
dark as to what 
the other eleven 
are doing—your 
queer way of 
sometimes buy- 
ing twelve times 
the quantity 
required, and 
then selling 
eleven parts of 
it as old stock 
—the way one 
of you some- 
times has of 
selling the very 
article another 
of you is invit- 
ing contracts 
for, and so on 
— might cause a little —a very little waste—let us say a hundred 

millions per annum—of public mon— 

THe Twatve M’s. OF C, Pooh, pooh! W are very well satisfied 

with it, You wouldn’t credit the little thousand ways in which our 

system enables us to get nice little pickings! You let the system alone, 














duction in the waste of 





or it'll be the worse for you! Now, look here, if you really xs; 
reduce expenditure, why not lower the salaries of all the small officials 
—see? 

THE SMALL OFFICIALS (bursting in, as Lefore). No. We won't 
stand it. We know a little too much about the secret and very queer 
workings of the departments ; and if you dare to touch our interests—— 

P, M. Oh, very well, gentlemen—pray don’t say another word—yoy 
may rest assured that——- But what on earth amIto do? I'll just 
trot round the shops and havealook. . . . Ah, here area thousand 

ier-glasses ordered by mistake instead of leather buckets, and a dead 
os to the public. Now, if we were to put a stop to this sort of 

1 ——$——— 

Ae OFFICIAL (d0bding up). You drop it. Hands off. I’m going to 
take advantage of the mistake, and decorate my private house with 
those glasses, 

P, M. Then here’s a hundred tons of tin-tacks ordered by mistake 
instead of a hundredweight. 

ANOTHER OFFICIAL (bobbing up). Let ‘em alone. I’m going to 
have my garden-walk ballasted with ’em : it'll save me ten pounds, 

P, M. Then here are fifty workmen engaged in making furniture for 
another official in public time—— 

ANOTHER OFFICIAL, Be off! Don’t meddle with my affairs, 

P, M. Well, but—what on earth am I to do to retrench? I really 
must take some step ! 

ALL THE OFFICIALS (with one voice). We'll tell you, Discharge 
some thousands of the workmen at the Government workshops. 7hey 
don’t know the secrets we know, so there will be no danger. See? 
(Suggestion carried out.) 

* * a * a aa . * 

ANTI-CLIMAX, 

P, M. But (as the newspapers mention) ‘‘ attention is also called to 
the alleged fact that the Government act injudiciously in transferring 
important work from the dockyards and workshops, because the confi- 
dential plans which they send to private firms when inviting tenders may 
be, and often are, used for the benefit of foreign powers.” 

CHORUS OF GOVERNMENT OFFICIALS (jingling Russian and other 
Soreign coins in their pockets) Ha! HA!! HA!!! 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BORLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom. 
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**YOU SMELL THIS BUSINESS WITH A SENSE AS COLD 
As IS A DEAD MAN’S NOSE: BUT I DO SER’T AND FEEL’T.” 
— Winter's Tale, Act II, Scene 1. 
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Packing Up, 
(Sez CARTOON.) 


‘A TERRIBLE job is this packing,” 
Says Smith to his master, Lord S., 
** It sets my poor cranium racking— 
My fury I cannot repress, 
A pretty predicament this is— 
With our packages little and big, 
Here we’re ready for holiday blisses 
And can’t pack this horrible pig !” 


Cries Salisbury, ‘* Sit on the lid, man, 
While 7 try to fasten the thing— 

I wish of the beast we were rid, man, 
For that pig of our life is the sting.” 

You see, though we're trying coercion, 
It don’t seem to mind us a fig, 

All our efforts it views with aversion— 
Confound this unpackable pig ! 





‘* Yes, a pretty predicament, truly, 
Are our struggles to be quite in vain? | 
This Hibernian pig, so unruly, 
Will make us too late for the train, 
Again we must sz¢ on him, blow him ! 
I'll ‘ proclaim ’ him, I wd2//, dash my wig ; 
The squealer! /'// pretty soon show him—” 
But they haven’t yet conquered that pig ! 
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A FRENCH journalist has been wounded in the right | 
hand by a sword-thrust delivered during aduel. He | 
now opines that the sword is considerably mightier 
than the pen, and infinitely more painful. Really 
these things are ordered much better in England. 
After a mutual ‘‘slate,” a meeting generally takes | 
place in Prossers’ Avenue, or some equally lively loca- | 
tion, and the results are somewhat deadly; but not | 
until the next day after the encounter, | 
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We have now fairly begun to civilise Her Ma- | 
jesty’s new subjects, the Zulus. A yearly hut-tax of | 
14s. has been levied throughout Zululand, A gal- 
lows or two will be erected soon. 


A HOME THRUST. 


Miss Cronger.—*‘ UM sUR#, DEAR, SHE TALKED SCANDAL THE WHOLE TIME 
SHE STAYED!” 
Miss Lovelock, —‘* NOY TO HERSELF, Dear, I PRESUME?” 








KNIOKNAOKS. 


An American, who was hanged a few weeks ago, has left the criminal 
world some interesting information. It appears, during the course of 
his erring and erratic career, he was half scragged 
more than once by lynchers, and before being 
worked off by the professional hangman, he re- 
marked to the Sheriff, ‘‘ Hanging isn’t so almighty 
nice; but it don’t hurt as much as you might 
think. You can say this much for the informa- 
tion and comfort of all who will have to go after 
me, They are going to die far easier deaths than 
three-fourths of the fat old judges who sentence 
them, and who expect to peg out in their beds,” 
The American Jack Ketch did not give this com- 
municative ‘‘ patient” Berry’s long-drop. He 
struggled fifteen minutes or so. His sensations 
might have been exceedingly pleasant, but the 
on-lookers went away thinking otherwise. 

THE non-payment of rent has become a burning 
question in Scotland. A tenant who refused to 
shell out his arrears the other day was warmed up with vitriol by his 
irate landlord. Of course nobody has any fervent desire to pay rent 
when there is a possibility of sneaking out of it, though most landlords 
are entitled to it ; yet, at the same time, it should not be collected in too 
drastic a manner, Landlords must draw the line at vitriol ! 








THE following advertisement appears in a contemporary :—‘‘ Wanted, 
aman to fit on boots of a good moral character, Apply,” etc. The 
advertiser has only one little loop-hole of escape when he is chaffed 
anent his literary production, and it is—Boots have soles ! 


ONE Mr. Anthony Stenhouse, a Canadian M.P., is deaf as a post; he 
isn’t dumb, though, which is perhaps a misfortune. We suggest as a 
grave possibility that even the Irish question might be pleasantly 
arranged, and settled by—a Parliament of mutes. 








AN aged widow, who recently appeared as a witness before the 
Crofters’ Commission, stated that she had brought up a large family on 
her croft, but that some of them were now ‘out in the world,” one 
daughter being married in Manitoba. ‘Is she getting on well?” asked 
the chairman. ‘‘ She says so,” replied the witness, ‘*‘And do you 
believe her?” inquired the chairman, ‘‘No!” exclaimed the aged 
widow. The chairman then observed, ‘ Old crofters evidently entertain 
a strong prejudice against emigration, and are tenacious of the worst 
places ; in fact, the deeper the bog the greater the attraction!” This 
is not an age of sentiment, still there is something pathetic in the poor 
old woman’s insinuated belief in the damp, dank land of her birth ; 
which tender touch{of nature the well-fed chairman apparently did not 
understand, 


PARIS can now boast of having produced a very useful lunatic. The 
cranky party in question fancied that he held an official position as an 
inspector of cabs, and spent a year in attending to his imaginary duties. 
At last he became a positive terror to abusive, extortionate, careless, and 
uncleanly Jehus; but unfortunately, by some means or other, this mad- 
man who had a method in his madness was exposed and lodged in a 
madhouse ; to the sorrow of many citizens and visitors, 


A BAR-LOAFER estimates that, on a hot day, the people of New York 
imbibe about 500,000 gallons of beer, while at Hudnut's, on Broadway, 
50,000 quarts of iced milk are swallowed by thirsty married souls who 
go home and tell their wives, mothers, sisters, aunts, and female cousins 
that they wouldn’t take anything stronger to save their lives, 


A SEVENTY-year-old widower in search of a wife waited on the Bally- 
mena Guardians recently, and begged that they would allow him to 
meander through the workhouse and select a suitable spouse, The 
Board most graciously acquiesced with his request, but none of the 
women seemed inclined to catch on. He crawled out of the Union ina 
crippled sort of way, muttering, “‘ Fieldmales is a snare, and a de- 
looshun, and them paupers in partickiler hev made a reglar divarshuo 
of me.” He must have had an inexpensive fool round, though ! 
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Lonc Putt?” 





Scamp!” 








DOWN ON HIM, AND QUITE RIGHTLY! 
Elderly Riverside Cad,—‘' W8LL MAY I BE SCORCHED IF YOU DON’T LOOK REGLAR FETCHIN’ THIS MORNIN, Miss! ’AD A NICE 


Fair Scullist,—“ On, yas! AND I INTEND TO HAVE ANOTHER—AT YOUR NOSE—AS SOON AS I’VE LANDED; you INSOLENT OLD 


[Z. R. C. retires whistling mournfully, and solaces himself with ginger-beer and gin, 











Strange, but True! 


Sounp the loud timbrel! Egypt is #o¢aland of grace! The Moslem 
still makes a merit of murdering a Nazarene ; the Greek asks permission 
of the Holy * Pania” to perpetrate a robbery; the Arab derives honour 
from a successful raid on his neighbour’s property ; an Abyssinian would 
be esteemed a dolt if he failed to cut the throats of a few Egyptian pea- 
sants; and the negro would be a useless member of society who was 
not skilful in decoying his relations’ wives and daughters, to sell them 
in the Soudan. Doesn’t this matter seem passing strange, when we 
know that the soil of Egypt produces some of the most delicately- 
flavoured, soothing tobacco in the world? Those who doubt the latter 
| fact should try Poulides and Co,’s *‘ Club Khedivial Cigarettes” at once. 

They are warranted to calm any Englishman afflicted with a severe 
attack of ** mother-in-law.” 




















A MILKMAN summoned the other day for adulterating the milk he sold, 
pleaded in mitigation that he had invariably been most careful to dilute 






THE Veterinary Hospital of Philadelphia is a noble go-ahead insti- 
tution. It contains padded cells for insane horses, and easy chairs for 
ailing pigs owned by Irish-Americans who are prepared to pay a week 
in advance, 





JOST OUT, PRICH ONE SHILLING, 


HONOURS DIVIDED: OR, FAIRLY PLAYED. 


By H. T, JOHNSON. 








JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


JACK OF HBAWRTS. 
By H, T. JOHNSON. 








“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 
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**Invaluable in ‘facial Neuralgia. Has 
roved effective in all those cases in which we 
ve prescribed it.'’—Medical Press. 
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A TRAGEDY. 








XLVI.—NO. 1166. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
Davey Lanz.—We are said, as a nation, to take our pleasure sadly, 
and Mr. Augustus Harris is the last person to rum counter to a popular 





taste ; consequently, the partaker of the Pleasure here, provided by that 
astute manager and (as a Scotchman might—but probably wouldn’t— 
ybserve) ‘‘a stoot” confr2re, will find nothing to disturb this national 
idiosyncrasy. /icasurc, as a play, is pretty dull throughout. A most 
potential blander lies at the root of this. It is an unwritten law of 
melodrama that your hero (more or less) and heroine (to the uttermost) 
shal! be without flaw or blemish—immaculate as snow before it is trodden 
upon; but the authors of FPizasure have scarcely embarked upon their 
story before the hero and heroine are deliberately ‘‘ given away ;"’ the 
ome being revealed as a brute and cad, and the other—with the bloom 
rubbed off. Nobody cares for their distresses and goings-on after that, 
n spite of the cleverness of Mr. W. Gasdiner as the one and the refined 
style and attractive personality of Miss Alma Murray as the other. The 
piece is fairly well written, and there are flashes of Harry Nicholls and 
Miss Fannie Brough which serve to make life worth living and assist us 
0 forget the monotunous and nasal villain. 





FROM a spectacular point of view, however, it is full of interest and 
charm, the Riviera section rising to a magnificence of beauty, complete- 
2xe88, and elaboration which may be even said to overtop all previous 
‘fforts in the field. The beauty, brightness, and gaiety of the Bartle of 
Flowers, the brilliancy of another kind which characterizes the Carnival 
Ball, and the thoroughly well-managed and impressive earthquake 
scenes form a trio of effects, any one of which should atrract audiences 
for months. I think, however, the first of these scenes should have con- 
ained some matter pertaining to the story more copious than Miss 
Marray’s scream of recognition. The last act has a pretty scene, but 
is affecting the story, it is poor and anti-climax, 


In addition to the ladies and gentlemen already mentioned, I may 
ay that Mr. Lionel Rignold plays a vulgar alderman with some con- 
iderable humour; Mr. Victor Stevens acts with care a part he can 
carcely be at home in; and Misses Jenny Dawson and Millicent 
Mildmay, and Mdlle. Lily Mirska play with fidelity the three unplea- 
sant ladies who are the most important inhabitants of Nice 


THe Gaiety.—Fun on the Bristol, which was played some five years 
igo at the Olympic, and has been playing in various parts of this country 
ind the world ever since, has just been revived here for (presumably) a 
short run. Mr, Sheridan's remarkably clever and faithful impersonation 
f the Widow O’Brien continues to be the chief—if not only—artistic 
palliation for the piece—if piece it can be called. It is now played in 
wo acts, and it is in the ‘‘ varieties,” which form the major portion of 
he second act, that the principal changes have been made. Mr. 
Sheridan, who used to show an extraordinary command of the re- 
sources of ‘‘the make-up box” in the impersonation of a Jew, now 
:mphasises this skill by an equally striking embodiment of a tramp. 
Mr. Thos. E. Somers is a good negro, with some comical ‘‘ patter ;” 
ind Miss Edith Vane shows her ability as a singer of some taste, The 
hree St. Felix Sisters would be all right if they wouldn’t “‘ sing,” they 
can dance and ‘‘evolute” with much expertness, but their voices are 
harper than the serpent’s tooth, and make your head ache for the 
rest of time. Miss May Livingston, who “doubles” the parts of Dora 
McAlister and the Negro ‘‘help,” Bella Thompson, is least unpleasant 


is the latter—she’s pretty vulgar as both. 








Tuz Comepy.—When you come to analyse it, there is nothing very 
new in Messrs. George M. Fenn and J. H. Darnley’s farcical comedy, 
The Barrister, and yet, at a time when many folks consider that this 
class of piece is just entering om the descending phase 23 regards popu- 
larity, it kept an audience, necessarily pretty “‘ experienced,” in good 
humour from start to finish, and during the greater portion of the very 
expert second act induced it to abandon itself to unrestrained merri- 
ment. The performers were not sufficiently easy in their parts to give 
full effect to them or to the general picture, and Mr. Darnley, one of 
the authors, who plays the hero, does not by any means make the most 
of it. Otherwise it is well acted. Mr. Mervin is one of the weak points, 
bat he might be a deal worse. Miss Helen Leyton is very pleasant and 
pretty as the “mistaken wife” peculiar to farcical comedy ; and Miss 
Maud Merrill works hard as the “‘ slavey "—which is what “*slaveys” 
ought to do; but the palm of all belongs to Miss Susie Vaughan, her 
performance is the brightest, most refreshing of delightful pure comedy. 
Miss Maggie Hunt and Miss Agnes Verity “‘ have little to do but look 
beautiful,” in which matter Nature kindly plays their parts for them. 





I sez one of the leading critics complains that the fact of the ser- 
vant letting his master’s house during his absence, is concealed from the 
audience until the last act. I’m afraid that critic must have taken his 
seat a few seconds late, for the matter referred to is clearly set forth io 


+h S y ’ . a af ot } 
oe ve hrst Dall-cozen sentences oO! (he piay, 





well as comic singer, gives a double size, extra super-monst 
concert to himself at the Canterbury to-morrow night, when ‘ 
talent” will assist, and the most distinguished patrons will patronise. 
Comic singers, generally, give mea turn, but Mr. Coborn promises no 
nem to anybody who likes to goand have them ; 


Roane or, UU raree ur as lle al . at » 
Nops AND WiNKs.—My. C. Coborn, a really clever comedian, as 
> oe 


less than eighty of th 

they'll be worth the money, for (actually) the best strength of the 
‘* halls” has promised to back him up.—‘* Sweets to the sweet!” Mr. 
Sydney Grundy has prepared 4 Sox of Chocolates for the patrons of th 


Business.” 


Gaiety, which will be presented to them during the autumn season.— 
On Monday next Mr. Thomas Thorne brings Sofiia home to the 
Vaudeville again. NESTOR. 








Yo! Heave-ho! 


Our jolly tars the capstan turn, 

While rings the craft from stem to stern, 
As ‘*chanties”’ they on deck sing ; 

We landlubbers, who d like to join, 

To catch the burden of each line 
Our brains are vainly vexing ; 

For, though the strains are rhythmical, 

The words we can’t make out at all, 
They're quite too, too perplexing. 





In the great Highland Gathering at the Manchester Exhibition, the 
first prize for pibrochs on the bagpipes was won by William Maclennan, 
of Edinburgh. No doubt he thoroughly deserved his success; but it 
does seem rather unpatriotic on the part of a man who hails from the 
‘** Land o’ Whisky ’”’ that he should select ‘* The Blue Ribbon” as his 


favourite air. 
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A Lay of the Lay-gue. 





[By a volcanic “ pattie located at a safe distance from the “ prociaimed 
Sancay meetwg af boas recency. ' 
SURE a man that’s disgusted ye see 
In me, 
An’ I've cause for me scorn ye’ll agree 
Juite free ; . 
I:'s annoyed that I am 
Art the swindle and sham, 
Whin manny an Owish M.P, 
' Did fee 
From the matin’ at Ballycoree ! 





re 


‘Twas to Ennis (that same’s County Clare, 
1’. swear !) 
They did all on the Sabbath repair, 

An’ there 
They proposed to orate 

In a farious state 
All the Laygue’s vile “* proclaimers ” to dare 

An’ scare 

Wid a bould pathriotical air, 


But, begorra, ‘twas little they sid, 
Or did, 
But were maly-mouthed mumblers instid : 
I've nd 
They regyarded with awe 
The vile minions av law, 
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or meself wasn't passin’ that way, 
Ye'll lay); 
Bat it sames to be held 
That they weren’t so much quelled, 
But that strong common sinse had the sway 
' That day, 
Which shows that Laygue blusther don’t pay. 





A CORRESPONDENT states, with horror, that many of the 
New York ‘** dudes” spend at least £1,000 a year apiece on 
idress. No matter, the girls are amused, and the paternal 
parents, in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, “* pay the 


piper,” and are proud of their imbecile boys. The sires Poe 


have mostly come from the gutter, and, put a beggar’s son 
}on horseback, it’s heavy odds he'll win in a canter in his 
ride to venerable Nicholas. 





| THE Empress of Japan intends visiting America in October. 
| She particularly wishes to learn the art of making ‘‘cock- 
| tails” under a competent professor, who refuses to leave his 
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country at any price. NAMED 


DRAWN STRAIGHT FROM THE TAP. 


House Vrator.—** HIN MY HUMBLE OPINION, HALFRED, yer GLAD- 
STUNS, AND YER LORD RANDULPH CHURCHILLS, AND YER LoxD CHARLES 
BERESFORDS, AIN'T A PATCH ON THE BLOKES AS USED TO Was. GIVE 
ME LokD PALMERSTON, HADMIRAL NELSON, AND THE DooK 0° YorK; 
THEY WAS MEN O’ GEN’US HIF YER LIKE 

Halfred.—“ "OW bD’y8R KNOW, GOV’NER?” 

Pot- Howse Orater.—“*’Ow vO I KNOW? ‘Ow po I KNow? Wuy, sy 
A-TOTTIN’ HORF THE WON’ERKFUL NUMBER OF Posiic ‘OvUSES as Is 


ARTER ’EM, HIN COURSE!” 








— es | 
ON SOME INDIAN PRINCES. 
| Somesopy or the other has had any amount to say lately about 
| Dhuleep Sing. He's going over to the Russians, is he? Well, he can, 
|as faras Iam concerned. It’s quite a pleasure to hear something about 
| the Indian fellows after the Germans. I think it would be a capital 
| thing to start a good many small Bu'garias all over Europe. You could 
|send ‘em a lot of German princes to make Charles the Firsts of, and 
| behead em; and that would save the German and British ratepayer a 
good bit. It seems to me, though, that the Indian princes are a trifle 
more use to us than all the Germans put together. The Germans have 
always had coin from us. We've always had coin from the Indians. 
We paid any amount in the last century to the Germans to find them the 
stuff to fight with, We prigged any amount from the Indians. Yet 
any amount of fuss is made about some wretched, out-at-elbows Teuton, 
and men who have been of use to us ain’t much thought of. Do you 
remember the Queen of Oude, when she came to England, how badly 
this poor, half-mad idiot was treated? About the same time—about 
the tame of the marriage of the Princess Royal—the Germans were 
coming over introops. { remember pictures of the funeral of the Queen 
in old numbers of the /i/ustrated 7imes. 

I’m pot fond of your heroes, and all that sort of thing, but I always 
| do admire the great Napoleon, if only for the way he sat on the twadd- 
| ing little German princes. I should like to have a good go at them in 

(he pension list. / always think we've treated the Indians like pigs. 
| nd they’ve always had a bit of manliness about them, anyhow. If it 





hadn’t been for India we should have never had a proper brew of light 
pale ale; that’s saying something. From India we get chutnee. (Chaut- 
pee’s best with cold haunch cut with a bit of ham fat). I like curry, 
too—cold, for breakfast. Why, nobody ever cooks it properly that | 
know of. Many’s the time I used to have it at Halford’s (the cld place), 
with a glass of Maderia. But I've got no liver left now to enjoy that 
kind of thing, more’s the pity. Weil, what with curries, and chutnee, 
and decent pale ale, we've got a good deal more out of India than we 
have out of Germany. If you want a bad penknife, buy a German one; 
or a bad oleograph ditto, or an iron railway sleeper, or some bad velvet. 
I think the Indians are much superior to the Germans, so I tell you. 
And if Holkar What’s-his-name wasn't treated with more respect than 
an impecunious Serene Highness, somebody ought to be ashamed of 
himself, Diocsnss Tusss, 





An Extended Knowledge. 


A MIDLAND matron, called as a witness in favour of a sixteen-year- 
old culprit, gravely informed the Bench that she had known the lad fos 
twenty-seven years, and that bis character was unimpeachable. ** Then 
you knew the prisoner eleven years before he was born ?” exclaimed the 
Court. ‘* Well, perhaps I wor a-stretchin’ it a troifle too fur; but I 
knowed his mother, gentlemen, so it be much the same thing,” replied 
the M M. irgenucusly ‘* Notwithstanding your evidence, we think 
the boy will have to doa short stretch,” replied the Court, as it took a 
drink of transparent fluid, which was supposed to be water well iced. 
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THE GRAVEST OFFENCE /jOF ALL. 





e fancied him a fearful criminal. Our cheek blanched as we listened to the recital of his crimes. 


a ony 
recovering from small-pox, and kept the safety exits of a theatre barred up, and blocked the gangways with chairs. 
had always abstained from acts which the Law regards as crimes. 
he said ; and then we felt less repugnance towards him, for we saw he was only a “' misdemeanant.”’ 





But presently there came a policeman, who placed him in heavy chains. “ It's a very different matter now /” murmured the officer, covering his face and shuddering. 











And after a time we braced ourselves to ask the judge what his awfal crime had been. ‘“‘ He has been convicted of smuggling—he has OrFENDED AGAINST 
Raevenve!" murmured the judge, turning pale. Then we shunned the awful criminal with loathing ! 


He had begun, as an infant, by wrecking trains and torturing 


he had kicked his wife and his horse ; he had sold putrid meat for human food, and taken glandered horses through the streets, and ridden in omnibuses when 
In this way he had murdered hundreds. But he 


**T have been fined about seven- -and-six from first to last, so that I ain’t such a dreadful criminal,” 


THE 
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wat Be 1 a DOIN’ OF? Way, 
4 Givin’ my GOAT A COAT O° BLACK. 


e/es7 AS GOOO AS 
PAINT 


ey, THEM AS LIKES BLACK 
CURRENTS! 


S DYE-MAKERS AND THE BLACKING-MAKERS , THE 
ORAINED ARY,SIR! 
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THE “SILVER THAMES.” 


LetTers have appea‘ed in the daily papers, in which the writers observe that their communications have been written with ‘* Below-Bridge” 


Thames Water. But, apparently, the limpid stream is put to other purposes also, 














Exeter, September 5th, 1887. 


Once mere the fearful helocaust ! 
Once mere the lesson never learnt ! 
A‘ crewd of fellow creatures lost— 
Trapped—suffocated—crushed—and burnt ! 
** One doer and four sharp flights” ’twould seem 
(** The last improvements ” was the boast !)— 
What wonder if we doubt we dream, 
Or if we rage or sorrow most, 


Yet anger dies in pity’s hush 
As we that dreadful scene recall : 
The sudden flame, the frantic rush, 
And then the ghastly end of all ! 
Aad those the victims leave behind— 
The orphaned child, the widowed wife— 
What terms can mere compassion find 
As solace for a shadowed life ! 


What use! What use! Words are too weak, 
And jar on hearts attuned te feel : 
The gentlest pity we can speak 
May tear the wounds we strive to heal, 
Gop give them strength to fit their day— 
We can but give the tear and sigh, 
And on those graves in silence lay 
The chaplet of our sympathy. 





New Leaves. 


Sweet face though it is, the *‘Study of a Head,” which forms the 
frontispiece to the September number of Zhe English Jilustrated, being 
from the pencil of Mr, E, Burne-Jones, is not thereby lifted above the 
level of commonplace. The chief ‘‘artistic merit” of the number lies 
in Mr. Herbert Railton’s masterly illustrations to ‘‘ Westminster School.” 
—‘*The Unpublished Letters of Thackeray” are not the only or yet the 
principal attraction in Scribner, for the number is full of matter where- 
with to divert the thoughts of the thoughtful.—There is no lack of 
interest about the contents of Lomgman’s.—The variations in fashions 
which are so fascinating to the female mind are freely set forth in Le 
Follet.— Household Words holds a sufficient store to sustain its readers 
until its next delivery.—There is always abundant provision of the most 
palatable fare for their patrons in Zhe Leisure Hour, The Sunday at 
Home, The Boy's Own Paper, and The Gtrl’s Own Paper.—No. 47 of 
The New Biographical Series, issued from the same office, gives portrait 
and memoir of that grand old light of science, Michael Faraday.— From 
Barberton, Cape Colony, we have received the initial number of 7he 
Fester, and have only to say of it that however well it may look, there 
is ample room for it to improve as it grows older. 

The second of the new shilling books issued from the *‘ Jupy” Office 
may certainly be spoken of in the same high terms as the first. ‘* The 
Belle of Rock Harbour,” by Miss Clo. Graves, is an amusing story told 
in no commonplace way, and the illustrations are equally good and 
humorous. The success of these books goes far to encourage the ex- 
pectation of “‘ plenty more from the same shop.” 
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KNICEKENAOKS, 


At a Home Rule meeting held the other night, a Separatist was ex- 
tolling the ‘‘moderation”’ of the Irish ‘*patriots.” ‘* More mzrder-ation 
than moderation in their acts,” warbled a 
red-nosed Orangeman, Turmoil ensued. 
Noises were heard suggestive of Irish 
terriers gnawing ham-bones. When the 
remains of the loyalist were swept out, a 
verdict was returned by the company 
present—‘‘ The deceased met his death 
through perpetrating an atrocious joke.” 


A DOCTOR, who courted a young lady for 
two years and was jilted, sued the flighty 
damsel’s father recently for the visits he 
paid the daughter, The farthing he re- 
ceived as damages he has had gilded, and 
he boldly exhibits it to bachelor patients as 
a sovereign cure for love. 





A ScHOOL BoArp has offered a prize for the most truthful boy, and 
another for the most courageous urchin in the school, to be decided by 
ballot of the pupils. Truthful Tommy and Pugilistic Bob will probably 
put their heads together, and go into a quiet sort of partnership, in order 
to secure the said prizes, and with care they are each pretty certain to 
take the cake. Within ten years’ time, as likely as not, Truthful Tommy 
will pose as managing director of a shoddy public company, while Pugi- 
listic Bob may reign supreme as champion chucker-out in a West-end bar. 


A DYING pauper lately requested the presence of a Romish priest at his 
bedside, stating that he had been brought up as a Roman Catholic, but, 
having been twice married to Protestant women, he had passed as a 
Protestant for the sake of peace and quietness. Some of the ancient 
martyrs of all sects were evidently not endowed with the acumen possessed 
hy this wily pauper. Their conduct may have been *‘ noble,” but it was 
confoundedly silly. Mental reserve is a big point ! 


ROBERT, ‘* Prince” of the Yetholm gipsies, was recently charged 
with stealing a pair of spectacles. The ‘‘ Prince” said that his eyes 
were in a very queer condition, and that he had no intention of annexing 
the spectacles, which he picked up quite by accident ; but the beak 
remarked that bagging barnacles constituted a serious offence, and was 
a short-sighted policy fora manto pursue. As “‘ Prince” Robert left 
the dock he promised faithfully to avoid the eyes of the law in future, 


DETECTIVE CRACKETT, belonging to the C Division, has cracked a 
somewhat good wheeze in court. When asked, ‘* Was the prisoner’s 
wife engaged on her ordinary household duty when you saw her?” 
he replied, sententiously, ‘‘I should say so— she was talking.’”’ 
Thomas Carlyle was not partial to valets, but we believe he would 
have tolerated Crackett in the capacity of man-servant. Yes, the 
Scotch stoic would have gloried in the possession of such a sublime 
and sententious cynic, 


WE are gravely told that French *‘ sportsmen” have taken to cock- 
fighting, and that the natives of India have taken to drink. But why 
Perfidious Albion should be held responsible for these vices by certain 
philanthropists doesn’t seem altogether clear. According to history, the 
barbarian Gauls enjoyed seeing birds peck each other to death long 
before they paid their celebrated visit to Rome, while the Indians, it is 
clearly proved, have distilled and imbibed crude raw spirits to an 
enormous extent from time immemorial, 


‘“* WHAT caused the fall of Adam?” said the Sunday-school teacher 
to Timothy, who had signed the pledge the day previously. ** Drink 
and baccy, marm,” replied the six-year-old child, as he turned up his 
pale blue eyes towards the good lady’s careworn visage. That lad was 
not given a ticket for the school-treat. 


SEVERAL manufacturers of spurious Swiss antiquities have been 
prosecuted at Freiburg. The quantity of arrows and bolts fired by 
William Tell that are to be found in collections vie in number with the 
fragments of the cross, and Oliver Cromwell’s skulls, 





_ AN ancient sinner was recently charged with ‘shooting the crow,” 
#.¢., Obtaining alcoholic stimulant at public-houses, and making an 
artful retreat without paying for the cool, refreshing moisture. His 
method was charmingly simple. After strolling into a coffee-room, he 
would order a six of whisky. On the liquor being brought, he usually 
remarked, ‘‘ The water in the bottles looks rather cloudy, waiter, Just 
fetch some fresh, if you please.” Then, while the gentle garcon retired, 
the A. S. invariably drank the spirit with rapidity, and made tracks as 
speedily as possible, Fifteen days “‘ hard.” 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe Epiror or “Fun,” 


Si1r,—The cheek of some people is amazing!* There's a feller 
stopping with me here—I don’t know his name, I met him at the elub, 
and asked him (about 3 a.m. it was) to look me up in the sammer for a 
day or two. He did it in July, and he’s been here ever since. He 
leaves to-morrow, but that’s only because I'm off myself te Doncaster, 
on my way South, and am shutting the place up—except a room for my 
gillie, who will be in charge, and who never has anything in the house 
but porridge (‘‘ parritch,” he calls it), potatoes, milk, and a soup running 
mach to vegetables (which he calls “‘ kail,” I believe), But it isn’t his 
cheek (I don’t mean the gillie’s cheek, I’m harking back to that guest 
of mine) in quartering himself upon me all this time that I mind—I've 
done the same myself many a time in the old days, besides, the chap’s 
good company, and what's it matter as long as I can pay—but, dash it 
all! would you believe it? every might, when we adjourn to the smek- 
ing-room, he wi// give me a lot of instructions how to know a good 
horse, and how to pick out the winner im the various races. This to 
me! Me!—a man who’s sent more outsiders (ah! and they 4¢f# out- 
siders, too) than any living (or dead) prophet, bar none! But I was 
even with him last night. I sat very quiet while he held forth as usyal, 
when all of a sudden [ burst forth with this 


Tip FOR THE LEGER, 


You may talk of Merry Hampton in an energetic way, 
Till you tire of the engaging occupation ; 
If you like to back your fancy, I have nothing more to say, 
But I'll take you ‘* what you like ” without cessation. 
When you come the searlet jacket (Eiridspord, yeu understand), 
You will find me perhaps a trifle over-cautious— 
I’m as sweet upon the animal as any in the land, 
A greater state of sweetness would be nauseous, 


Kilwarlin isn’t likely to be very far in front, 
Unless he has the aid of necromancy ; 

And Florentine will probably be nowhere in the hunt— 
But, back him, bless you ! if you have the fancy. 

The very haughty Grandison ’twere foolish to despise, 
He’s full of possibilities exciting ; 

Nor let the Scottish King be wholly absent from your eyes, 
Though his chances of a win are uninviting. 
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Carrasco is an animal entitled to respect, 
And it might be worth a body’s while to back it ; 
But if there is an entry I’d advise you to reject, 
It’s the other scarlet fellow—Whistle Jack#s, ; 
There’s Savile and there’s Timothy — both may fill your hear' 
with joy a, 
And ring a merry peal witheut a jangle— 
And you might pull off an enterprising coup or two, my boy, 
By backing of Isosceles—try—angle ! 
You should have seen his face. He thought I was a mug—I ain't, 
I am, yours, &c., Troruonivs, 


* Our correspondent should be an authority on this poiat.—{Ep. 
———————— 


Borra.o Brit says that a 4rash with Indians usually ends in the 
rapid removal of hair. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


“RELIGIOUS PERSECUTION.” 


ante agcy ITIZEN. I’m as tired as a 
i, or" 2. dog. I shall be glad to 
geta bit of sleep. Gota 
severe day's work to-mor- 
row, too, so shall have to 
beupatfive. * * 

Doctor. Well, ma’am, 
it the patient gets a sound 
night’s rest to-night ke may 

ull through. Pray don’t 
et him be_ disturbed. 
Muffle the cat’s paws, and 
grease everybody’s eyelids 
in the house to prevent 
their creaking. 

LITERARY PARTY. 
Really cannot write a line 
in the daytime owing to the 
noise of the traffic; get on 
capitally at night, though, 
when everything’s quiet. 
Managed to earn fifteen 
whole shillings last night, 
and just keep the wolf from 
the door. . . . 

Weary Citizen. Yow! Murder! Help! Geod heavens! What 
is this fearful banging, and braying, and yelling at one in the morning ? 
[t must be the French Revolution and the reign ef terror! No, it’s 
eats! No, it isn’t; the house must be on fire! What a deafening 
bubbub, to be sure. I'll go down into the street, as I can’t sleep through 
it, and see if I can help. 

PATIENT. Hoo! Murder! Wh—wh—what is it? Is there murder 
going on? Oh, dear, I’m all of a celd perspiration. I must get up and 
see what it is. Don’t hold me down, I say—I’m mot light-headed. 
Bow, wow! Look at those dragons under the dressing-table! Meow! 

Lit. Party. No use—can’t write in this uproar. World must be 
coming to an end, surely! We shall have to forego the quartern loaf 
I expected to earn for to-morrow, and eat our old shoes. * * *# 

EARY C, What is this howliog, and spluttering, and blasphemy ? 
It must be a mad dog. Yet, no; mad dogs don’t blaspheme. Why, 
it’s a human being rushing out of a public hall. He is fixing his eye on 
me and swearing. He says he'll have my dashed gore. Help! He 
has cracked my skull, and broken all my legs, and is trying to strangle 
me because I am full of the Devil! Murder! He says he wi// have 
my bleod because he is saved, and drunk, 

PATIENT. Bow, wow! He’s broken all my legs, too, and it’s about 
all over with me; but he is forgiving me now, and welcoming me as 
one of the eleet because I’m light-headed. Good-day everybody ; I 
leave my real bone egg-spoon and my porpoise boot-laces to a charity. 

Lit. Party. Well, there isn’t much of me left either. At anyrate, I 
shall be incapacitated from following my calling for a year or so. Mean- 
while, my family can take up their 
quarters at the workhouse, 

s oa * * 

His WorsHIP. Prisoner, what 
have you to say to the charge, 

PRISONER. Nothing. I'm one 
of the elect of the Salvation Halle- 
lujah Glory-Hole Army of the 
Saints, and not under the law. 
When off duty I’m a Habitual 
Criminal. I leave my family to 
starve, as saints mustn’t work. 
I'll have the dashed liver out of 
every one in the court. Now, 
then ! 

THe MAGISTRATE, You have 
committed a most unprovoked and 
savage series of assaults, I can- 
not coneeive a grosser case. You 
must pay a fine of sixpence, or go 
te prison for a day. 

Tue P, Then ru go to prison. 

THE REGULATION PECULIAR 
STRANGER of WEAK PERCEP- 
TIONS, Wholly Unacquainted with 
the Prisoner. This is Religious 
Persecution! This is intolerance! I am aware that the outrages committed 
had not the slightest connection with religion in any possible way ; but 
& criminal ought to be allowed to commit amy crime he likes, so long as 
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he belongs to a Sect with a wild and blasphemous title ; and to prevent 
him is, to my feeble perception, ReLIGIOUS PERSECUTION. J will pay 
the fine. 7 ; . * a 

Chorus of PROFESSIONAL BURGLARS, MURDERERS, and others. 
Hooray! Let’s form ourselves into a Hysterical Religious Society. 
( They do; and punishments are abolished.) 


A LITTLE PERPLEXING. 
(See some Recent Speeches at Meetings in Ireland.) 


Joun Bout. Well, I’m open to conviction. No doubt I have faults. 
Now, I'll just be unprejudiced, and go and hear my character depicted 
by one of my enemies, and see where I ought to reform myself. Here’s 
an Irish Member speaking. : 

Ir1sH M.P. I tell you that the alien English are the unrelenting and 
deadly enemies of the Irish race: I tell you that you need never look 
for sympathy or justice from the English public. It is they who spur 
on a relenting Government to persecute and oppress you. You will 
never get justice from them. 3 

J. B. Dear me! I must really see to this. Perhaps there is some- 
thing init. Wait a bit; he hasn’t quite finished. Let’s hear further. 

InisH M.P. I repeat to you that it is not the mass of the English 
people who are your enemies. No, in all these criminal and disgraceful 
efforts of the alien Government to crush us, we have the sympathy of 
the English people, who long to grasp us by the hand and assure us of 
their loathing for the atrocious attitude of their rulers. 

J. B. Oh, that’s what I long to do, is it? Well, but—but I thought, 
he said—dear me! What sort of a fellow am I, then? It’s really 
somewhat puzzling to— 

Ir1sH M.P. Our only hope is to exterminate the bloodthirsty and 
tyrannical English people— 

J. B. Oh, dear! Then I must look out ! 

Ir1sH M.P. Yes, I repeat that your only hope is in the good feeling 
and sympathy of the English masses, who will, sooner or later, compel 
their dastardly Government to— 

J. B. Dear me! Hum! I think I had better wait until he has made 
up his mind about me. 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE BOOM. 





‘* HERE WILL WE SIT,—SOFT STILLNESS AND THE NIGHT 
BECOME THE TOUCHES OF SWEET HARMONY.’ 
—Merchant of Vente, Act V. Scene tl. 
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(very), September 3. 


THE DEBATE OF THE FUTURE. 
A VERY VULGAR SUBJECT, WHICH, BUT FOR OUR STERN SENSE OF DUTY, WE WOULD NOL FOR WORLDS MAVE TOUCIIED ON, 


_ ‘*Mr. Healy said that if he were one of the men who had been treated in this way, he would save up a bucket of slops, and bring 
it across the floor of the House, and throw it in the face of the Right Hon, Gentleman the Chief Secretary.”—House of Commons 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonpaAY, Sept. 5.— Woodall solicitous respecting the circular post. 
P, M. G, promises to make it all square. 
estimate of Irish magistrates not flattering. The ‘‘ parthy” very active 
on the track of Traill. Balfour invents parliamentary expression for 
doubt of an hon. mem.’s veracity, viz., that h. m, *‘ has shown readiness 
of resource in matter of assertion.” ‘* Won’t go home till morning ” 
discussion, in which the bhoys keep the pot boiling ‘just in the sweet 
old way.” House keeps reporting progress without making it. 
Tuesday.—Lord Denman moves Limitation of Speeches in Parliament 
Bill. Sort of Cloture for Lords, but crossed by Cross. Berlighted yet 
again ! 

Commons listen with horror to Matthews’ news of Exeter calamity, and 
the House reflects the grief of the nation at the disaster. Dr. Tanner 
— admirable suggestions with a view to avoiding similar calamity in 
uture, 

Wednesday.—The peers and the peasants. Lords busy with Allot- 
ments Bill, 

Commons. —Naval estimates, 
cism against Admiralty, and intimate their opinion that the Wz/e and 
the 77afalvar are useless for fighting purposes. Lord George wishes he 
were an ironclad himself so as to withstand enemy’s fire, Parnellites in 


after a struggle, to order—when he’s caught any. 
Thursday, Lords.—Earl of Onslow (how can a man be Early who's 
always On-**slow’’?) reports that Local Government at Malta is to 
undergo some malta-ration. 

Commons.—Conybeare eloquent on the royal yachts. Thinks Her 
Gracious Majesty’s screw quite large enough without John Bull being 


reports proposed changes at War Office. 
coincides with the hope of Stanhope, that changes may prove salutary. 
Government state that they have protested against German occupation 
of Samoa, At present they can’t saymoa. 

Friday.— As Queen Elizabeth remarked on listening to Shakespeare, 
* Bill’s advanced a stage.” 

Commons.—Report on Supply. 


—_—_—_—_—————————————————————— 


_ Tue editor of the Atchison 7imes strongly advises his tellow towns- 


your hair stand onend. This paper is going to live.” He strenuously 
denies that he is a blackmail swashbuckler, and states that all folks 
who say so are Ananiacs, 





exuberant form. Courtney keeps his eye on them, and reduces them, | 


Irish estimates: Parnellite | 


Shaw Lefevre and Reed launch criti- | 


Squeezed further for hangers-on of royalty. Army Estimates: Stanhope | 
Not too soon—our hope | 


folk to advertise in his journal with charming maive‘é, “If you don’t | 
advertise with us, we will advertise you in a manner that will meke | 








A FAN-CY! 


[According to a weekly paper, Madame Patti has a fan on which are the autographs 
of all the Sovereigns of Europe. At great expense our Spceial Ariist and our Special 


Poet have collaborated, as per sample.) 


Tuis fan fan-tastic doth belong 
To pretty Patti, queen of song ; 


And on this 


fan, so big and bright, 


Are written ("0 ~) rumour states) 
The autographs of potentates— 
So tis a ‘* fan-tom of delight,” 
Let's hope these Sovereigns’ great urbanity 
Will not fill Madame P, with fan-ity ! 





va. ——_ 





——_— 


Mr. Justice Grove, who is somewhat advanced in 
resigned the office of a Judge of the Queem’s Bench Divis 
High Court of Justice. Strange as it may appear, this advanced Grove 


is a-retiring for-res’. 


ears, has 
of the 
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A DECIDED HlItT. 


Mr. Irvington.—“‘ THE ONLY THING THAT KEEPS ME FROM GOING ON TO THE STAGE IS THE REHEARSALS WHICH HAVE TO BE 


ATTENDFD, I’M TOLD.” 
Miss Footlighte.—**OH!—COULDN’T YOU PAY SOMEBODY TO GO THROUGH ALL THAT DRUDGERY ¥OR YOU? IN youR CasR, I 


SHOULD THINK IT WOULD DO QUITE AS WELL.” 























Happy Harvesters. But when the Ministerial reapers In the Press. 
Likewise attempt to dance and sing, Sells 
(Sae*CaRrToon.) ea We open rather wide our ‘“‘ peepers ”»— JOCKEY CLUB STORIES | 

A HArvest Home—ohb, how delicious ! It hardly seems the proper thing ; By FRANK BARRETT. | 

’Tis almost certain that you raise For, owning that they did begin i 
A thought of moments most auspicious With promise, crops they hoped to save Fust Out, | 
‘ By merest mention . the phrase. Lie rotting in an early grave, PRICE ONE SHILLING. 

t once one sees the yellow plain, Whilst others turn’d out very thin ; 

Shorn close beneath the Autumn sun, And, though no doubt ’tis just the season HONOURS DIVIDED. 
m.. gleaner’s task is eal aie fone. For rural mirth and tankard’s foam, By H. T. JOHNSON. 

e garners have been filled with grain ; They scarce can furnish a good reason 
And now the toilers all wax merry, To celebrate ¢heir Harvest Home, JACK OF HEAR TS. 

As homeward through the fields they pour, By H. T. JOHNSON. 
And carol while they drink their perry, 

Because the harvesting is o’er. UNSAvouRY FisH.—Carp-ing Critics. | 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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UNCORROBORATIONS OF CONVENTIONAL HUMOURISTS. 
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No, 7.—Our LANDLADY. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


FAIRSEAT, Highgate (afternoon). 1 forget what (or whom) he (or 
she) is said to deserve well of, who invents a new amusement; but 
oe . whatever the nature of the reward, 
| \) /) Lady Archibald Campbell is fairly 
entitled to it, as the originator of 
open-air performances, The ori- 
ginal has been improved upon, of 
course, as was inevitable, and as 
the nature of the changed condi- 
tions of play-acting under the cir- 
cumstances becomes increasingly 
known with practice, so will man- 
agers and actors instinctively 
adapt themselves to it, and the 
results be nearer that perfection 
which, with all the fresh attractive- 
ness of the entertainment, has cer- 
tainly not been reached yet. 
Make-up seems to be the greatest 
defect at present, performers ac- 
customed to prepare their faces 
for the yellow glare of gas, seem- 
ing to find some difficulty in 
adapting themselves to the white 
light of day. 








FatrsgaT, Hicucate.—A Swger 
** JORDAN.” —————_——— 
AN unpretending, but by no means unsatisfying performance of the 
Forest scenes in As You Like /t, given in the above-named pretty and 
suitable grounds in aid of the Funds of the Great Northern Hospital, on 
the 10th inst., was far more calculated to satisfy the lover of Shakespeare 
than the somewhat disappointing exhibition given at the Lyceum on the 
same evening. Miss Edith Jordan (a young lady whose more than 
ordinary talent I have had previous occasion to remark) pleased me 
much as Rosalind ; brightness and delicacy, with that instructive appre- 
ciation of lights and shades and expertness of expression which speak 
the born actress, characterised the performance, It was the prettiest 
Rosalind, if yet capable of some filling in, I have seen since Miss Litton’s 
(on which it seems founded), I was (with permission of Mrs. Nestor) 
quite captivated, and as she spoke the famous epilogue it was with a 
bitterchagrin that I reflected that I possess no beard whatever, and a 
complexion which can, by no stretch of imagination, be considered likely 
to meet approval, 


THE performance of other parts was worthy of note. There wasa 
chivalrous youthfulness about Mr. Norris’s Orlando, which was very 
effective. Mr, Eardley Turner’s Touchstone was a sound performance, 
too, and not wanting in the requisite humour. Miss Katie Leslie 
created considerable amusement by her comical stolidity as Audrey. 
Celia might have been more effective in a less modern costume, though 
she cannot be said to have done less than well, either. Old Adam was 
very funny. I trust the hospital, a much-needed one in the course of 
erection, has benefited to some goodly extent. 

Tue LyceumM.—We had a pleasant evening here on the occasion of 
MissAnderson’sre-appearance,and 
the production of A Winter's Tale! A, /~ 
A persistently unruly and inter- ntymey (Ne 
conversational pit, and an ill-acted > 
and mutilated version of Shake- : 
speare’s not-too-dramatic work, 
rendered doubly tedious by ever 
recurring and unnecessary tab- 
leau-curtains, was the pleasant 
fare presented for our delectation. 
I suppose Miss Anderson is as poor 
an actress as ever attained great 
prominence—hundreds of my poor 
fellow-creatures differ from me, I 
know, but I can’t help that. 
There is scarce one touch of truth 
or nature in her portrayal of Her- 
mione from beginning to end; 
there are one or two points thea- 
trically effective, and one or two 
points where the beauty of the 
language strikes home, in spite 
of the delivery, but not one note 
of sympathy or soul in all the 
dreary waste. Her Perdita is a 
less (if you like, a much less) un- 
pleasing performance, but the character is easier and prettier, and so ex- 


™. 
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FairSBAT, HiGHGATs.—ORLANDO AND 
His Dott. 





tgemely short that any demerits in its impersonation have no time to 











irritate ; there are a dozen actresses ‘‘in the ranks” who would play it 
ten times as well, however. 





But, of course, Miss Anderson’s great point is the statue business in 
the last act ; this is her one chance, and she doesn’t waste a ha’porth of 
it, you bet! It wouldn’t be Miss Anderson if she didn’t misconceive 
the situation and treat the figure as a real statue slowly coming to life 
(like Galatea) instead of a living person who’d only been “‘ pretending.” 
So that when Miss Eyre tells her to “‘Descend! ‘Tis time! Be stone 
no more!” (an entreaty we made long ago, but, alas! without result) 
she obeys in several slow marionette-like movements, first unfolding an 
arm, then turning her head, then advancing a foot, with marked pauses 
between each action, and finally slowly descending, step by step, till 
her trailing drapery appears above her head, while the weights in her 
dress rattle a pleasing accompaniment. 


Mr. Forses ROBERTSON, though a trifle over-weighted, played 
Leontes with vigour and force; Mr. F. B. Macklin treated the blank 
verse with kindness, and bore himself with dignity as Polixenes. Mr. 
Fuller Mellish’s Florizel was a bright, pleasing impersonation, and Miss 
Sophie Eyre managed to make something of the shadowy Pavlina that 
is left. Mr. Collette considerably over-acted, but there were elements 
of merit in his Autolycus, too. The scenery is as elaborate and beautiful 
as we expect now-a-days—there was something of individual interest in 
each one presented, but the ‘‘ pastoral scene” of the fourth act decidedly 
bears off the 
palm—indeed, 
this scene al- lf ot oa 


together, with hee 79. oo 
| df 2 12 


its quaint and 


original rustic SN i | 
dance, Miss -- 7 
Anderson at 


her best, and 
the love-in- 
terest in- 
volved, is the 
most enjoyable 
thing in the 
performance, 
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THe Nov- 
ELTY, — Miss 
Jay has re- 
opened this 
house in its — | 
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The Blue Bells a #4 
of Scotland, a net Cn oe 
comedy-dra- | ee alt 
ma, as it is WHR. ONOt. Fa wenden ji 
called, written oe mallu 
by—whom do ER IRAREEN | POISE: 

you think ?>— Ny — Ht 

why, by Mr, te) PN SeePAAMATAA nics 
Robert Bu- \)lo,- mat a 
chanan! The 

play has the LyczumM.—Muiss Eyre Works THE MECHANICAL Ficure. 


appearance of 

having been written, originally, as an Irish drama—for the character 
of the evictions, &c., is far more Irish than Scotch—and now turned 
into a Scotch piece, @ propos of the Skye Crofters, and brought up to 
date with the Burmese War, the Royal Marines, the Cass Case, anda 
wholly irrelevant view of Shaftesbury Avenue, But understanding the 
locale of the story, Mr. FUN sent an expert, whom I will now make way for. 


IT wass Maister Buck-whanan wass writing a play, and it wass Mr. 
Howard Paul he will gif me the ticket. It wass a good place the ticket 
will be for, mirover, an’ worth a deal o’ siller, an’ if I did not go it will 
be the money wasted, an’ it will not be a good thing that the money 
should be wasted. And in Mr. Buck-whanan’s play there iss, at Corry- 
veolan, Lord Arranmore’s factor, a hard man and a fullish man, for it 
iss no wise, howeffer, to say ill things to Graham Macdonald, who will 
be his maister if Lord Arranmore wass deed. It iss the fushin’ that will 
hef been bad, or the hay will hef been spoilt, and the folk will not be 
able to pay their rent, and the factor he will turn them out to the bili- 
side. An’ it iss no wonder that the folk will hef no siller; it iss not 
likely folk will hef the siller if they will be singing the songs and danc- 
ing the reels all day long, and put on the shoes and stockings, and it not 
the Sabbath day, whateffer. An’ inteet there wass no place in the 
Heelan’s wass effer like Corryveolan, no place whateffer. There iss 
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Our Future Doctors. 


[An American paper says that ‘lady doctors are now becoming 
quite general.’ ) 


IF woman, dear woman, turns up her sweet nose 
At minding the baby or darning our hose ; 

If, scorning her needles, a lancet she takes, 

And besom for pestle and mortar forsakes ; 

If, ’stead of the bed, she makes wonderful pills, 
And cures, not his bacon, but man’s many ills ; 
What quickly will happen ’tis easy to see, 

When the / has for doctor a pretty young She. 


The man who has never known illness before 
Will be very often, of course, at death’s door ; 
And he who has never yet swallowed a pill 
Will take at her fair hands a “‘ regular fill ;” 
The hard-muscled, fast-footed giant athlete 
Will suddenly find that he’s grown quite effete ; 
The masher who used to attend on the fair 
Will now be himself always under her care, 


And when she’s prescribed him a pill or a draught, 
And the one-table-spoonful-at-night he has quaffed ; 
When he’s been cured of his fancied complaint, 

He'll tell you he isn’t well yet—no, he azn’t ; 

There’s still in his body one suffering part, 

And that is—what need, though, to say it ?—his heart. 
No medicine crowding the chemist’s full shelf 

Can cure him ; he needs, and he must have—herself. 





The Fisherman’s Rights. 


I SHOULD like to know in this godly land 

Who for the fisher will make a stand— 

The edge of his cause won’t try to bevel, 

But only to save from the Belgian devil. 

(Pardon I crave if I have erred, 

But ‘‘ devil” indeed’s the fisherman’s word.) 

From Belgian d— who so much delights 

To cut up the fisher’s nets of nights ; 

And who, if he dares, Azs fish to send 

To the Belgian mart of gay Ostend 

Is treated to showers of oaths and stones, 

Stabs in the back and broken bones, 

**Come out” I say with some brand-new laws 

For the fisher’s right and the fisher’s cause— 
For hard is his life 








ANCESTRAL AMENITIES. 


Sir Wickham Tallough, Bart.—‘*My GRANDFATHER KNEW YOUR GRAND- 
FATHER, LORD BOUGHBEY, QUITE WELL.” 
Miss Fitzamoury de Coursette.—‘*‘How corious! I’ve OFTEN HEARD MY 


In the ocean strife, \ 
** For men must work and women must weep, 
There’s little to earn and many to keep, 


PAPA SAY—REFERRING TO THE ALDERMAN, YOUR PAPA—THAT HE DIDN'T 
THINK YOUR FAMILY COULD BE OLD ENOUGH EVER TO HAVE HAD A GRAND- 
FATHER $} BUT, OF COURSE, THAT COULD ONLY HAVE BEEN HIS NONSENSE, 


Tho’ the harbour bar be moaning.” 


COULD 1T?” 











nobody comes to their fair by the sea, nobody in boats, and the reels 
they dance they are not reels at all, and it iss not one will cry 
“hoch!” an’ it iss not one will speak like a Heelandman, They hef 
all got the goot English ; some het the goot English from Glasgow, an 
some hef it from Dumfries, and there iss many wi hef it from London 
too—but it iss all the good English and no Heelan, not any at all. 
And it iss Mina Macdonald, she will safe Lord Arranmore’s life from 
droonin’, but he will say his name iss Lawrence. An’ it iss no good 
vhing and no lucky thing to safe a person from droonin’, and Lord Ar- 
ranmore he will carry Mina away an’ deceive her. An’ it iss no new 
thing that a Scotch lassie will be deceived, whateffer, for it iss many the 
lass { hef known deceived, more as five times an’ more as twice. And 
Graham Macdonald he will go efter Lord Arranmore, to kill him. And 
it iss in Burmah he will find him, and they will fight. And it iss while 
they are fighting, the Indians will come upon them. And one Indian 
he will try to fire a gun, but it iss an English gun, and it will not fire at 
all, and then the Heeland lads come, and it iss no more we see at that 
lime. Then we get back to Corryveolan, and the factor he iss still 
turning the folk out to the bill-side, and Graham Macdonald iss back, an’ 
he iss going to merry the English leddy, mirover, bekass she will be 
asking him. And Lord Arranmore is deed, and the wedding spree it 
will begin with hunting the factor into the sea. And it iss not a bad 
play and not a goot one mirover. 





BuT there is some good acting in it. Miss Fortescue, though a bit 
too measured, has really improved greatly, and now acts with a good 
deal of meaning and discretion. Mr. Henry Neville has not abated a 
jot of his force and free, hearty style. NESTOR. 
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Game-some. 


{Several M. P's. lately petitioned the Speaker to allow cards, chess, and such little 
games to be played in the House of Commons. But, up to now, the petition bas not 
been granted.) 

Tuis plea, for ‘little games” like chess and cards, 
The Speaker hath, (not chess-tingly), dis-carded, 
And so the Members whom St. Stephen’s guards 
Are doomed, it seems, to pine all disregarded. 
But though with chess they mayn’t the hours improve, 
They still to ‘hold their whist” are not commanded ; 
Moreover, they’re still up to many a *‘ move,” 
And are not for a ‘‘nap”’ entirely stranded— 
Besides, while bent on legislation’s aims, 
In ‘‘ rowing” they keep up their “‘ little games.” 





A propos of Scept-(re)-ember. 

A Paris paper, writing of a novel which, it is alleged, the (Queen 
bas written and keeps up her sleeve ready for publication, says that 
** Poor scribblers will find it more difficult than ever to ‘ place’ ‘ copy,’ 
when they have as competitors people who write with a sceptre.” Now, 
Fun has been wondering how anyone can write with asceptre. He 
has tried it with his own, and has come to the conclusion that he 
couldn’t manage it—no, not if he tried until he became a sceptre- 
genarian. 





Mem. FOR BOATING Men,—The strokes most admired—Pitman’s 
Jubilee Shorthand. 
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THE ONLY REMEDY. 
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Another Regulation Theatre Fire Massacre had occurred. ‘The Jester sat stonily glaring. He had thrown off the cap and bells ; he had throwa down the bauble. 
No jest came from him. 
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Bee” 


He saw the regulation vision of the complacent gentleman who had deliberately caused the slaughter—it might be by barring the safety exits ; it might be by 
building a death-trap theatre, or by placing seats in the gangways, or by supplying fraudulent plans to the licensing authorities, or by dispensing with precautions for 
the sake of extra profits—blandly expressing sympathy with the sufferers, and nobly presenting small cheques, and getting off scot-free. 
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“You do not jest fo: us now!" said John Bull. ‘“‘Ycuryzen liesidle. You sit as though waiting or something. What?" ‘‘ I am waitiog until you put an end to 
these ! : idal traced . sa the lester. ** Hon ; } y hanging the Rect LATION COMPLA ENT G! NTLEMAN !' 
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AT LAST. 


ARRIVAL OF THE PARLIAMENTARY BOAT AFTER A LONG AND STORMY 
CROSSING. 
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ANOTHER RAILWAY GRIEVANCE, 
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Yes! I'm a Raiiway Guard, and I've 


you was a Guard! 


How would you like to have to look on at a lot of kissing without 
gota grievance. So would you have if having a hand in it? Why can't people say good-bye without it ? 
Don’t mind this sort of thing o' course. 
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But I can't abear, day after day, seeing absolute waste 





And like this 


And how’s a man to keep cool when he sees 








So they’ve stopped up Regent Street, and are pulling the road all to 
pieces. I should like to know what’s the good of that. Having to 
crowd round the back way, and be hustled about, while all the omni- 
bus cads are yelling and swearing about you. I was in a brougham the 
other day, and the pole of an omnibus went through behind, and nearly 
lifted me off the seat. You thiok that rather droll, do you? Well, I 
don’t; I hate to see a man Jaughing like a chuckle-headed hyena 
because another man happens to be hurt. As to Oxford Street, the 
parish always seems to be passing the best part of its time in pulling the 
roads about there to pieces. Do I like asphalte pavement? No, I don’t. 
I don’t care about the smell of bitumen. Yes, I Aave taken pitch pills 
in my time, and a very good medicine they are. It’s the fashion to go 
and see the bitumen, and all the rest of it, at Vesuvius. Is it? Well, 
I’m not likely to go there. If I want anything of that sort, I can amuse 
myself in my own rooms by letting off a penny box of fusees, That’s 
quite as good, as far as I can see, and a deal less troublesome and ex- 
pensive than starting off to the continent. I like the parishes, though, to 
pull up the roads now and again in the suburbs, because that puts a stop 
to the cycling fooling. 

If there’s anything I detest it’s cycling. What pleasure every young 
idiot can possibly find in converting himself into a wheelbarrow I can't 
possibly make out. I’m heartily sick of it all. And now they’re going 
to have a cycling corps. He! he! I should like to see a whole squad 
rolling down hill, guns, and bayonets, and all. A few broken ribs and 
the spike of a helmet driven in their backs would take the courage out 
of some of them, and a very good job too. I like a good street block, 





like this | this sort of thing a-going on? Therell be a 
Guards’ strike soon if the Company don't make 
a By-law agen it! 
| 
. ON A STREET BLOCK, too, because it pays out some of the confounded tradesmen. People 


| 
| 





' 


can’t so conveniently flatten their noses against the shop windows. My | 
niece said to me the other day, ‘*Oh, uncle, dear! isn’t it dreadful, 
there’s no comfortable shopping now?” I told her I thought it was a 





good job, and there wouldn’t be any occasion for begging for pocket 
money from me. I heard her muttering outside the door something | 
about stingy. I hate that girl, He! he! she'll be rather surprised at | 
my will, if she’s been counting on dead men’s shoes. Let the girl go| 
governessing and have to look after the squalling children of some | 
stingy professional beggar. That’s quite good enough for her. Talking | 
of pulling up the roads, why, it seems to me as if the tramcar people 
think the whole town belongs to’em. Look at the Hampstead Road. 
I saw Jones in a hansom the other day, and the horse shied at some 
poles. He was nearly pitched out. I wish he had been. Then per- 
haps he wouldn’t have bored me by calling fora week. Bah! 
DIOGENES TUBBS. 








TWELVE Mormon apostles are stumping Wales with a view of picking 
up perverts by the way. The temptations held out are not very gaudy, 
as the United States authorities are running-in all ‘‘ husbands” who are 
criminally uxorious in their tastes. Why a man should wish to hamper 
himself with thirty or forty wives is a sort of deadly mystery which never 
will be solved. Thousands of quiet Christians find one spouse’s temper 
rather a serious matter to grapple with ; still, it is barely possible that a 
collection of wives work off superfluous steam by scratching each other's 
faces, and pulling tufts out of each other’s hair, and that when the boss 
ambles round pleasant serenity reigns. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonpaY—Lords.—Lord Denman berlighted once again, 

Commons.— Harcourt leads Glad-Rad-Parnellite section (with whom 
he is now the ‘‘ Derby favourite”) in attack on Government. Vials and 
cellars of wrath poured on the “‘ ferocious police” who dared to resent 
the polite attentions of the Tipperary boys. Harcourt tells Balfour ‘he 
cannot gather grapes from thorns;” doesn’t state what he expects 





Tuesday.—Lords read Appropriation Bill, and” 
from their arduous labours, — ee ae we 

Commons. — Parnell and Co, plead for poor political prisoners, inti- 
mating that subject interesting to them, as probably they will join the 
class during the recess. Balfour just a bit too obdurate. Prisoners, 
political or otherwise, may not expect a bed of roses, but they should be 
spared the plank bed, 

Friday.—The clang ceases in the Clock Tower, only to be transferreg 
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indignation amongst his opponents by contending that the Irish police- 
man has a right to defend his life, even when an Hon. M.P. gives the 
word for the ranks to beclosed up against him. Reminds Harcourt that 
he once posed as Historicus in that Zzmes which now as another ’cus he 
attacks with all the vigour of his ancient stock. Labouchere naturally 
rises to excuse the men whose illegality and folly he has done so much 
to stimulate. Gladstone illustrates how thoroughly a man can change 
his views and speeches, according to which side of the House he sits 
on. House endorses Balfour’s views, and ‘‘the Derby favourite” walks 
in, dead beaten, with the crowd, ‘*So early in the morning” House 
considers Lords’ Amendments to Coal Mines Regulation Bill. Miners’ 
members naturally object to interference by peers, whose only interest 
in mining is what they get through the labour of others. Graham sus- 
pended for speaking, not only his own mind, but the mind of the 
country, regarding interference of peers. Harrington meets with similar 
fate. Treads on the tail of the Speaker’s coat, and is tripped by the 
Peel he treads on. 


SMITH DISSOLVING THE ‘* LONG PARLIAMENT,”—(From a Picture not at present in the National or any Gallery.) 


Mitchelstownsmen to gather from blackthorns. Balfour raises storm of 


to public platforms all over the country. In bidding his boys adieu till 
next year, FUN tenders the following advice to the following parties :— 

To THE GOVERNMENT.—Having the strength of giants, forbear to 
use it as giants. Remember that many of your bitterest foes are, rightly 
or wrongly, earnest, self-sacrificing, and smarting under bitter memories, 
Draw the line between firmness and tyranny. 

To UNIONIsT LIBERALS,— Beware the voice of the charmer of Mid- 
lothian. 

To GLADSTONE AND Co.—Read up your speeches and the history of 
your actsupto 1886, Before treating your old friends shabbily, remember 
the effect on your new ones. Bear in mind who these new ones are. 

To PARNELL AND Co.—FUN can't help admiring you for your firm- 
ness, your cohesion, and your fire, feeling sure that much of your bitter- 
ness is due more to hot heads than unworthy hearts. Remember in your 
struggle that constitutional means will avai] you more than all the forces 
of disorder, since these will gain you the English democracy, without 
whom you will never get Home Rule. 

CONYBEARE,—])on’t be ridiculous. 








A-Light Par. 


ONE saw an “‘ad.” ve gas-burners—the which 
Remarked, ‘‘ See them alight at Charing Cross.” 

He sought that place, and though in patience rich, 
His waiting there resulted in a loss. 

He watched both trains and ’buses with much care, 

But he saw no such things ‘‘alight”’ iust there. 


Tout-sweet. 
{Among the latest concoctions for juvenile consumption are paraffin sweetmeats.] 
To meet this sweet is not the most sweet-meeting, 
Our hopes of sweets were small—this doth diminish them. 


If to our youngsters we gave these for eating, 
We should opine ’twere but to (paraf)-finish them, 





EIGHT years ago a fortune of one million dollars was left to a gay 
and festive Johnnie, who played pranks in New York, He is now 
laid up at New Jersey, without a friend or a red cent. Take this to 
heart, ye gaysome frivolists! ‘* When you’ve got the money you're a 
brick, brick, brick ! But when you have no money the world has lost 
its honey.”—etc, 





It is reported that a gay and festive clergyman has retained the services 


of a relative. Why this need for protection? As weapons of offence 
and defence we would back a couple of good spiky knuckle-dusters 
against any horsewhip that has ever been plaited. Either the cleric is 
a coward, or he has a bad cause to defend. The pious St. Peter did not 
hesitate in carrying a sword about with him for self-defence. 








New Leaves. 

Our young friend C.C.R. has brought out ‘‘ Minora Carmina (Swan 
Sonnenschein), and sweet arethe songs. There isa flavour of the ancient 
Flaccus about all C.C.R. does. Yet can he sing sweetly as well as 
epigrammatically. He is a perfect master of parody, yet never prosy. 


| One poem on Longfellow’s death is as beautiful in imagery and far 
stronger in thought than Bret Harte’s famous ‘‘ Dickens in Camp,” and 


of two police-officers as an escort, to protect him against the horsewhip | 


what more can be said than that? C.C.R. has many admirers in England, 
he deserves his wreath of bays. May he live long, and even if he 
threatens us with an epic we'll not only review it, we'll read it. What 
do you think of that? 

A ‘* Serenade,” for violin (or violoncello) and pianoforte (John Purdie, 
Edinburgh), by Miss Louisa H. Grant, has reached us. It is melodious 
and effective, and we can heartily recommend it to any swain desirous 
of confirming himself in his lady’s favour by serenading beneath her 
casement, All he hasto do is to hurry up with his ’cello and the music, 
and get a pal to come along with his piano. 





Tue Russian Mission to Kashgar has returned rather rapidly minus a 
few of its members. It seems that the gentle missionaries took too 
great an interest in the native ladies to suit the Moslem males. The 
fact cannot be concealed that the Muscovites went fairly on the ‘‘ mash” 
with very bad ,results to themselves. Wonder what we should think 
and do if a pack of foreigners invaded London, and, under the garb of 
piety, insulted and annoyed our wives, sisters, and daughters ? 

Ata riot in Pressburg, which was started by 1,500 tobacco-factory 
operatives, the authorities ordered firemen to play onthe mob, They 


| yamoosed rapidly. Good business! Nothing frightens the ‘‘ great un- 


washed” like water. Buck-shot is child’s play to it. We humbly 
dedicate this paragraph to Mr, Balfour. 
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KNICKNAOKS, Offending his Dignity. 
A RESPECTABLY-DRESSED Scot was charged, recently, with boskiness. (The Sultan of Turkey has been protesting against being caricatured in the Austrian ¢ 
‘‘ Were you really in the deplorable condition the constables describe?” | °™UC papers.) 
asked the magistrate, ‘‘I suspect they Tue Sultan sat in the Sultan’s chair, Is 
ken best,” replied the pawky Northerner, When the courtiers approached with their courtier-like air, 
The man of few words, who was wise in Their heads were bowed and their feet were bare, 
his generation, was let down very easily, In honour of the Sultan. 
and strolled out of the court yawning. And one showed his Greatness a naughty lampoon, 
A European guest of King Kalakua’s, ag — ~~ Lb bag a ed © a ne * 
who dined with the gracious monarch, ae oe P i i ; aoe “ld ‘Sul mie 8 , 
recently, in Hawaii, remarks that roast a © ; . “ 
bow-wow served up with boiled sea-weed For the Viennese comic cartoonists did sketch 2n 
is a great improvement on duck and green The Ruler of Islam an ill-shapen wretch ; 
peas. Chacun ad son goiit! The wise men A mixture of Nick, Wackford Squeers, and Jack Ketch, 
of Hawaii, by-the-way, are more dogmatic Made up their comic Sultan, 
in pushing their food-cranks than our They mocked at his mouth and they laughed at his leg:, 
modern vegetarians are. They insist that They twisted his nose, made his eyes like two eggs, 3K 
; nothing is more wholesome or more nutri- They gave him a collar that out-collared Weg’s, 
tious than a generous bow-wow diet Was theet ever sash @ Goltan? 


Then he rose in his wrath, and he swore by his beard 


OnE Marie Cros, tried lately at the Assi f the Loire, & ; 
5 oli ope cer» Phe Bagg ee. ead Mem ae dol That he’d punish those caitiffs who at him had jeered, 


the charge of murdering her grandmother. Marie ‘‘ removed” her aged ase ¢ 
relative with a very heavy hammer. An intelligent French jury acquitted Not e’en great Achilles in anger appeared 
the prisoner on the ground that she was suffering from hysteria when So terrible as the Sultan. 

she tried her hand at cranium-cracking. Marie was upset when she The comic cartoonists of Austria one day 
polished off the old lady. The aged relative had justifiably accused her Were told that the Sultan was in a bad way, ith 
of annexing a hundred francs a few minutes before the attack of hysteria For he’d seen how some heir to the skill of Gilray 
came on. Had poor Marie been afflicted with the same complaint, and Had ridiculed Aim—the Sultan. 
perpetrated a similar act in England, Mr. Berry would have been called hii, veiniie deilit lees sileaaiiic vintiias aici 

in to cure her malady for once, and for ever ; but they order these things To ie the » Sata Sree of th’ Faithfal such pain, 


CNY TD Teesed, ——_ For to poor Abdul-Hamid ’twas perfectly plain 
That such sketches were very zn-Sultan! 
ran P 5th, 
A MAGISTRATE who was lately fined 20s. for striking a man in the - 


THE King of the Society Islands has instituted a divorce suit against 
his wife. The royal and irate petitioner charges the respondent with 
having had a enchant for a French sailor. The queen indignantly c ie 
denies the impeachment, and asserts that His Majesty King Pomare is | ‘treet, seemed somewhat astonished on hearing the decision, and 
addicted to the abuse of rum, and when elevated is rather frisky. The | "emarked, “ It s rather salt.” A brother beak warbled, ‘ You were 
spicy trial will come off in Otaheite, where a tolerably fair verdict can | too peppery!” How funny some of these country justices are at times ! 
be obtained now-a-days. Fifty years ago a king of the Society Islands 
would, under similar conditions, have grilled his peccant spouse, and BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


insisted on her relatives dining off her. Times change! 
6 7 6 BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST~WELL ON THE BOOM. 














6th, 


THE Mayor of Auchy, near Lille, is one of the chief promoters of 
cock-fighting in France. He owns a number of champion chanticleers, 
yet, according to reports, the bold sportive ‘‘ beak” is a terribly hen- 
pecked man in his own hen-house. His case isn’t ‘‘ pecooliar,” though. 

A REGIMENT of Prussian infantry has been attacked by that deadly 7th. 
enemy trichinosis. Why Germans, who are reputed to be the most 
scientific nation on the face of our mud-ball, should persist in eating 
underdone pork and uncooked ham can not be solved satisfactorily. 
Our hypothesis is that the Teuton is an obstinate and somewhat bar- 
barous animal in his feeding. Modern Jews often eat pork—on the sly 
—but they always insist on it being thoroughly cooked, and no Heathen 
Chinee would touch pig unless it were well baked. 


Sth, 


MONSIEUR DE PARIS, whose patients die so easily by the guillotine 
that they merely feel a pleasant ticklesome sensation down their spine 
as the knife separates their vertebrie, is a man of cult. He plays the 
violin with tender pathos. ‘‘ Home, Sweet Home,” is one of his favourite 
airs. He is also very fond of birds ; feeding robin-redbreasts with bread- 
crumbs from his breakfast-table during the winter months, while he 
sups on quails whenever they are in season, and moderately cheap, 





Tue American Consul at Guatemala has discovered that a substitute roth. 


for butter can be made from a species of nutmeg. The day will come 
when old men will boast, with pride, that they actually tasted genuine 
butter made from milk. 


6 
; 
. 
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SE AMORLT ty eae 


THe Italian organ-grinder’s monkey has been pronounced ‘‘a 
noxious animal” by the New York authorities, and the police have 
been instructed to ‘‘ arrest’ every specimen of the ape tribe seen in the 
city. If the police carry out their order, some of the mashers are likely 
to havea bad time. 


pire see 


Fi a UT ae 


Irth, 


A LADY recently visited one of the wards of a workhouse infirmary, 
and pleasantly informed the female patients that they were all doomed 
to everlasting destruction. Then, after distributing a few tracts, she i 
ambled forth, thinking she had done yeoman work in the cause of i 
Christianity. Doubtless she imagined that she was doing good, but why 
should well-to-do crankists be let loose to make mad raids on ailing ** AND MAY NOT YOUNG MEN DIE AS WELL AS OLD?”—Zaming 
pauperis: of the Shrez , Act Ll, Scene i. 





12th, 
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A Caeertal Senpenion to the 


alendar, 
SEPTEMBER—(FIRST HALF.) 


To arene you devote this 
ay— 

The birds so much expect you in the 
stubble ; 

And ’twould distress them so, to find 
you pay 

Your poulterer to—save you time and 
trouble. 


London half-burn’d in sixteen-sixty-six, 

For which, some think, it long enough 
had waited ; 

In place of lath and plaster, it got bricks, 

And very generally was Wren-ovated. 


This day, do not forget, a great man 
died— 
Oliver Cromwell, prais’d by all who 
knew him ; 
Whose mem’ry England will preserve 
with pride, 
Though Mr. Wills so wilfully ‘mis- 
drew him. 


The second French Republic—who shall 
ey A more will come before the 
While Fi iaiiiienin only heed the passing 
Coste the future, and forget the past? 


Richelieu this day, in fifteen-eighty-five, 
Was born—you need not mourn his 
death with tears— 
A cardinal, he held the way to thrive, 
Was just to make, then pray on others’ 
fears. 


This day from Naples vile ‘‘ King 
Bomba ”’ fled, 
His pace by Mr. Gladstone expedited; 
He sav’'d his life, although he ** lost his 
head,” 
His might in fear of being dynamited. 


Birthday of Dr. Johnson, who, 
Rejecting diction light and airy, 

Talked platitudes enough for two, 
And not worth half his Dictionary. 


Sebastopol, defended @ outrance, 
Captured this day, a flaming ruin ; 
Glory for England, Turkey, It’ly, 

France, 
A hard and bitter bier for Bruin. 


Eight hundred years ago to-day 
William the Conq’ror died—confound 
him !— 
Who stole our lands, and then, for pay, 
Shar’d them among the thieves around 
him, 


Birthday of 'Mungo Park, whose book 
of travel 
You once thought for romance could 
not be beaten ; 
The Niger’s course he twice sought to 
unravel, 
But only once was by the niggers 
eaten. 


This day began the butchery 

Of fam’d Malplaquet ; read the story 
Of thirty thousand slain, then try 

To estimate the worth of glory. 


This day died Blucher, he who turn’d 
The battle-tide at Waterloo, 
And gave his name to boots that earn’d 
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DOANT’EE WORRIT NOR BOTHER, 








13th. 
James Fox ; [hit, he 
A man of peace who yet could freely 
Gave fighting Mr. Pitt some ugly knocks, 
But could not *‘ grass him ”—and the 
more’s the pity. 
In eighteen-fifty-two, this day, 
Died Wellington, the ‘‘ Iron Duke ;” 
** Tory of Tories,” let us say, 
And not him, but his age, rebuke. 


14th. 


Railway from Manchester to Liverpool 
Open’d to-day in eighteen-thirty, 

In spite of many a prophesying fool, 
And opposition clean and dirty. 


15th, 


16th, Burning of Moscow—fateful lot 
Of great Napoleon, fiery plotter ; 
He went to ‘‘ give it Russia hot,” 


But Russia “ gave it him” still hotter. 





A LADY recently dispersed a gang of moon- 
lighters who made an attack on her house in 
Ould Erin, Plucky woman ! 
she did not manage to stalk down one of the 
cowardly vermin. Had she had a repeating 
rifle, the result might have been more satis- 
factory. At the best, revolver-shooting is cer- 





A marching reputation, too, 


tain to be more or less vague. 


THE COLONEL IN A HOLE. 


Candidate for Election (to Influential Wooden-legged Constituent, whom he has invitea to 
spend a quiet evening with him),—**‘ AH !—THERE GOES THE GONG, 
TAKE MY ARM ON THE WAY TO THE DINING-ROOM, MR, WIGGINS. 
HOW SLIPPERY THIS NEW PARQUET FLOORING Is!” 

Influential Constituent.—‘‘ NOW, DOANT’EE GO TO NO TROUBLE ABOUT MB, COLONEL, 
Ol’VE GOT A SHARP-P"INTED, STRONG NAIL IN T'END 
OF OWLD STUMP AS WOULD GO THROUGH PAVIN’ STONES OR POLLISHT GRANATE!” 


Death of fat, clever, gambling Charles | 


Unfortunately, | 


| cisely the sameclass of business. Why not boldly 





















DINNER AT LAST! 
You've NO IDRA 


ene 


Tanner Tactics. 


| Mr. Gedge ventured the other evening to take a seat i. 
' on the Liberal side of the House. Dr. Tanner, on “@ 
seeing this, immediately sat himself down beside the bt 
hon. member, when— 





Mr. GepGe commenced to edge, | 
And along the seat he went ; oe 

For Dr. Tanner, of truculent manner, ; 

On annoying him was intent. e 


Mr. Gedge continued to edge, i. 
And he edged right off the seat ; ¥ 

And across the floor, and out of the door, 
He beat a rapid retreat. 





Sir GORDON SPRIGG, the Premier of Cape 
Colony, says that the Aborigines Protection So- 

| ciety is the greatest enemy the natives have, as 
it checks reasonable legislation, and promotes 

| wars. We cannot believe this statement for 
one moment. The society is an honest one, 
and tries to protect aborigines from robbery as 

| far asit can under existing circumstances. Our 
| nation would kick up a fine fuss if a tribe of 
Zulus meandered into Bond Street, raided the 
tradesmen’s premises, and took up their quar- 
ters there—in the interests of civilization. We 
Britishers ever have been, and are, doing pre- 
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admit our thefts, carried out with violence. 
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A SHAVING-SHOP SKETCH. 


Chatly Barber.—‘' Yes, I WENT DOWN TO THE COURT MYSELF, JUST OUT OF CURIOSITY. THEY BROUGHT THE PRISONER THERE 


ON A Habeas Corpus!” 


Knowing Customer.—‘*COMR, COME, JACKSON, DRAW IT MILD! I WAS ALSO ON THE BLCOMIN’ SPOT; AND MAY I BE JIGCERED 
IF HR WASN’T BROUGHT THERE IN A CAB. 


YOU bO KNOW HOW TO STRETCH IT!” 








At Last. 


(See CARTOON.) 


O, SAD is the sight that is here depicted 

By our artist, who always is on the spot— 
Lo, here are some voyagers being evicted 

From a vessel on which they have ‘‘ funked”’ a lot, 
The ** Government Steamer” that vessel’s christened, 


And it carries full 


But some, whose optics with glee once glistened 
Have been sadly upset on the Irish Sea. 


See Salisbury, limp and wretched, landing 


many a big M.P. ; 


With ** Tory-Party ” his better half, 


And their baby, Balfour—while pierward standing 
Are Harcourt and Co., with their ‘‘ yah-ing ”’ chaff, 

When embarking, these travellers little fancied 
The journey across would so stormy be ; 

But the Butter of Hope has now turned rancid— wl 
They've been awfully bad on the Irish Sea, 


Poor creatures! They’ve suffered for all their rashness, 
That ‘‘ Government Steamer ” was queer at her helm— 
They embarked with a sort of a ‘‘ cutting-a-dash ”-ness, 
Not dreaming that tempests might overwhelm. 
They sent up a rocket called ‘* Proclamation,” 
But that did no good, nay, it killed two or three, 
So you see they have cause for their consternation 
For they nearly were wrecked on the Irish Sea. 
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JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


By FRANK BARRETT. 








JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


| HONOURS DIVIDED: OR, FAIRLY PLAYED. 


By H. T. JOHNSON, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS, 


Tue Nove.ty.—As I was a-saying last week, when space pulled me 
up, with regard to the show here, Messrs. Calhaem, Canninge and 
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Tue HaymMarKxer.—A Tree in ‘‘ Toe ORcuarp or THE Kixc.” 


Eardley Turner are first-rate. Miss Harriett Jay displays some pretty 
touches amid a not very robust performance, and one of the several clever 
character sketches is played Miss Marie Stuart, with a delightful 
spirit and sprightly sense of humour, as well as a good command of the 
lowland Scottish *‘ ocksent.” The scenery is good, but too ambitious for 
the size of the theatre. 


THe HAYMARKEeT.—It is a sign of the earnestness of Mr. Beerbohm 
Tree, of which, however, there never have been wanting signs, that such 
a sterling little piece as 7he Ballad-Monger should be presented to those 
patient patrons whom fortune or inclination compels to bear whatever 
managers may choose to give them for a first piece. I write in rather a 
general sense in calling it a sterling piece, for, if it does descend to such 
trivialities as a witticism about cooking the hero’s goose, looking at it 
broadly it is dramatic, interesting, and (some of it) good literature. 
Messrs. Besant and Pollock—two Walters—have acted judiciously 
towards the original where they have felt it necessary two Walter it, and 
Mr. Tree shows us a very picturesque ballad-monger suffering severely 
from monger, and cold, and poverty. Except that I think he looks 
scarcely haggard enough, I am not sure that Mr. Tree is wrong in 
departing from the Bg of extreme though strikingly effective squalor 

resented, Iam told, by Coquelin in the part. Surely the people who 
ove him so, would stand him an occasional roll and_butter ; surely he is. 
one of those poets whom his world would not willingly let die. 





Tue piece is excellently played. I think Mr. Brookfield has been 
rather unfairly accused of fmitating Mr. Irving as Louis XI. The 
make-up is practically the same, but if I bad to make up as Gladstone 
after somebody else had been playing the part, it is just possible (if we 
were both fairly expert with grease-paint and camel’s-hair brush) that 
there might be considerable resemblance between us—particularly if 
our physical resemblance was as close as that between the two actors in 
question, Mr. Brookfield having the supreme audacity to possess a pair 
of ‘‘understandings” as airy-like in structure as those of the great 
tragedian. Nature is also largely responsible for the resemblances in 
voice and gesture—these resemblances have, in fact, always been there, 
and only the accident of their having been applied to one of Mr. Irving’s 
eatest characters has suddenly revealed them to the wiseacres. But, 


spoken to in my life, much less had a driok of ! 


I'm humiliatingly susceptible to grace, refinement and beauty (female 
race, refinement and beauty,) so I always accept whatever Miss Marion 
erry does with gratification and without a murmur. She’s a thorough 
artist, though, and the story loses nothing by centreing upon such a deli- 
cately charming Loyse. I wish, though, a critic hadn’t said she once 
played a hungry part in *‘a piece called Amaged,” because she didn’t. 
She executed some very funny business with cut oranges and tartlets 
in the wedding scene of Engaged, but # was in Zhe Magistrate that the 
** sharp thorn ” was her abiding characteristic, 


THe less important parts in this little piece are well played, too, and 
Mr. Tree undoubtedly deserves well of the early comers aforesaid. 





‘he Red Lamp retains the place of hc nour in the bill, Mrs. Tree now 











ere, what am I upto? Defending an actor I’ve never so much as ; 


i 





; conversation ’”’ between Messrs. Raeburn and Stratton is smilous. 





appearing as Princess Claudia. This is a very excellent and clever per- 
formance, but, for physical reasons, the intention and conception are 
greater than the expression. 





St. James’s HALL.—The band of coloured gentlemen known as 
The Moore and Burgess Minstrels, have had a pretty decent run of it at 
this hall. For two-and-twenty years have they banged the tambourine 
and rattled the bones over its tones. For two-and-twenty years have 
they asked that conundrum about——but this is invidious; what 
though a joke or two had been given every day, all the year round, all 
the time? Isn’t there at least one baby born every year, and would it 
be fair that any little innocent should be deprived of a joke (if it’s a 
good one) just because it didn’t happen to be born in time to have it 
quite new? Of course not. Very well, then! What’re you talking 
about ? 


THEY’VE a very clever crowd, too; Mr. E, Stratton is a “rattling ” 
good bones, and Messrs. Raeburn and Sadler are good comedians ; then 
there’s a nice tenor and a new American singer—but, bless you, there’s 
something good all the time, and, 

In spite of all temptations 
From other combinations 


(good as they may be), you can’t beat ‘‘the old shop.” ‘* A few minutes’ 


Nops AND Winks,—Mr. Thomas Thorne and Co, have returned to 
their Vaudeville home, and brought Sophia along withthem. There is 
but one change of importance in the cast of this clever and capitally 
acted comedy since it was last noticed, Miss Maud Millett now appear- 
ing as Molly Seagrim, a part in which she is no whit behind the 
excellence of her companions, For the rest, Mr. Thorne’s Partridge 
(just the season for ’em, too) is as toothsome as ever, rich with humour 
and appetizing with its piquant sauce of homely pathetic interest ; Miss 
Rorke’s Sophia, sweet and charming; Mr. Boyne’s Tom, the right sort ; 
Mr. Carleton’s incisive Blifil; Miss Lottie Vernne’s bewitching Honour. 
Ha! ha! who wouldn’t *‘ pluck bright Honour from the pale-faced 
moon,” or anybody else, I should like to know? and all the other 
favourites who have now played their parts more than some four hundred 
times; are they not to be seen in the best of form? 


THERE are a striking number of theatres in process of erection, if 
the drafting of plans may be considered a part of the process, and 
a propos thereof, t suppose there never was a more ludicrous spectacle 
for gods (theatrical mes of course) and men than that of the Court Theatre 
authorities awaiting the return of the Board of Works from its holiday (!) 
in order that their plans (long ago ready) may be passed. 


Mr. W. BLAKELEY and others will be served On 7Zoast at the 
Criterion, anon. /n Fettered Freedom, which is down for production at 
the Vaudeville this (Wednesday) afternoon, the Misses Rorke—Mary and 
Kate—will, unless I am mistaken, play together for the first time, in 
London. Miss Kate James is the latest addition to the cast.—French 
plays at the Royalty on the 24th prox.—Zady Fortune has looked in at 
the Globe, but I have not had the pleasure of seeing her, so know not 
whether she be good or bad.—Miss Lydia Thompson re-opened the 





——_— 
—————————— 
—————————— 























—— 


Nouate ; === 


Taz Stranv.—Tueg (In)SuULTIN OF Mocker! 


Strand with Ze Sultan of Mocha, just a bit too late for me to notice it 


this week, next week, however—we shall see what we shall see. 
NgSIOR. 
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A Cheerful Companion to the 
Calendar. 


SEPTEMBER—(SECOND HA trF.) 


17th. The “‘ Woolwich Infant ” tried this day, 
Of tons an eighty-oner ; 
As of most babies, we may say 
It was, at least, a *‘ stunner.” 


18th. This day phlegmatic George the First 
From Hanover came over ; 
The Jacobites were ‘“‘grassed” and 
curst, 
The Whigs were all ‘‘in clover.” 


The Battle of Poictiers was fought 
This day—a mem'ry lasting ; 

Don’t scruple—if you think you ought— 
To keep the day with fasting. 


A dreadful day for Paris this— 
Besieged by Germans—shell’d !— 
astounded ! 
So very different is the bliss 
Of pounding and of being pounded. 


This day died Scott, in thirty-two ; 
Useless in black our mem’ries draping; 
To me it seems—and may to you— 
From Death there’s no “* Scot-free ” 
escaping. 
** Great”? Charles the Fifth, who did 
mankind 
As much disservice as his betters, 
Died this day, where he’d gone to find 
How life would pass with clocks and 
** letters,” 


King Charles the First this day de- 
thron’d 
For lying to a pitch alarming ; 
His royal suff'rings much bemoan’d 
By some who think kings’ lies are 
charming. 


This day died Samuel Butler, witty, 
wise, 
But yet a turncoat shockingly elastic ; 
Peruse his ‘* Hudibras,” the man de- 
spise, 
Who got what he deserv’d, and that 
was ‘‘a stick.” 


Felicia Hemans born this day 
To be a not unhappy poet ; 

She wrote at least one pretty play, 
Though few are likely now to know it. 


Constantinople founded, three-two-nine, 
The plague of Europe then as yet, it 
Makes Russia rave to call it ‘‘ mine,” 
And me to “‘ wish that she may get 
2.” 
George Cruikshank born, 
keep, 
And drink his memory in water ; 
His wit as any well was deep, 
But he thought “liquor” liquid 
slaughter, 


roth. 


20th. 
2Ist. 


22nd. 


23rd. 


24th. 


25th, 


26'h. 


27th, His birthday 


28.h, Th’ electric telegraph first used this day, 
At time and space both gaily mocking; 
Some greatly-startled folks were heard 
to say [shocking ! 


They thought such goings-on were 


This day is Quarter Day—you might, 
heen [get it. 
Confound it with some other, or for- 
Should aught your pleasure offer to en- 
hance— [let it. 

A visit from your landlord, say—pray 


Lord Nelson's birthday ; bear it well in 
mind — [greater— 

On our long hero-roll no name is 
We'll hope that England, help’d by For- 
tune kind, [later. 

May need the help of no such hero 


29 h, 


30.b, 
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OUSLY ATTENTIVE TO ME.” 


youR GROOM IS LISTENING.” 


Isn’T THAT A GOOD PLAN?” 








Get A-Lang wi’ you, 
{A weekly paper.wants to know if Mr. Andrew Lang 
will shine as an orator.) 
Tue Merry Andrew—(no offence is meant)— 
Anon should really shine 
In the orating line. 
He’d Lang-uish not if to St. Stephen’s sent. 
He ought to give us Lang-uage really fine 
If only for the sake of Auld g Syne. 





New Leaves. 

** Stories for the People,” by W. Thompson 
(John Dicks). These stories are evidently 
written with a purpose that goes far beyond mere 
amusement or pastime, and will ey — 

ople ” in as far as the purpose is found out. — 
The Bucking Horse,” by P. Frénzeny (Wild 
West Company). Certainly in this short ‘‘His- 
tory of the American Mustang,” the difficulties 
of teeaking and oe vicious, but still 
‘ noble animals,” are clearly shown. —‘‘ Petro- 
leum,” by Boverton Redwood, F.I.C., F.C.S. 
(White and Pike). Being written by one who 
thoroughly understands his subject, and con- 
taining many valuable hints, this work, as the 
preface says, “‘ will be the means of furnishing 
users of petroleum lamps and stoves such infor- 
mation as shall, if attended to, prevent for the 
future any disaster ey hems their use.” It 
should, therefore, be in,the hands of all such, 





LISTENERS SELDOM HEAR GOOD OF THEMSELVES. 
Mrs. Whiphander.—“‘I TOLD THE MAJOR HE REALLY MUST NOT BE SO CONSPICU- 





aon 
* wen O's 


thee 
* ” 





iy 








SPORTING NOTE. 





Mrs. Timruss (in a half-whisper).—“‘ DON’T TALK QUITE SO LOUDLY, Dear; I THINK 


Mrs. Whiphander (very loud) —‘OH! DID I NR&VER TELL YOU WHAT I ALWAYS DO 
WHEN I suUSPECT MY GROOMS OF LISTENING TO WHAT I AM SAYING? I ALWAYS DIS- 
CHARGE THEM JUST BEFORE CHRISTMAS, AND SO THEY GET NO CHRISTMAS-BOXES. 


By One THAT Knows Notuinc Asoor It. 
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Tue FeaTHer PLATE, 
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A MATTHBR OF IMPBRIAL IMPORTANCE, 
HE GreaT Mr. SHABBY, 


M.P. S’sh! Let’s wait 
' for a moment of silence 
; to make my overwhelm- 
ing announcement. Now 
—no, wait a second— 
now—no ! Is the orches- 
tra ready for the grand 
crash? All right—one, 
two, three— Now / /shall 
be present at the Mit- 
chelstown Meeting!!! 
(Strikes an attitude and 
awaits the stupendous 
results. Strange to say, 
there is no clap of thun- 
der, nor does the sun sua- 
denly go out.) Wait—I 
., will try again. Perhaps 
a, the world did not hear 
what I said, (Zries 
> again in a louder voice. 
? Same want of result as 
> before. Overpowering 
surprise of the Great One.) 
No matter! I have too 
much belief in my vast 
importance to be morti- 
fied. No doubt there is 
some hitch in nature, or society, or something. * * © (Sud- 
denly bs yaatys-4 through a trap at Mitchelstown.) 1 am here! What 
on earth can be the matter? There is no earthquake! I will get on 
the top of this ant-hill and try again, louder. (Does so, Result as before. 
Further surprise, mingled with contempt for the unappreciative universe, 
on thé part of the All-lmportant-One.) No matter! I will now crush 
the dastard police with a word. Ah—ahem !—Here you, Resident 
Magistrate Seagrave, how dare you do your duty against a murderous 
mob, when / am here? 
R. M. SEAGRAVE. Eh? Who might you happen to be ? 
Tue G. M. S., M.P. (having recovered from an apoplectic fit), Wh— 
What ?—Eh !—Wh—y! G Heav——-WHAT? Who am /? /? 
My name, sir — (just stop that band and the noise of the riot for a 
moment)—my name, sir, is The Great Mr. Shabby, M.P.!!! (One 
instant’s pause, during which all created things—(seem to Mr, S, to)— 
veel, Then :—) 
R. M. Skacrave. Who might he be? 
(Zhe Great S. is tenderly moved from the spot as soon as his state 
permits of it, An interval of awful suspense. ni— 

Tue Great Mr. SHABBY, M.P. (Appearing at Westminster.) J 
was present at Mitchelstown!!! (/urther, and, comsidering his critical 
condition, dangerous—surprise of Mr. S., as the House actually goes on 
chatting, and eating winkles as usual.) All I know about it all is this— 
that Resident Magistrate Seagrave has been Rupk TO Me!! He did 
not obey my orders—mine! Hedid not even KNOW me! Heisa liar, 
a coward, a slave, a sneak, and a murderer. Now, indeed, I perceive 
the loathsome and detestable depravity of the Irish officials! (With a 
shrick.) Why isn’t the House horrified? (/ndulces in *‘ liar” and 
other offensive and blackguardly epithets for some time further ; then, 
looking wildly round, bursts into hysterical sobs. Nett results :— The unt- 
werse goes on as before. Not even an eclipse extra, Authorities still un- 
crushed. Obvious hitch somewhere! Curtain. L’envoi:—One result, 
mot to be advocated, but still possible. Resident Magistrate Seagrave takes 
the Great Shabby, M.P. by the scruff, and dogwhips him until he howls, 
for all the world as it might be at Homburg, King William Street, and 
other spots. 











A Bad Tare-iff. 
Aonenting ee or two M.P.s, the Parliamentary session has brought forth no- 
tares. 


THE session hath been fruitless, so some say, 
And they are not far out, as you'll confess ; 
Our Senate is less prone to work than play, 
It seldom laboured much ; it now does less. 
ee Nothing but tares ” they've raised in late affairs, 
They can't expect to mount much on those (s)tares. 





It is said by a statistician that some 8,000 “‘ artists of the brush” are 
located in Paris. Including shoe-blacks, crossing-sweepers and scaven- 
gers, we can boast of having a far larger number of ‘‘artists of the 


| brush” in London. 








ENIOKNAOKS. 


‘You look remarkably well andj happy,” said Pottsworth to Binks ; 
‘¢ why, you’re positively, bursting with health and jollity!” ‘* And so 
I ought to be, my boy; I’ve much to be 


through the Bankruptcy Court last week— 
regularly clean whitewashed, you know ; and 
now my wife has entered an action for divorce 
against me, and she’ll gain it, my boy, she'll 
gain it !” 


blocked by a dredger that drifted from its 
moorings ; so once more it has been proved 
how useless, in a time of war, the canal would 
probably, be to us as a military route to India. 





A MELODRAMA, based on the Prapzini 
murder, has been produced successfully on 
the French stage. Let’s trust we shall not have an adaptation, with a 
totally different climax, brought out here, entitled, ‘* Lipski.” 


A DOCTOR is severely down on after-dinner coffee, and declares that 

it ruins the digestive organs. Another medico says the at-dinner cham- 

agne much more often plays old gooseberry with them. But, deary ! 

if we collectively followed the individual advice of a dozen crank- 
doctors, we should neither eat nor drink at all. 


Tue slave trade in Morocco is particularly brisk just at present. The 
Sultan, who flogs subjects that smoke and imbibe stimulants, holds the 
buying and selling of human beings to be a perfectly legitimate trade. 
The English and French Governments should combine to stop this 
abominable iniquity. Young girls are openly sold in the public markets 
for less than twenty pounds. 


A SHARK, fifteen feet long and weighing a ton and a quarter, was 
captured recently near Fiume. On his interior arrangements being 
carefully examined, a pair of undigested boots were brought to light. 
The voracious fish had evidently suffered fearfully from dyspepsia, ac- 
cording to the opinion of the expert who held a fost mortem. The boots 
in question were not of British Government contract pattern. They were 
solid leather ! 


PERHAPS it is a bit lucky for Endacott that his lawyers managed 
to get his trial postponed. Interest in such a wretched affair soon dies 
out. Taken from all points of view, the ‘‘ Cass Case ” has done a heap 
of harm to the force, which is mainly composed of hard-worked, ill-paid 
men, who, with few exceptions, believe that Henderson was a better 
man for his post than Warren is. 


Mrs, HARRIET BEECHER STOWE is all alive and kicking. The 
energetic authoress declares that, though seventy-six years of age, she 
is game to walk any girl of twenty who goes in for tight-lacing, pro- 
vided the distance is not less than seven miles. No pick-me-ups on the 
way! There are very few modern damsels who would care to accept 
the old lady’s challenge, 


A CERTAIN Father O'Leary considers that no rent should be paid 
either_by Irishmen or by any other objectors to this obnoxious institution. 
He also opines that all landlords should make restitution to tenants they 
have received money from, Father O’Leary, let’s put a query, or two. 
Did not one of your cloth kick a poor half-starved wretch quite recently ? 
Have you ever denounced his conduct? And would you feel inclined 
to build a house and fill it with non-paying lodgers of any creed? 


A BEGGAR knocked at the door of a house, the other day, and 
informed the female tenant that he required a nice meat tea. On the 
womar refusing to supply the mendicant with the desired refreshment 
he remarked, sadly, that if it had been in the ‘‘Good Old Days of Dick 
Turpin” he would have blown her brains out. He probably forgot 
when he uttered his lament that Richard’s decease was rather a painful 
one. Perhaps the gaol chaplain who now ministers to the mendicant will 
improve his mind by reading him extracts from the Newgate Calendar. 


_ THE father of thirty-three children recently died at the age of ninety- 
six. But he failed to touch the record of one John Heffner, who was 
accidentally killed by a tramcar in 1885. John was married three times, 
and his spouses presented him with forty-one pledges of affection. 
Perhaps it was, and is a blessing that John met with his fate suddenly, 
though he did leave a young widow with twins, In these ‘‘ unemployed ” 
times the birth of more than a dozen or so offspring to one male 
pavent means a considerable amount of misery, spiced probably, with 

rime. 


———— 





thankful for,” replied Binks; ‘‘I passed} 


THE Suez Canal was lately effectually } 
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** Now then, some of yer! Come along! 
Now's yer time fur fine ‘erin’ !”’ no ‘errin’ ’s mornin’ ! 


** Well, blow it all, if yer won't buy ‘em, take em fir nothin’ |’ 
(40s. or a month). 











A Pen-ding Pen-ance, 
(A SUGGESTION FOR SUFFERERS.) 


THERE are various missions of all conditions 
For reforming and helping the erring and sad, 


For making them better, relieved from Care’s fetter, 


And many by these have been rendered glad. 
Now, / have a notion to stop the commotion 
Of many who suffer in thousands, not tens, 
’T will improve men’s position ; for, lo! my mission 
Is for giving post-offices decent pens ! 


To an office you hurry—and try in a flurry, 
To scribble a note to your love—your Fate— 
Or to wire to your missis—(but seldom this is)}— 
** Delayed in the City—for dinner don’t wait.” 
When, behold, your scrawling is most appalling, 
Mixing Ps and Qs, and your Ms and Ns; 


Yea, you find your despatches are naught but scratches, 


Thanks to the vileness of post-office pens. 


Then let’s hold, in this nation, a demonstration, 
Demanding redress for this pen-less plight ; 
And, with violent manners, go forth with banners, 
Prepared, if need be, to riot and fight. 
Then Fun, Old Party—so sage and hearty— 
Who showeth up Wrong ‘neath a searching lens, 
To aid each reader, O be our leader 
In the crusade for usable post-office pens. 








““SCENES THAT ARE BRIGHTEST.”—Benzine and kerosine. 


punity. 


Dr. SKALWEIT, a great authority on butter and milk analysis has 
died in the prime of life. Unfortunate enthusiast. ‘‘ Prime Dorset” 
and ‘‘ Finest New Milk,” are not to be tasted perpetually with im- 








AN AFTER-SUMMER SKETCH. 














A REMINISCENCE OF THE YACHT WSATHER. 
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{Im reply to an inquiry whether the Government proposed 
on behalf of the Government, that we will offer practical suggestions to any t 


A MOST EFFECTUAL SCHEME. 
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**Eh?” the manager will remark. 


** Government Suggester wants to see me? 


Poor fellow! Really afraid I can't hold out much hope tohim. Send him up if 


it will amuse him,” 
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‘What say? Cang ways choked with chairs? Eh? Rather shortsight:d—really can’t see ‘em. 


és there 


everything, of course.” . 
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S Beg pardon? Solid wall here, where there ought to be anexit? Dear me, 
Curious, now—never noticed it before. 


Ah, yes—exactly—remedy 





to introduce a bill for the regul 
i heatrical 









FBucuvan, 


“‘Ah, good-day! 


i 


Eh? Theatre not what? 


Theatre guite safe? Ah, glad you're satisfied ! 
Really can't hear you.” 
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To THE DEATHTRAPE 








Se 


ation and inspection of theatres, Mr. Matthews said, “I think I can 
manager wh chooses to avail himself of them for securing the safety 





Im rather hard of hearior. 
Good-day. Eh? Not saf ? 
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simi, 


AY, 


“\Bless us! Theatre destroyed 
fault of mine! Really forgot all abovt that 
blame me. Never“mind—rebuild the thea‘re on the same principles as before, 
and go it again! ’ 
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Very interesting |” 
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by fire again, and wholesale loss of life! No 
Suggester’s suggestions, so can't 
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SPORT. 


| (BALFOUR IRISH AND BALFOUR SCOTCH.) 
| __ The Right Honourable Gentleman (to himself).—“ CONGRATULATE YOU, DEAR BOY. DON’T CARE WHETHER IT’S SCOTCH 
OR IRISH, SO LONG AS THERE’S SOMETHING TO KILL.” 
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IN THB INTBRESTS OF FREEDOM. 


FILLED with the infectious zeal of the Irish Nationalist M.P.s and 
barristers in the interests of truth and faimess, Mr. Fon undertook to 
convince the police of the 
atrociousness of their con- 
duct at Mitchelstown. For 
this purpose he held an 
interview with the in- 
spector responsible, 
modelling his remarks to 
that functionary strictly 
in accordance with the 
unbiassed and _ sterling 
spirit of cross-examination 

isplayed by the advocates 
of Nationalism. The fol- 
lowing is a verbatim 
report :— 

Cross (VERY CROSS)- 
EXAMINER. Then you 
admit that your object was 
to butcher the peaceable 
citizens of Mitchelstown? 

INSPECTOR. On the 
contrary, I indignantly 
deny any such 

C.-E, Stop; I object 
to the witness answering 
my question if he does not answer incriminatingly. Very good: you admit 
that your object was asI stated. Now—are you proud of having attacked 
one citizen with one hundred police? 

Ins. There was one policeman to one hundred citizens. 

C.-E. Shut up. Well, having admitted the cowardice of your con- 
duet, will you tell me why you tried to get the reporter into the centre 
of the crowd ? 

Ins. Because the speakers were in the centre. 

C.-E, What!. Did it not occur to you that the best way to get to the 
speakers in the middle was to keep on the outskirts of the crowd? Are 
you not aware that the proper way to get to the centre of anything is to 
go round it? Why did you not begin at the centre of the crowd, and 
work outwards? y did you go through the crowd instead of over or 
under it? Don’t answer, unless your answer will incriminate you! Ah ! 
be quiet! You see, he admits that he went the wrong way to work, and 
glories in it. Now, sir: why were you brutal enough to fire on the 
crowd with bullets instead of the more humane buckshot ? 

Ins. We used buckshot. 

C.-E. Oh, you used butchery buckshot, when the more humane bullet 
would have sufficed! You all hear that! Then again, why were you 
cowardly e h to fire from outside the barracks? 

Ins. We didn't. We fired from inside. 

C, E, Oh, you were so cowardly as to fire from inside the barracks, 
yu "a you admit you fired at the crowd through sheer love of blood- 
BS) 7 

Ins. I deny it utterly, We fired simply in self-defence. 

C.-E. There’s an admission for you ! These police were murderous and 
treacherous enough to fire in self-defence! After shat admission you 
may go down—No! waitaminute. As I am ina position here to insult 
you without it being possible for you to defend yourself in any way, I 
mean to be gentlemanly and noble enough to take advantage of the 
situation, You area liar, and a murderer, and a coward, and a thief— 
there! Now if you say anything about me in return, I shall proceed 
against you for libel ; and if you thrash me like a cur you will be put in 
prison. I am an Irish gentleman, and I should behave very differently 
if we were, say, in Texas. Such bh as I am are the stuff that 
the Irish nation is proud of. Hurroo! Who'll thread on the tail o’ me 
coat, an’ be given in charge? 














Nun Nicer, 


UNDER this title there are to be seen engravings in the various papers 
of a beautiful nun, but the words really apply to ‘* Cherry Blossom ” 
Perfume, than which we agree there is mone nicer. The captive balloon 
which ‘‘goes up” in the City on a fine day, also has to do with 
‘Cherry Blossom.” This is suggestive, as there is no doubt that the 
scent in question goes up every day—in public estimation. 





A REFRACTORY pauper managed to fracture 174 window panes at tle 
Braintree workhouse recently. Officials say that ‘‘ the glass” has been 
his ruin through life. Possibly a feeling of revenge crept through the 
Braintree pauper’s brainpan—a sensation of hatred towards glass of 
ary a — his conduct has brought the pains and penalties 
Ol ihe jaw on him, 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe EpitTor or “Fun.” 


S1r,—I said I should come to town for a few days, and so I have, 
roving myself to be a man of my word, as I have ever found myself. 
e bobbies seem to have quite forgotten me, and evidently take me for 
a country person up for a holiday. At least that’s how it strikes me, 
seeing the way a policeman eyed me in Regent Street the other night ; 
he was a little uncertain, I fancy, or else I think he would have run me 
in as ‘‘ drunk and disorderly, and resisting the police.” However, I took 
no notice of him, but continued meditating my 


Tip FOR THE GREAT EASTERN HANDICAP. 


Comg, hark to the voice of the Prophet, 
And list to the lay of the Bard, 

If you’ve cash and he can’t ease you of it, 
He thinks it will go very hard. 

But please to forego indignation, 

And don’t let any chaffing provoke, 

There’s plenty of good speculation, 
However the weather be broke. 


There's first Mr. Manton’s Gay Hermit, 
You'd like to put something on that, 
There’s Whitefriar, too, as they term it, 
Might carry the price of a hat. 

You may try, too, the colt by Doncaster, 
To win you a little place bet, 

And it wouldn’t be courting disaster 
To put something on Martinet. 


Braw Lass needn't greatly excite you, | 
But liberties needn’t be took ; 
The Loved One, of course, will delight you, 
But don't have it much in your book. 
All these you may trifle with partly, 
With none I would go very far, 
For me, I shall go in for Martley, 
I also shall back Isobar. 











er—went 


I suppose you didn’t altogether like my tip for the 
right against Kilwarlin, didn’t it? Ah, but you should see the pile I 
made over him—that’d fetch you! Well, well, keep up your pecker, 


better luck next time with yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 


————— 


DuRING an oyster /é that took place recently at Arcachon excellent 
bivalves were sold at the rate of one penny per dozen. Stout was 
— unfortunately ; still the natives (we don’t mean the oysters) 
seemed to enjoy themselves thoroughly. <A/ fresco dancing was kept 
up till long past midnight; the vin du pays flowed freely ; tables were 
smashed ; fences were knocked down; yet certain revellers used swear- 
words about oysters next day—said they were too cheap. Bah! it is 
indeed difficult to satisfy some felk. 





A ‘*GuHOsT” was recently caught stealing potatoes at Ivry, near 
Paris. This Potato-spirit was wont to frighten peasants away from their 
patches of ground at dusk, and then cart off their “‘spuds.” At last 
human nature would stand it no longer, A ‘‘ Forlorn Hope” was 
called for! Several labourers volunteered. The *‘Ghost” had a bad 

iarter of an hour, He very nearly gave #¢ up. 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
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“WHAT FIND I HERE ?”—WMerchant of Venice, Act I/I, Scene 2. 








STREET STORIES. 


I—A CHEAPSIDE ROMANCE, 


SOME are born to greatness, William Hawkins was born to the 
gutter. Any day in the week you might have seen him near the Bank, 
standing close to the kerb, displaying wares which varied day by day in 
their nature, but never in their price. On Monday he would be shout- 
ing, ‘‘The patent prize Jubilee puzzle, the greatest cooriosity hever 
seen—only one penny!” On Tuesday, *‘A real gold halbert for 
a penny—only one penny!” On Wednesday, ‘‘ The greatest novelty 
out—the combination pocket-pencil and eraser for a penny!” On 
Thursday, ‘‘ Panorama of the Lord Mayor’s Show, all ’ighly coloured— 
a penny!” And so on from day to day with variations, but always for 
“fone penny.” 

The lot of William Hawkins, though a humble, was not a dark one, 
for he loved, and was beloved. Amelia Higgins was to his mind as 
fresh and fair as the flowers she bought in Covent Garden at daybreak, 
and sold in the City during office hours. ; 
Somebody else was of the same opinion. His name was Percival 
Montague Tomkins. Every morning on his arrival in town—for he 
lived in the suburbs, somewhere off the Walworth Road—it was Tom- 
kins’ habit to complete the adornment of his person by a buttonhole 
which he purchased of Amelia Higgins, which buttonhole completed the 
effect gradually led up to by an abnormally high collar, a massive 
aluminium albert, a magnificent cut-glass scarf-pin, trousers which from 
their pattern seemed designed to do duty as travelling chess-boards, and 
a get-up generally in keeping therewith. What wonder that Tomkins 
should imagine that so humble a young person as a gutter flower-girl 
should be dazzled by his fout ensemble? ; 
‘* You're not at all a bad-looking little girl,” he remarked to Amelia 
one morning as he stopped in Cheapside to make his matutinal pur- 
chase, ‘‘D’you know, if you were clobbered up, I shouldn’t mind 
taking you out—somewhere where I wasn’t known, you know?” To 
which Miss Higgins responded, ‘‘Garn! Oo’re yer gettin’ at?” 
He repeated his invitation; and, with a jealous concern, William 
Hawkins noted his attentions. Edging down towards Amelia, William 
remarked, ‘‘ The latest novelty out—a penoy ! (Look ’ere, if I sees you 
mashin’ that bloke agin, I’ll dot him, ‘pon my sivvy!) The name and 


responded, **Garn!” 





BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom. 








nature of hev’ry flower that grows—a penny!” To which Miss Higgins | 


At last the coy Matilda consented to meet her haughty admirer one 
evening, and she promised to be presentable. In her own words she 
said, “I'll come ‘clobbered up’ like a dukess,” Tomkins kept the 
tryst. Cautiously reconnoitring from afar, he observed that Amelia was 
indeed “‘clobbered up” far be his tions, No one would 
have recognised her in her broad straw hat, her birdcage, and her brace- 
lets, as the vendor of flowers in Cheapside, To tell truth, William 
Hawkins had acceded to her request to lend her some “‘kiver,” with 
which she had hired her smart outfit from a repository known as a 
** Tommy shop.” 

Therefore, without hesitation, Tomkins marched the fair one into the 
stalls of a celebrated music hall, where he gave lordly orders in a lordly 
manner. The performance was about three- over when Miss 
Higgins opined it was ‘‘ Tommy-rot,” and expressed a desire to “‘ sling 
her hook.” Accordingly the pair left. Their way out led through the 
area of the hall ; and, emerging from the stalls in all his glory, Tomkins 
cast a supercilious glance on the plebeian occupants of the cheaper por- 
tion of the auditorium. Miss Higgins, however, looked round as if in 
expectation. Suddenly her features were lit up with joy, and Tomkins 
blanched with horror. There, against the refreshment-bar, were 
gathered some ten or a dozen lads and girls, most of whom Tomkins 

ised as City hawkers of penny novelties or flowers, Matilda led 
him by the arm, and before he could escape they were surrounded and 
greeted effusively, ** What cheer, Tilda. Hinteroduce us to yer mash,” 
“What, ho! ’Arry, d’ye ’ar, we're out fora beno! Wi'atyer goin’ to 
‘ave?” **Whoy, Bill! ’Ere, Mr. Tomkins, this is Bill. You must 
’ave a ’arf pint with Bill, ’cause I’m his donah !” 

It was no use attempting to fly. Matilda held his arm too tight, and 
reminded him, incidentally, that if he was ‘‘’uffy” Bill would ** land him 
one for takin’ out his donah.” Tomkins was not athletic; so, to avoid 
consequences in the full view of the area audience, many of whom he 
recognized, but none of whom would, in answer to any imploring greet- 
ings, recognize him, Percival M. Tomkins stood there for an hour 
standing treat to the penny merchants of the City gutters. At the end 
of that time his tormentors, who had planned and enjoyed his discom- 
fiture, left him disgusted and crestfallen—Mr. Hawkins, with Matilda 
at his side, remarking, ‘‘ Look ’ere, guv’nor, as you're stone broke, 
we're goin’ to vamooze; but, mind yer, since we ain’t good enough for 
you to walk through the street with, my donah ain't good enough 
rome h or, I should say, she’s a bit too good. So take my tip, let it 

one.” 
Tomkins took the tip. He doesn't wear buttonholes now, and he 
goes to the office by the back streets. He doesn’t care for Cheapside. 








A WINTER'S TALE. 


(WitH every APpoLoGy TO SHAKESPEARE AND Miss Mary 
ANDERSON.) 
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Complaint of a Simple-Minded Burglar. 
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(‘The prisoner had partaken of a good supper, and had washed it 
down with the best part of a nine-gallon cask of beer. He was found 
asleep on the sofa on the prosecutor coming down ia the morning.” — 
| Charge heard the other day at the Lambeth Police Court.) 

Ou ! ‘the world it is all goin’ wrong, | 

Goin’ on in some new-fangled fashion ; 
I’ve been feelin’ it ever solong— _ 

I don’t get the least bit of compassion. 


I’m chevied, just like a wild beast, 

By the coppers—sent ev’rywhere packin’ ; 
But I thought as I was safe, at least, 

In the ’eart of the crib I was crackin’. 








It used for to be so; but, now, 
Even ‘here traps is set for to catch us— 
Traps as don’t make the least bloomin’ row, 
An’, when we least look for it, latch us ! 


T’other night I had finish’d my task, 
Pack’d up, an’ was ready to hook it, 

When what do I see but a cask 
A-oft’rin’ me drink—which I took it. 


That cask it was nine gallon deep, 
An’, afore I could empty it, drops me ; 
I falls on a sofa asleep, 
An’ the owner he comes down an’ cops me. 


I protest at such traps bein’ Jaid 

For a burglar as isn’t suspicious ; 
There is morals in every trade, 

An’ such morals as that I call wicious, 





‘PETER! Peter!” shouted the hawk-eyed proprietor of a 

| refreshment bar, ‘‘ Peter, three cold boiled beefs and three 

pints of bitter have sneaked out without paying. Run sharp, 

and see if you can catch ’em. Give ’em in charge straight 

off if possible. Confound it, two sausages and ‘ mashed’ 
did the same thing yesterday. It’s ruination !” 








1 | Foreicners who opine that we have no sun in England 








MONSIEUR ON THE SOUTH-WESTERN. 


VARE DOS ZIS TRAIN LEAVE OFF TO RUN?” 
Tourtst.—** WATERLOO.” 


FRANCE? I SALL RELIEVE MYSELF OF YOUR PRESENCE,” 


Monsieur (aside).—‘*‘ Cas ANGLAIS, HOW ZEY ARE RESERVE. BuT I VILL 
DRAW HIM OUT; HE SALL ESPEAK. (A/oud.) PARDON, M’sIEUR, BUT | ‘* Fire” having been raised, the flame caused by the rays 


Monsieur.—** VILAIN, RASCALS! HOW DARE YOU INSULT A SON OF 


will be astonished to learn that Old Sol’s rays focussed 
through the glass of a pair of spectacles the other day and 
| set fire to an optician’s shop in a provincial town. A cry of 


were quickly extinguished. So the establishment escaped 
being razed to the ground. The proprietor, after gazing at 
the damage done, pronounced the great luminary of the day 
his enemy, and then—‘Zhe foe-cussed | 











SEPTEMBER SPORTING. 
So they pulled up the chairs and en 4 at Lillie Bridge, did they? 


I don’t. There’s my young nephew goes in for Indian clubs. He let 


dustman, who makes such a bawling in the square. The other day, too, 
the youngster made me go with him to an assault-at-arms and a show- 
off and all the rest of it at a gymnasium. A parcel of fellows were twirl- 
ing round bars like so many caterpillars. I couldn't see any particular 
fun in that; yet all the fools looked on and applauded. I believe I’ve 


when I was a boy at school. A boy jumped-little-wagtail on my spine 


= deal too much running about now-a-days of all sorts, I can tell you. 
was the other week out Hendon way on a Saturday afternoon, and 
met lots of half-clad chuckle-headed lads running at hare and hounds. 
What’s the good of that, too, I should like to know? Getting into 
violent heats, rheumatisms, and all the rest of it. 

I'd got my dog with me, and he had the common sense to fly at one 
of their bare calves, Even the dog knew better than to go in for such 


enough with the infernal soldiers grinning like scarlet Cheshire cats at 
the nursemaids. Yet all the beggars in the neighbourhood are allowed 


positively awful. Then, at Battersea Park, too, it’s quite as bad, an 


and pleasant ; there’s too much of this sort of thing everywhere. Look 





And a good job, too. Who wants to look at athletics? I can tell you | my idea that a boy can’t be flogged too much. It does a deal of good 


go of one the other day when he was at it, and the thing flew out of the | n . > ; ; 
bedroom-window and fell in a dust-cart. I wish it had killed the infernal | °@eed, it makes them spry and active, and that’s what I like. If a 
| boy, too, is spare of figure and thin, a good thrashing warms him up and 
_ circulates the blood in winter time. It’s a good deal better for him than 


| squatting before the fire, I'll take my oath. Exercise and athletics, 


always been rather weak in the back from playiog jump-little-wagtail | 


and nearly broke it in half, I never did care for athletics in my life. | 
And who cares about sprint races or sprint anything else? There's a | 


confounded nonsense. Primrose Hill, too, look at that. It’s bad | 





to play at cricket there. What with the howling of the animals in the | 
Zoo near by and the cricket balls fying about you it is —— 


| at the Bluecoat boys through the railings in Newgate Street, always 
| trying to do something or the other in the athletic way. Years ago 


Charles Lamb said something about flogging these boys too much, it’s 


to a boy, especially if he’s rather a flat. Fat boys should always be 


indeed. I’m positively sick at hearing such bosh. Nobody wants 


_ athletics if they’ve got anything to do in the world. Bah! 


DIOGENES TUBBS, 








A CLERGYMAN fixes the date April 11, 1901, as the day on which the 
** Millennium ” will begin, but duriog February, 1897, there will be a 
peculiar flight of ‘‘ Watch Christians” on eagles’ wings, their destina- 
tion being a wilderness, where they will be miraculously and gratuitously 
provided with board and lodging, and washing. May we be there in a 
front seat to see this show! It will be thoroughly unique. Should the 
well-informed cleric be in the land of the living when the sight comes 
off, we trust he will forward ial tickets to our office. Asa large 
mob is likely to co te, the ‘‘ Watch Christians” will dc well to 
leave their ‘‘ tickers ” at home. 





_A CATHEDRAL is to be erected at Monaco, the Pope having created a 
bishopric there. His holiness has appointed a very steady party to the 


| post of bishop, one warranted neither to gamble nor gambol. Hitherto 
you've got the smell of the river into the bargain to make things snug | a . cme ga 


preying, rather than praying has been the order of the day and night at 
Monaco. 
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Jhe Legend of a Castle in the Air. 


Srr Whatdecall Whatsisname Walker White 
Lived a very long time ago ; 

And a more undoubtedly doughty knight 
Was a difficult thing to know. 

He was always ready to drink or fight, 
And with either a friend or foe. 


The Lady A. B. C. D. E. F. G. 
(I can’t write out her names in song, 

Because writ at full length they would, you see, 
Be by ever so much too long). 

O she loved the knight—and O he loved she— 
(Which was not—like my grammar—wrong !) 


And he sang her songs to the light guitar, 
Full of verses, and loves, and moons ; 
Sometimes he would mention his lucky star— 
When she gave him some maccaroons ! 
And he swore, at ev’ry alternate bar, 
He was awfully gone in spoons ! 


Then he went away on a great crusade, 
And he promised to write each week, 
But like all the promises ever made, 
They were pie-crust, and meant to dreak. 
For he couldn’t get stamps out there, he said, 
And his inkbottle sprung a leak, 


From every foe whose life-blood he spilled, 
He cut off all the beard and hair, 

Till he had as much as would quite have filled 
All the garden in Leicester Square ! 

It was sent home packed up in empty kild- 
Erkins, marked, ‘‘ THIS SIDE UP, WITH CARE,” 


Then when home he came, he hung up his sword 
And departed his love to see, 

And fix’d to go partners in bed and board, 
With the Lady A. B. C. D. 

And he never got drunk—and never snored— 
And always came home to tea. 


To repair his castle to greet his bride, 
He mixed up the Paynims’ hair 

With lime, and he plastered the walls inside, 
That before were all rough and bare. 

But soon was the hair from the walls espied 
A-growing out everywhere ! 


And it grew so long, and it grew so fast, 
It filled every room and space, 

And out of chimneys and windows past, 
Till it hung down the castle's face ; 
And the towers and battlements so vast 

Were all covered from crown to base ! 


Now ’twas very certain they couldn’t well 
Attempt further residing there ! 

So they left it under the Paynims’ spell, 
And rented a house elsewhere. 

Because ’twas absurd to expect to dwell 
In a castle built up in (h)air ! 





A SREDY individual was caught in a gentleman's 
garden the other night. ‘* What have you got to 
Say, prisoner?” said the magistrate. ‘‘ My head 
turns, somehow, at times, yer wortchip,” replied 
the culprit. ‘* But I don’t believe your brain 
turned you over the garden wall,” remarked the 
magistrate. ‘‘A turned brain might lay a person 
in a ditch, but it wouldn’t help him over a garden 
wall, Now, I am here for a purpose, and you 
were there for a purpose. We'll just let these 

urposes meet, and you will get fourteen days’ 

d labour.” ‘Then you rally feel convints as 
I was hup to a plant in that ’ere garding, my bold 
toolip?” chuckled the prisoner, winking know- 
ingly as he blandly left the dock. 





“I WANT a good fly-paper,” said the lady to 
the shop-boy; and the smart youth replied that 
Fon was the best and fiyest paper he knew of. 
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A MARKET-DAY MEM. 


Obese Farmer.—“* An! Some or you Hossy MEN THINK YE&RSELVES MOITY 
SHARP; BUT I'LL BET FOIVE SHILLUN AGIN YOUR SIXPENCE, LAD, AS YE DOAN'T 


TELL WITHIN THIRTY POUND WHAT THE WEIGHT OF A BiG Hoa 1s,” 
I've GOT K'RECT SCALES AT THE 


Horse Dealer.—** Donk, SiR! 


STABLES, 


COME ROUND, GIT ON, AND I'LL TELL YOUR WRIGHT TO A HOUNCE, AND— 
WELL—I WON’T BE TOO ’ARD ON YER, FARMER, Wé'LL SPEND THE Five SHILLUN 


HAMICABLE ATWEEN US ARTERWARDS.” 





- The Modern Scalp Hunters. 


(The latest ‘‘ fad” of the Amcrican ladies is to collect locks of gentlemen's hair.] 


Now poetry and birthday books 
No longer please the fair, 

But he who in their albums looks 
Finds ravished wisps of hair. 

’Tis said that Love will a at Jocks, 
But a Transatlantic gir 

Her scissors takes, and coolly ‘‘ docks” 
Her Edwin's cherished curl. 


Has she, by Pope immortalized 
In lines that tell ushow 

A wicked lord the maid surprised 
Asleep, and from her brow 

Cut off a lovely golden lock— 
Has she come from the tomb, 


i 
' 





With vengeance armed, at man to mock ? 


Pronouncing thus his doom : 


**O man, purloiner of the tress 
That graced Belinda’s head, 

Now tremblingly shalt thou confess 
That vengeance is not dead, 

Know thou, or masher, swell, or dude, 
That for that lock of mine 

A thousand scissors shall denude 
Of hair that head of thine, 


** That Corydon’s enamoured heart 
With torture shall be wrung, 

And Strephon fearfully shall start, 
When they shall see among 

The treasures in the album kept 
By her they hold most fair 

(Ah! Nemesis has only slept) 
A rival's lock of hair !” 
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IMPECUNIOUS DAUBER AND HIS MICHAELMAS GOOSE. 





A “Seti” In MORE SENSES THAN ONE. 











Sport. 
(Sez CARTOON,) 


ACCORDING to common 
Mr. Balfour (of whom you've 


Has a pretty strong fancy for sport ; 
Which is quite to his taste, 


And he’ll eagerly haste 


To devote a great deal of attention 


To shooting, and things of that sort. 


Now, his holidays having begun, 
He has dropp’d his Hibernian labours 
(Which so much execution have done), 


And is off for a change 
In a northerly range, 


Where, amidst Caledonian neighbours, 
Perhaps he'll be getting fresh fun. 


That he happens to be | Wuar is the difference between a Queen’s 
When you let him “‘ gae free,” Counsel and a dishonest draper’s shopman ?— 
He is still same frolicsome laddie, One is called to the bar, and takes silk ; the 
| Delighted at getting a shot. other takes silk, and is called to the bar. 
d mention) There they meet. 
DuRING a statutory meeting of a Scotch Ready Wednesday, October 
, : ry, Oc. 5: 
_ Town Council, a dispute arose. When the to ONG SHILLING 
| wrangle became rather too lively, the provost 
| said to the clerk, ‘‘We must have been tight JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 
| when you were appointed. You are here to By FRANK BARRETT. 
keep us right, but we must have been tight | Ovsr One Hundred and Twenty Illustrations. 
_ when you got your appointment.” The above | 
_ smacks strongly of the ancient Dutch Burgo- | Fust Out. 
masters’ speeches, and smells of Hollands. | PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
. > ah Nees HONOURS DIVIDED. 
HEY went to see Gent an utchens run. J 
Gent ran, also the other gent; but they didn’t | sh AE a ae 
| See ‘em at it, i\JACK OF HEARTS. 


For it doesn’t seem to matter a jot 
Whether ‘tis in the country of Paddy, 
Or else in the land of the Scot, 





























By H. T. JOHNSON. 
153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


WHEN Mary ’ad a little ‘am, did she fry a 
hegg with hit? 

















i SPEAK FOR 
| THEMSELVES. 


es, All Stationers. 





John Heath's 


Sample Box 
(24 kinds) 7 stamps. Breve: 4 


NGHAM. 








; 








Cadbury’s Rec kitts 
“2° Cocoa Fide 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. As bad makes are often sold 
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UNCORROBORATIONS OF CONVENTIONAL HUMOURISTS. 
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No. 8.—Our WALKING Tour. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue STRAND.—The production of 7he Sultan of Mocha at this house 
naturally turns one’s thoughts to Dorothy ; not only because both pieces 
are by the same composer, but from the pretty obvious circumstance 





Tue Strawv.—Tue I-spy-ner-inc Lover! 


that had it not been for the striking success of the latter, the former 
would not have troubled us at this juncture. This is so clear that it is 
impossible to notice Zhe Su//an without making one of those com- 
parisons which are held, if not admitted, to be odious—perhaps one 
may say (on this occasion only), mel-odious, But to keep you in suspense 
no longer (as, of course, you cannot have seen any of the notices which 
have appeared in other pre there is no real comparison between 
them at all. This Mocha is a very weak decoction beside the rich 
beverage poured forth at the Prince of Wales’s every evening. 


Miss THOMPSON, whom everybody welcomes to the managerial 
reins of a house with which her name is so closely associated, has done 
wonders with the piece, She might have en a stronger cast (of 
the individuals of this, however, more anon), but the costumes are 
handsome and tasteful, the scenery very good indeed, the “‘ extra 
ladies” not without facial, as well as physical attractions, Mr. 
Charles Harris has directed the production, and Madame Katti Lanner 
has ‘‘ arranged the incidental dances and the ballet.” It may be added, 
moreover, that these exertions are decidedly bearing fruit, and Zhe 
Sultan of Mocha—the sole ‘‘ leg” piece 'a-foot, by-the-way—is a prac- 
tical success. 


NEVERTHELESS, candour compels the admission that His Sultanic 
Majesty is poor entertainment. Even the music, which is full of 
melody and has many touches of character, seems hardly to go for its 
full worth. I imagine this is at least ly due to its being largely 
written for unison singing, but, not being a musician, I advance the 
opinion with diffidence—the orchestral portions pleased my Royal 
I Te much, But the libretto is of the poorest, even as libretti go ; 
and the “‘story” is almost ludicrous in its nothingness. In the first act 
a lady is run away with, and her father and lover set off to rescue her. 
In the second and third acts she is rescued—voi/d font. I assure you 
this isn’t ‘some of my nonsense "’—there are practically no incidents in 
the second and third acts, 


Come we then to the representation, I am inclined to give the palm 
to Mr, H. Bracy, who is a sweet and pleasant (if not faultless) singer, 
who acts rather better than a tenor can be expected to act, and thee hes 
a pleasing, friendly, companionable pe were which is very taking. He 
sings a very pretty ‘‘ Sleepy” song delightfully. (Haven't I heard him 
do it before? In Zhe Great Mogul was it?) Mr. Charles Danby 
makes his ‘first appearance in London” as the comedian of the 
occasion. The critics have praised him so that he may be congratulated 
on something very like a triumph. I trust so much contents him, for, 
alas, | cannot swell the chorus! Let me do him no injustice, however ; 
he is (as yet) unobtrusive, he is handicapped by a libretto which gives 
him no chance—indeed, he impressed me as one who might do fair 
justice to fun if it were provided for him, though not one upon whom 
the whole burden of its invention should rest—and he gives vent to one 
genuine witticism (and if every man did the same the world would be 
merrier). On the whole he strikes me as a pretty ordinary comedian 
with pretty ordinary ideas of humour, 


Miss VioLer CAMERON, with local colour in the shape of an almost 


i and unsympathetic, but otherwise clever and tuneful, and 
yer her dresses become each other very well. Miss Madeleine 
Shirley plays a small part so prettily and pleasantly, that it fosters the 
(probably erroneous) idea that she could play a more important part 
with equal satisfaction to her ‘‘kind friends in front.” Mr, Ernest 
Birch makes his first appearance on the stage as the Sultan; he sings 
well, but he cannot be said as a new birch to make a clean sweep of 
the difficulties of his position—all in good time, however, for a really 
Ernest Birch, In Act I.—which as you all know by this time pretends 
to pass in Greenwich while obviously doing so in Blackwall—there is 
a spirited and enlivening hornpipe danced by the ballet, but I don’t 
think the Ballet of Odalisques in the last act captured my admiration 
much, 


AN odd thing about Mr, Cellier’s sets of music is the number of 
different libretti they get “‘wedded” to. Zhe Sultan, as becomes his 
polygamous oriental nature, has been wedded 'to no less than four. 
Dorothy is, on the other hand, the second lady to whom that particular 
score has been contracted, after having been divorced from one We// 
Gwynne for incompatibility—though, indeed, I have always understood 
the lady to be a person of no character ! 





Nops AND WINKs.—Mr, Samuel L. Hasluck, who has some reputa- 
tion in the West as an instructor in the art of “‘elocuting,” is about to 
take the East-enders in hand ; a class, under his direction, having been 
opened in that direction at the People’s Palace, and an introductory 
lecture delivered by the Professor on Thursday last. If there be any 
‘‘ mute inglorious ” Demosthenes in that region, now is his chance, 


Our friend—I speak from an ‘‘ audience” stand-point—Mr. J. A. 
Cave, having been intrusted with the production of the Covent Garden 
Pantomime, relinquishes his lease of the Elephant and Castle Theatre, 
and takes a farewell benefit there on Thursday next, the 6th inst. 
Messrs, George Conquest, T. F. Nye, J. B. Gordon, Misses Maud 
Stafford, Jessie Mayland, Fanny Marriott, and the Two Macs will 
appear, and Mr. Cave himself will sustain his great character of Jack 
Bunnage, in his well-known domestic drama—a theatrical classic now 
—The Old Toll House, For the same occasion Mr, W. F. Thomas will 
lend Mr. Stedman’s choir boys, and Mr. Gwyllym Crowe will lend his 
‘* Gipsy Waltz,” and conduct it, too, 





A New York paper says that Messrs, Gilbert and Sullivan are 
engaged on a new opera on the subject of Buffalo Bill and the Wild 
West! I always did admire American humour.—Mr, Barrett will be 
among us again directly—not till the middle of December, perhaps,— 
but he has taken a lease of the Globe, they tell me, and is having it 
altered to fit (in a sense) his plays, the more successful of which he will 
reproduce while Mr, Sims is getting ready that five acts of domestic 

thos and humour which you are going to rush to see for several 

undred nights.—Mrs. Langtry has replied to a question of Mrs. 
Bernard-Beere, and rather maliciously scored one. Mrs. Beere’s ques- 
tion was, ‘‘Am I to believe that you contemplate producing 4s ta 
Looking Glass in America?” Mrs. ry’s answer was, ‘* The 
American version produced last night with great success,” Mrs. 








Tue STRAND.—ADMIRAL AND Bive Perer. 


Beere seems annoyed, but why did she give such an obvious ‘‘chance”? 
—Mr. Sydney Alport’s annual benefit takes place at the Vaudeville 





violet make-up, appears as Polly, the heroine. Her singing, as usual, 








to-morrow (Thursday) evening. Sophia and “ extras,” NESTOR, 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTor or Fuvun, 


S1r,—I wish it to be distinctly understood—and hereby give notice 
of the same—that I won’t be ‘‘ drawn” on any occasion, 4 ant seaien 
that I will not allow the curious ‘artist ” (I suppose I must call him) 
who disfigures my articles with his remarkable productions to continue his 
fiendish work, because I can’t help it, and indeed his ludicrous carica- 
tures materially assist me in disguising my real identity, which, in these 
days of impatient bettors, who do not understand my tips, is no mean 
advantage, No; what I mean is that it is of no use fellers sending their 
wives, or daughters, or nurse-maids, or other female belongings to 
attempt to wheedle my notions out of me, Several have attempted to 
do so, but I will sot be wheedled. Besides there has not been a pretty 
one among them, up to now! They tried to get out of me, but I kept 
it for you, this 
Tir FOR THE C&SAREWITCH. 


WHILE, by-the-way, prefacing 
That the weather’s sharp and bracing, 
And as suitable for racing 
As a party can desire, 
Let me call to your attention 
That you'll obviate dissension 
By permitting me to mention 
All the horses I admire. 


Not that I’ve the least suspicion 
Of intended opposition 
To the show of erudition 
Iam ready to display ; 
But this literary fencing 
Is convenient for commencing 
On the hints I’d be dispensing 
In the customary way. 


This is not a race for ** Platers,” 
But for strong and ‘‘ carry-weight ’’-ers 
And with most vaticinators 

Carlton seems to have the pull, 
But Humewood is very taking, 
And Savile there’s no forsaking, 
While Kilwarlin has the making 

Of a winner to the full. 


Of backers there are few, man, 
For the colt of Lady Newman ; 
But a cup of mountain-dew, man, 
I will pledge myself to Phil ; 
If the Baron don’t upset it, 
And if Button Park don’t get it— 
If Gay Hermit doesn’t net it— 
I imagine Stoneclink will. 
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This is a risky tip I’m giving you—it is so long before the event ; but 
if I kept it till next week, it might arrive just too late for you to lose 
your money over, and then what should I do for my customary excite- 


ment? I can’t do without excitement. 
I am, yours, &c., 





TROPHONIDS, 








“'T1s but a little faded flower,” he remarked ; and the young cus- 
tomer said she didn’t feel faded, and she thought it was more like mar- 
gerine, 
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COOK’S SUNDAY NIGHT OUT. 


Paterfamilias,— Tut, tut, tut! ‘Pom my word, Mrs. Hoskins, 
it’s disgraceful. Why have you stayed out until this time? What 
have you been doing?” 

Cook,—** Nothink onlegal, sir. I’ve hony been a-readin’ tracts to 
my youn daughter, as a widdered spdtber did ought when her 
youngest hinfant is struck down with small-pock.” 


a HOTOH POTOH. 


In the event of a Franco-German war, the strategic net of railways 
possessed by Germany would insure a start of some five days to the 
Teuton troops in the matter of concentration of masses on the frontier. 
Why doesn’t bully Boulanger shut up, and accept the situation as it 
stands? Bully will never be Dictator of France, He hasn’t got half 
ballast enough, 


A JAPANESE gentleman went on the Tatesunogawa in a paper boat 
lately, and returned to shore safely. His wife, who is rather heavily 
insured, is very anxious for him to try the experiment again, especially 
as he maintains stoutly that he is not putting himself wilfully into any 
danger in doing so. 


a 














Tue International Hygienic Congress at Vienna has not brought to 
light any new facts of vast importance, Whatever a human imbibes, 
eats, or does is thoroughly bad for him, is the only deduction we can 
come[to from the various opinions expressed by the learned men present. 
Still,!somehow or other, certain of us seem to hang on pretty toughly. 

AN inconsiderate gentleman has presented the Mikado with a piano. 
Great |Scott! ‘ Czerny’s Exercises,” ‘‘ Pestal,” ‘The Carnival of 
Venice!” What cruel torture for the Court! Boiling oil or molten 
lead would be preferable to it. 


A JILTED, love-sick damsel, with a pale face and sad eyes, was taken 
by her mamma to a celebrated ph last week. The medico put 
her on a crab and lobster diet, and the ag as pain in her chest soon 
made her forget the moral weight upon heart. Counter-irritants 
are sometimes very efficacious, 
Ir is reported that when the first race for the America Cup began at 
New York the other day, and rh boat got a slight start from 
its competitor, the captain of the Volunteer exclaimed, protestingly, 
“‘ Thistle, don’t!” But when the race was ended, he said, involunteer- 
ingly, ** 7Aés' do!” 


A FLIPPANT thief propitiated a detective who took him into custody 
the other night by saying, “‘ You are indeed a man of quick apprehen- 
sion!” The yp Ca ag Meal er ladiry ty way to the 
station, despite all the rules and regulations of Sir Rabbit Warren. 
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THE GAMEKEEPER “AT SEA.” 





The B. itish Gamekeeper is a nob'e institution. Every good book says so, and So we strolled on with him. His next act was to kill something ; after that he 
has a good word for him. When we first came upon nim be was engaged in proceeded to kill something ; then he killed something. “Its a mats Be shot 
killing something. “These plaguey hedge'ogs does a deal of harm—milks the that sky-lark,” he would observe: ‘‘them vermin does a deal of harm—frightens 
cows and cuts off the horses’ tails,” he remarked. ‘‘ Always puts my heel oe partridges’ eggs so that they gits addled, and carries away the hares. Always 
on ‘em. shoots ‘em.” 





Then he killed some.hirg. “ The.e'ere frogs and toads does a deal of harm,” he informed us : ‘‘ chases the deer about and pulls ‘em down, and snares the rabbits, and 
all manner, Then there's the moles, as strangles the hounds with their tails. Always smashes ‘om with my boot.” en oe 
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Then he killed a few things ; and then he gave a sigh of satisfaction, and said, ‘‘ Kill everything—that's the secret! I can stand here i mid is cove 
one pee pd al phate S, sound - & tert ne. Gove desolate << nS my dot pep the way we preserves the Peed we ‘alls eping 
: = » “to clasp n SO gentile a creature. miration ! : ‘ - 
the constant companionship of nature, which bamnanions and softens | . to iin ion! As the good books say, truly there is an influence in 
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ERIN.—“ HONOURABLE INTINTIONS, INDADE! SURE, AN’ I DON’T WANT YOUR INTINTIONS. 


MAN’S GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME,” 
ee 
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AND Hops are GOOD AND WHOLE SOME ! A Vece rarian FROM A/S BIRTH. 
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SOIME VEGETARIAN NOTES. 

































A Oheerful Co pent to th 
talon! ar, oe : 


OcToper—(First HALF.) 


ist, THe law permits you, recollect, 
This day to shoot the pheasant ; 

You need not shoot if you suspect 
The bird won’t find it pleasant. 


This day—you may take note of it, 
And comment on it wittily— 

Old Rome, which had not roam'd a bit, 
Was brought back to Young Italy. 


This day died Tietjens, great in song— 
In mem’ry keep her greenly ; 

We've not, in all our singing 
A diva half so queenly, 

Old Parr, who wholly liv’d on pills 
One hundred and fifty-two, 

This day cast off all mortal ills, 

Py As, in his place, I think would you. 


sth. Your dividends this day are due, 

Pray don’t forget to go and take ’em; 
The Bank would look so very blue 

If you should wilfully forsake ’em. 


aca | 


4th, 


6th. 
ind ; 
Keep it by all day singing Swedish 











of nightingale-voic’d Jenny | 
[ditties, | 


| Sth, 


, Oth, 


roth. 


With instrumental aids, both string and 
wind— {sand pities, 
To miss the chance would be a thou- 


This day Columbus—hist’ry says not | 


why, [Spain— 


Perhaps because cigars were bad in | 


Discover'd Cuba ; if you please to try 
And find another—well, you may, ‘tis 
plain. 


Great fire in Chicago, seventy-one ; 
Pork, pork, in ev’ry house and high- 
way roasting, [done— 
The “‘ biggest thing’ in roast pig ever 
America of big things always boasting. 


Day of Saint Denis, patron saiot of 

France, [him ; 

Which, for his virtues, martyrised 

Hiad it gone otherwise with him, per- 
chance, 

The incident had more surprised him, 


If you admire the works of West—you 
may, 





There is no law against your doing it— | 
His birth with rev’rence celebrate to- | 
day | 


, | 
Without the smallest fear ot rueing it. | 


11th, 


12th, 


13th, 


14th, 


15th, 


The Order of the Bath dates from this 
day— [Order ; 
A very hon’rable and much-sought 
If you aspire to win it, a short way 
Is just to make yourself a casual- 
warder, 


This day died Robert Stephenson, the 
son [** Puffing Billy ;” 
Of famous ‘' Geordie,” who made 
When down to Crewe for thirteen 
** bob” you run, {—will ’e? 
Remember Robert’s engine drags ye 
In sixteen-forty-four was born, this day, 
The founder, later on, of Pennsylvania; 
If you’re a pen-man, celebrate this, pray, 
Or if for keeping birthdays you've a 
mania. 
Battle of Hastings, one-ought-sixty-six, 
Our hist’ry’s Anglo-Saxon period 
ending ; 
But leaving us the place on which to fix 
When seaside holidays we think of 
spending. 
This day, in seventeen-sixty-nine, 
Was born Napoleon, call’d “the 
Great.”’ 
I don’t know your opinion, mine 
Is—worse of him than I will state. 


———, 
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KNICKNAOKS, 


Wuen Shinsharp, the eminent broker, goes to a public dinner, he 
invariably places a five-shilling piece in a significant manner on the table 
by his knife. Hence he gets remarkable 
attention. But towards the close of the 
feed, Shinsharp carefully restores the 
coin to his pocket, and tenders the waiter 
sixpence. e other night he was served 
by an elderly foreigner who knew his 
little game. This gentle garcon had 
been a prestidigitateur in his earlier days, 
and he managed to sneak Shinsharp’s 
coin, and substitute a “‘duffer.” Later 
, on, Shins went into a bar, ordered 

. a soda-and-whisky, and was given into 
custody for attempting to pass bad money, 





THERE are four hundred Mormon 
bishops in Utah. Some of the lay polygamists think these pastors are 
id more money than they are worth as a medium towards salvation, 
and that, while preaching Mormon they worship Mammon. 


A PERFORMING bear broke loose the other day and shuffled into a 
draper’s shop. ‘*‘ He’s quite harmless,” warbled the keeper, who rushed 
in after him, ‘‘I think he wants a bit of mus/in,” retorted the draper 
with much sang froid ; *‘ or, possibly, he’s come to look after the skins of 
some of his relatives. I’ve got a very choice assortment of tippets and 
muffs in the place,” 


A WRITER on the subject of corporal punishment in schools states that 
during one whacking he received in the ‘‘ good old days,” three rows of 
bright buttons flew off his tight-fitting jacket. How times have changed! 
Now-a-days, if a tiresome youngster gets a few spanks a rare hubbub is 
raised. Yet it is not so many years ago that the beadles of Christ’s 
Hospital used to be allowed hot brandy and water to refresh and in- 
vigorate them when they flogged tiny delinquent urchins round the hall, 


A CATHEDRAL in honour of St. Patrick is to be built in Rome. Well, 
let us pay our tribute of reverence to St. Patrick, who “‘ was a gintleman, 
and came of dacent paaple.” But, with all due respect to the saint, we 
opine he was anything but efficient in clearing reptiles out of Ould Erin, 


OvER two million glass eyes are produced in Germany and Switzer- 
land annually. This statement looks alarming at first sight, but the 
major portion of the imitation optics are put into the heads of stuffed 
birds, By-the-way, has any man ever—except in comic songs—married 
a woman with a glass eye, and not found out her little defect until the 
gordian-knot has been irrevocably tied ? 


M. Tisza, the Hungarian Prime Minister, advises his compatriots 
to follow the example of the English, who consider it immoral to cheat 
the Government. Whoa, Emma! Very much obliged to you all the 
same, M, Tisza. Still, you don’t know quite as much about our little 
playful ways as Max O’Rell does. 


AN Australian mayor was recently fined for selling spirits without a 
licence, This is decidedly a rum case, The mammoth magistrate has 
been ‘‘ down in the mug ” ever since his con/fr2res convicted him, and 
refuses to take his boots off at nights. 


ELEVEN undigested cartridge-cases were found in the stomach of a stag 
that was shot lately in Caithness-shire. The red deer liked the flavour 
of gunpowder—not wisely, but too well. Poor dyspeptic wild stag, the 
very dish he enjoyed proved the very agent that was instrumental in 
killing him, There’s a moral lurking here. 


A UKASE has been issued by the Emperor of Russia prohibiting the 
admission of Jewish lads to the higher schools in his holy empire. The 
young Hebrews calmly flummox this absurd edict by becoming converted 
—with a mental reservation—to the Greek Church, and chuckle in their 
sleeves at the imbecility of the ‘Little Father” and his half-witted 
sycophantic advisers, is attempt to crush a portion of the chosen 
people is really too childish. The only way of meeting the cute Hebrew 
is to attempt to do him as he would do you. Even then the experi- 
mentalist is likely to come off second best. 





A TRAINER of performing fleas advertised recently for 100,000 of 
these lively insects of the genus pulex. He states only one flea ina 
thousand is gifted with ability, and half of them are given to drink when 
they can get it through the medium of alcoholic attendants, He doesn't 


A Celestial “ Do.” 
it oe see rm Vowel a rory £20 by the Maryborough magistrates, paid the amount 
A HEATHEN Chinee— 
Ta-Kin was he called— 
Late happened to be 
By his long pig-tail hauled 
Before the dread ‘* beaks,” and poor Ta-Kin 
At their ‘‘ awful state” stood appalled. 


The magistrates frowned 
In a terrible way, 
Then Ta-Kin they found 
Was guilty, so they 
Inflicted a fine, and commanded 
Our Chinee pounds twenty to pay. 


Now the poet remarks 
That the heathen Chinee 
Is given to *‘larks” 
That are very naughtee, 
And in this Ta-Kin was not peculiar, 
Any more than Ah-Sin proved to be. 


With a tear in his eye, 
And a look void of sin, 
He wrote, with a sigh, 
A cheque for the ‘tin ;” 
But when at the bank "twas presented, 
They found it was forged by Ta-Kin, 





*‘WHAT a nicely sugared floor,” said Flippkins, gazing pensively at 
the grocer’s boards, ‘* Sanded, you mean, sir,” interposed the grocer. 
** Yes—er—quite so,” replied Flippkins, his left eye twinkling like a 
jumpy star. The grocer and Flippkins did not part on altogether 
friendly terms, 


ee 





Last Thursday was the anniversary of the opening of the Oxford 
Music Hall, under the present successful management, twenty years ago. 
May the jocular Jennings be equally successful in his next twenty years. 
He deserves it, for the show is always good, 














——— 


BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED RY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom. 
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‘Dear SOVEREIGN, HEAR ME SPRAK.”—As You Like It, 
Ad 1, Scene i. 





think performing fleas are very profitable in the long run, 
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OUR LEGITIMATH SOUROCH OF PRIDE. 


{Axiom. The Sterling British Love of Sport is the prime factor in the greatness of 
the British Race. It is that which has done more than anything else to make us what 
we are—to give us that proud position among the races of the world which we bold. 
It permeates all classes ; and in it is found the root of those fine, honest, manly qualities 
which are the birthright of the English masses. . . The above is not to be disputed ; 
it is to be received without question, and with a hearty three times three, wherever 
two Britons shal] meet and clasp hands. For he’s a jolly good fellow! Hip’! hip!) 


lately set ourselves the task 
of convincing an ignorant 
and biassed foreigner of its 
truth. We began by sing- 
ing the usual patriotic 
songs; then we read him 
some hundreds of choice 
speeches; then we pro- 
ceeded in the following 
way :— 

We. You now under- 
stand the passion which 
impels the British lower 
classes to throw all their 
enthusiasm into sport. 
You perceive how nobly 
it scorns to take an unfair 
advantage, how it en- 
nobles, raises, purifies, 
civilizes the possessor of 
it? You see how little it 
has in common with sordid 
trade and greed of gain, 
with rufhanism and 
violence? You see how superior it makes the Briton to you foreigners? 
You don't? Come to Lillie Bridge, then ! 

IGNORANT ForeicNeR, I perceive that the British Sport-Lover has 
not yet arrived. Until he comes I will employ myself in observing these 
gentlemen with thieves’ countenances who are whispering together. Ha, 
they remark that if they could only manage to dash-well slip some 
poison into Jones, their man Brown could lick him easy, They decide 
to have a try, and have deputed two of their number to do it. Ha, here 
is another group with the aspect of card-sharpers: they are agreeing to 
lame Brown, so that he may be beaten by the man Jones, whom their 
money ison. What a pity the Sterling British Sport-Lovers do not arrive 
and disperse this loathsome herd of ghastly and pestilential thieves—— 

We. Good gracious, Mr. Foreigner, don’t speak of them like that ! 
These are a section of the Sterling B. S.-L’s. Why, you clearly do not 
know an honest, manly Briton when you see him. 

Ic, F. (abashed). Dear me, I apologise. Well, here come another 

lot—evidently escaped convicts—the scum of the London criminal 
classes ; and here are a drove of obvious murderers, the dregs of the 
population ; and here is a person evidently fresh from murdering his 
bed-ridden mother ; and here is another who has just skinned an infant 
alive ; and here are pickpockets, and perjurers, and area-sneaks, and 
drunken criminals, and—— 
We (éristling up). Sir! Wéill you cease to level your atrocious in- 
sinuations at our Sterling 
British Sportsmen? We 
will not suffer it at the 
handsof a parleyvoo, sauer- 
kraut, macaroni foreigner ! 
Shut up! These men 
whom you have maligned 
are the flower of our British 
sportive humbler classes, 
proceeding to give proofs 
of their unsordid enthusi- 
asm at Lillie Bridge, Hip, 
hip! 

Ic. F. But they do not 
speak of sport ; they speak 
only of sums of money, 
qualified with the most 
horrible and revolting blas- 
phemies and bestialities. 

We (crowing really hot 
with indignation). Pooh! 
Pish! Pshaw! Thou 
scurril and outlandish 
foreigner! These are the 
sterling phrases of the British sporting world. It is such language that 
won us Waterloo and Trafalgar, that founded our colonies, that 
Ic. F, (covered with confusion). Ob, indeed !—a thousand pardons. 


But a whisper goes round that the people have bolted with the gate 
money, 




















——— 


We. Very likely, and what then? It frequently occurs that the 
people do bolt with the gate money at these meetings. It is our British 
custom, and glorious, 

Ic. F. It is also whispered that one of the competitors has been 
poisoned, and that the other is shamming illness. 

We. Well, sir? Why not, sir? What if it # so, sir? It is our 
sterling British way, sir. 

Ic. F, Ha! I see, It is alsostated that the bookmakers have bolted, 
too. 
We. Very likely. It is a proof of the nobility of our love of sport 
that our professional meetings are specially arranged in the interests of 
the bookmakers. It is this fact which removes all idea of sport being 
pursued with a view to gain. See? 

Ic, F, And they are now tearing down the fences, and setting fire to 
the place, and’to the railway station, and smashing somebody’s tricycle, 
and trying to kill policemen and everybody within reach, and swearing 
horribly, and picking pockets, and behaving generally like demons. 

We. Of course. Don’t you see the sterlingness in all this? When 
a British Sport-Lover has been swindled, he naturally tries to murder 
policemen who have mot swindled him, and destroy the property of 
railway companies who know nothing about it, to show the soundness 
of British reasoning powers. How dare you imagine that these are so 
many bloodthirsty and degraded savages fresh from Bedlam! How 
dare you suggest that they have about as much reason and humanity as 
a drove of baboons afflicted with hydrophobia! These, Mr, Foreigner, 
are our British Sport-Lovers, and we are proud of them, sir—PRoup of 
them ! 








Wey-ward. 


{Severa] otters have, according to the papers lately been found haunting the River 
Wey, much to the disgust of the anglers, 


Our friends of the angle 
Are given to wrangle 
With otters for killing the fish in such shoals, 
It is hard enough now 
To catch fish they all vow, 
And they long to ‘‘ fire out”’ all these beasts from their holes, 
For the otter—he otter know better they say, 
Than to act in this wholesale fish-murdering way. 





THE Americans are beginning to imitate us in naval matters, It 
seems that their new frigate A/a/andéa is so badly constructed that the 
discharge of a heavy gun, loaded with a regulation charge of powder and 
shot, would seriously disturb the craft’s internal economy. So we are 
not the only folk who suffer under ghastly mistakes, The fact is, both 
guns and craft now are being built too big to be manageable. 





A MANIA for stock gambling has seized the women of Boston, U.S. 
The daughters of Eve rule Boston all round, and poor male things 
haven’t a look in. The Women’s Rights cause is triumphant ; but affairs 
are getting into a deadly mess, and already there’s a notion that several 
venerable male citizens should be consulted now and again; but when 
hints are thrown out the patriarchs merely whiff their pipes, and indulge 
in sardonic laughter. 





SUMMER SKETCHES —No. s. 


salad 





A GARDEN Bower. 
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BEHIND THE SCENES. 


Eminent Physician.—“ Umph! I don’t remember the name just 
at the present moment, James. What does he look like?” 
Confidential Footman,—‘'Oh! hony a one-guinea gent, I think, 
E. P.—* Ab! tell him he had better write and make an appoint- 
ment for this day week. 1’m very much engaged at present.” 


sir 








MURDLE VISITING. 


My wife Maria says, ‘‘ Joe, you’ve left business, We're retired, and 
gentry, But, Joe, if you don’t occupy your mind you'll take to keeping 
fowls, or a-buying furrin tram shares, or a-putting up for the vestry, and 
a-losing your hard-earnt threepenny bits. Occupy your mind, Mr, 
Murdle, Let's study the world, doing of it cheap, and raising our in- 
telligences,” eo 

‘* Maria,” I say, ‘‘ what I was thinking of was, I should like to knowa 
little more of the law. We never had an execution in our house, nor a 
man in possession smoking threepenny-halfpenny the ounce shag tobacco 
in our kitchen, And although I paid off a bill of sale for your unfortunate 
brother (entirely ruined by absence of mind in putting his guv’nor’s 
money on the Chester Cup instead of his own), still I should like to 
know a little more of the law.” 

That’s why Maria and me'went to the LawCourts. The Law Courts, 
as you know, is a living building in the Strand, facing two hairdressers’ 
and a baker’s shop where they sell temperance drinks, and lawyers 
clerks eat bath buns till they nigh kills themselves. 7 

‘‘ We want to see a little of the law, sir,” I says to the official, 

He puts on a most dreadful frightened look, and says— 

‘* You're a defendant in person, ain’t you ?’ 

**No, I aint,” says I. ied 

“You ain’t,” he says very thoughtful, ‘‘Mr. Labouchere in dis- 
guise?” 

‘* Certainly not,” I say. - 

‘Nor yet Mrs, Weldon got up in another costume ? ; ' 

“Iam not that much-injured lady as has her photo. taken in a wig 
and gown like a regler barrister, only better-looking, and not looking as 
if she thought she knowed everything.” —— 

‘You ain’t Mrs. Langworthy got up masculine?” he says, trembling 
from the peak of his cap to his official Bluchers. 

“‘T am not,” says I. : 

** Well,” says he then, much relieved like, ‘‘ you can walk round the 
corridors and up all the staircases for nothing. There sa mile or two 
as goes nowheres in particular, and they’re splendid exercise and training 
for anyone as has got an eye on the treadmill. You pays your rates, so 
make the best of what’s your own—at least a forty-millionth share on 
it—that being the accurate population of Great Britain, not including 
domestic cats, Italian organ-grinders, and German princes. 

At last we gets into a little hall with books a-hanging round, 

' “* What's them?” I asks another soldier dyed black, who’s hanging 
apout, 





**Them’s the list of unclaimed dividends in Chancery, as is advertised 
that everybody as is named Jones ’as seven and a half million owing to 
him from a departed great-grandfather as never made no will, and dida’t 
try to spite his blood relations by marrying of the cook.” 

** Let me look,” says I. I did look. As sure as my name’s Murdle, 
there was the name Murdle, 

“Maria,” I sings out, ‘‘our fortune’s made. The accoomolated gold 
of centuries of grandpas and grandmas is a-waiting for us ready, Young 
man, you can jest leave off whistling, and fetch Maria and me a little of 
those long unclaimed dividend quids at once.” 

He says to me, ‘‘ Don’t you make a hass of yourself, old Jerusalem 
four-legged,” 

That I couldn't stand, and tried to fetch him one; while Maria raised 
of her umbrella. They turned us out, Sir—they turned us out, I shook 
the dust off my lace-ups against that there building as I pays rates and 
taxes for; and Maria and me went home and consoled ourselves on a 
brace of mufiins and a shrimp tea, 





a 


A Prince-ipal Peer, 


[Some pape's are astonished that Prince E.iward of Wales is not to take his set as 
peer of the realm until he is five-and-tweoty. } 


AiR—/yvom Jolanthe, With Apologies to Gilbert & Sullivan, 


Now, many folks surmise 
That the land has felt surprise, 
According to a ca/amo called currente~ 
For judging by these tales, 
The young Prince Ted of Wales 
Cannot become a peer till he’s five-and-twenty. 





Now, this is very sad, 
For the lively royal lad 

Showeth sense in his dolce far niente ; 
And therefore it seems queer 
That he cannot be a peer 

Until he is the age of five-and-twenty. 


’Tis not as though our peers? 
Ever hurt themselves—poor dears !— 
With doing any work, although there’s plenty ; 
Nay, some of tidy age 
Do not appear more sage 
Than if they were much /ess than five-and-twenty. 


Moreover, young Prince E, 
(As far as we can see) 
Has followed the old saw, /estina lente, 
So let’s hope he'll show some nous 
When in the Upper House 
He's allowed to sit when he is five-and-twenty. 

















LINES FROM THE POETS. 
‘THOU WILT RENEW THY BEAUTY DAY BY DAY.” —TZennyson, 
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HEARD WITHIN A HUNDRED MILES OF WARDOUR STREET. 


Captain Brabazon de Tafferby.—** WHAT—AW—DO YOU WANT FOR THAT PAIR OF ANTIQUE BRONZE VASES IN THE WINDOW? A 
DOOSK OF A SUM, I suppose?” 

Dealer in Curios. —‘* No, SHIR, NEXT DOOR TO NODINGS AT ALL, ZEE! I VILL SHELL THEM DIRT SHRAP, ‘TRADT IS ’ORRIBLE 
BADT, ALL THE GRENTLEVOLK BRIN’ OUT OF TOWN.” [Caftain Brabazon de Tafferby whirls wrathfully outof the shop.| ‘*Mk1n GoTT! 
DTHEY AKE VUNNY, Z&SE ENGLEESH, ANDT HE COULD HAF HADT DTHEM VOR A PARGAIN!” 








“Not for Joe!” | But Erin’s not silly Ready October 21, 


. - E h tol Will 
(Sak CARTOON.) For fae, thene pit te dark ; HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1888, 
And, spite of his spooning, Containing contributions from no less than twenty- 


She won’t feel like swooning four of the best comic writers of the day, among them 
With love for her latest gay spark. being Mr. Georce R, Sixs, who contributes 


‘* There's no need to mention “THE LOST AUTHOR,” 


What’s now your intention Being an sccount of the Adventures of Mr. HORS.- 
scien shatter.” sansa MAN GAUNT and one SLOPPYGAS. 
’ ’ 


**T’ve one Grand Old Man, Joe, o itaeen. sadl : . 
So, off with your banjo ' THE WHOLE FULLY ILLUSTRATED. 


And don’t come a-strumming to me.” — 
enn et Fust Out, 


JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 
By FRANK BARRETT. 


To seek Ireland's daughter, 
Across the salt water 
Goes Chamberlain—him they call Joe; 
He's wanting to steer in 
The wake of Miss Erin, | 
And get her attention, you know. 








He tries to beseech her | 
To just let him teach her 

The way she should work her affairs, | eens t+ aed ee 
And hopes to be bringing | F ust Out. 


Her round by his singing 
| HONOURS DIVIDED. 











Of nostrums to cure all her cares. 








| SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


COOOOOOCOSCOOOS “TONGA 


: (0 on T A: nertiins C.BRANDAUER &C®S | 
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@ment of IRCULAR | 
SCOOCSOOCOOSOOSS Veumign” PO | NTED | 
aries. | GUARANTEED 
‘‘Invaluable in facial Neuralgia EE ee eee 
woved effective in all those cases in which we | Write as smoothly as a ‘ead pencil, and neither scratch | PU RE A N D 


| Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 


; | Box, or send 7 st s c. ie rE d Co.’ 
2 9, 46,and 1l- Of all Chemists. Pen Wenss. Aooe. oll png = a Wholesale BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


lave prescribed it.”"—JMJedical ress. | hor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process, | SOLUBLE 
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A VERY PATTERN POST.—(See Letter in “‘ Daily News” of 4th instant, ) 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE production of Miss Esmeralda at the Gaiety having been post- 
poned, things have been pretty quiet, theatrically, during the six days of 
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which, ladies and gentlemen, I have now to treat. That being the case, 
suppose we take our pipes (such of us as are ‘‘of that opinion”) and 
sit down to a quiet chat together. What’s your “pizen”? Right you 
are,—that’s it in the green decanter. Mix and be happy. 


Do you ever go to music halls? I do occasionally, and, taken so, they 
are as refreshing as the Baconian ‘‘ occasional excess.’’ The Oxford is 
one of the oldest of them (of any pretension). It is certainly the oldest 
in my memory, so old that the latter is a little vague about it. All I can 
remember of my first visit (‘‘ Father took me’’) consists of Mackney, 
Stead, and Miss Russell, before she became Miss Emily Soldene—but 
perhaps this is several visits jammed into one by memory (if you will 
allow me to call such a thing a memory). 


THINGS have progressed—or retrograded, if you will—altered, at 
any rate—since then, but the house keeps well enough up to time, 
They've just entered upon the nineteenth year of the present manage- 
ment, and the programme contains names that are fully representative. 
Miss Harriet Vernon is a very fine young woman, sings with plenty of 
spirit, and obviously enjoys much popularity. Miss Lottie Dettmar is a 
good serio-comic, too, and dances with some originality as well as expert- 
ness. The Brothers Griffiths, with a ‘Wild, Wild West” of their own, 
you will find uncommonly clever and amusing. Sam Redfern is a funny 
‘nigger,’ Ali and Beni good acrobats, and Miss Lydia Yeamans, one 
of the good things hailing from ‘‘ over the wide Atlantic,” gives that 
pleasant rendering of ** Sally in Our Alley’”’ which has won its way to so 
many of our hearts. 


ON Tuesday last I received a card from Miss Fatma-Ben-eny (‘* The 
Great Success of Paris’), inviting me to a ‘‘ private performance” on 





Tue Lycaum.—‘‘A Winter's Tair.” 


the previous evening at the Royal Aquarium. A difficulty similar to 
that experienced by the Silver King in the matter of ‘‘calling back 








yesterday,” prevented my being present. I trust, however, that Miss 
Ben-eny’s party was as pleasant and successful as she could desire. 


*‘QurEN VicToRIA’s Own Theatre” is among the things of which 
the glory has departed—was there ever a Surrey Zoological Gardens, I 
wonder? Or a Ranelagh, or a Vauxhall, or a Coal Hole; or even a Cre- 
morne or an Evans’s? I never had a very close acquaintance with ‘‘ the 
Vic.,” but the name is always confusedly associated in my mind, with 
Miss Nelly Farren, and ‘‘ Bravo Hicks!” though I believe the justly 
celebrated Hicks pertained more to the Bowery Saloon than to the his- 
toric structure under notice, Yes, the glory has departed, but it is hard 
to say that it is matter for any great regret that itisso. The house is 
managed with a more utilitarian view now, and doubtless with the best 
intentions. ‘* Temperance” is its watchword, and it is not impossible 
but there may be something of tacit rebuke to its enemies, the public- 
houses, in the line which appears on the ‘‘small bills ”—‘‘ Soldiers 
and Postmen admitted at half price.” Intemperance is attacked with 
what may be truthfully called a varied assortment of weapons. Now it 
is a Scientific Lecture, now a Variety Show, anon it is a Technical Class, 
and again a Ballad Operatic Concert, all good of their kind ; Mr, Sims 
Reeves was announced to sing last Thursday—I trust he did so. 


THERE was a production at the Grand last week of Foam, one of the 
pieces with which Miss Amy Roselle and her husband, Mr. Arthur 
Dacre, are travelling—I wasn’t ‘‘asked,” so I didn’t go to see it, and 
cannot tell you for certain what it is like, though I have it on good 
authority that it is like a great many things. 


THE CRITERION.—A new first piece called 7%e Cuckoo, and rather 
imaginatively described as a comedietta, has been put on here in front of 
Our Boys. It is from the pen of Mr. Walter Helmore, and turns upon 
the rather familiar complications arising from misleading a rich uncle as 
to the identity of a wife, asin Prive mot la Femme, Brother Sam, &c., 
&e. In addition to his objecting to a pauper wife for his nephew, the 





THe Novecty.—‘' Fussy-NaTION,” 


uncle in this instance has a rooted antipathy to red hair, But all comes 
tight in the end—probably because the red-haired lady has been gifted 
by nature with a pair of dark-grey eyebrows. Messrs. J, Kk. Sherman, 
Leslie Corcoran, C. Edmonds, Misses Fanny Moore and May Scarlett 
played the piece in a manner which they will, I trust, improve upon 
as they grow more familiar with it. Mr. Blakeley is quite himself, and 
very funny, 


Now fill up again, try these cigars, and I’ll just give you a few 

Nops AND WINKs,—Mr. Frank Wyatt will be the latest Dufard in 
The First Night—he is going to try his accent at it at the Comedy 
shortly.—On the 24th instant 74e O/d Guard is expected to ‘‘ take up its 
quarters” (as the ‘‘ serious papers ” would say) at the Avenue. Loyalty 
and Zhe Stroller are the (present) titles of two new one-act pieces which 
will see the light at the Princess’s soon, the latter containing Miss 
Hawthorne.—Les Etrangleurs is being (or has been) prepared by Mr. 
Arthur Shirley for the Surrey. Zhe Stranglers is the likely title 
chosen.— Zhe Witch, with Miss Sophie Eyre and Mrs. Rae in their 
original parts, will be repeated at the Princess’s on the 13th—that is to 
say, to-morrow. The remembrance of Miss Eyre’s powerful delineation 
of the Miss-Eyre-able Sophie-rings of the heroine on the previous occa- 
sion should ensure a crowded house.—They have taken the ‘“‘ variety 
business’ out of Kum on the Bristol, which is now floating at the Opera 
Comique, and have mightily improved it thereby. NESTOR. 
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EATRICAL OvTres! 











has been kind enough to furnish us with some particulars, 


THE MUNICIPAL THEATRE. 


Mr. IRVING observed the other day, at Glasgow, that he believed ‘‘the time would come when Municipalities would provide for the 
theatre as a necessary recreation.” Doubtless, for here is little Grogton-by-Sea, which has already started the experiment, A correspondent 








STRHBHT STORIES. 


No. II.—A STORY OF THE STRAND, 


HE stood at the portals of the ‘* Splendiferous,” reviewing the cease- 
less throng which surged past in the pale electric light from overhead. 
There was no mistaking his avocation. He was so clean shaven, 
there was such a curl in the brim of his brown deer-stalker, his trousers 
were so tightly built, his collar was so high, his necktie so horsey ; be- 
sides, his conversation was so strictly stagey, and he was so familiar, 
according to his own account, with the lions and /ionnes of the boards, 
that surely no one could doubt but that he was an actor. 

A group of admiring youths clustered round him, hanging on to the 
Oracular wisdom which fell from his lips. 

“‘Ah! there’s Ellen Terry,” he observed, as Mrs, Bernard-Beere 
drove past in her brougham. ‘Nice girl, Ellen, and she’s improving, 
I'm glad to say, She used to be a bit nervous. But, as I’ve told 
her heaps of times, don’t give way to it, my girl. Fix your eyes on the 
chandelier or the sunlight, and rattle off your lines like one o'clock, 
Never look at the ‘ house,’” 

Mr. Kyrle Bellew spun past in a hansom, and the oracle resumed— 
**Thought he wouldn’t be far behind. Did you seehim, boys? Who? 
Why, Harry Irving, to be sure. Didn’t you see him nod tome? No? 
herever were your eyes? He must have been ina hurry, Harry, or 
else he'd have stopped his cab and made me go on to the show with 











him. Not atall a bad sort, old Irving, when you know him ; but every- | 


body don’t. As he said to me the other night at the Garrick—‘ Old 
man, it ain’t everybody is on such terms with me as you are;’ but then 
he don’t take up a man without he knows he’s real grit, Harry don’t.” 

Mr. Irving glided by with a stealthy stride, and the oracle exclaimed, 
‘‘There’s young Brookfield. Lucky chap that. It was a toss-up at the 
Haymarket whether they took on him or me; but then, as dear old Sam 
Phelps used to say to me, ‘* Genius has to wait, old man.’” 

Mr. Willard hurried by towards the Olympic. 

‘* Ah, now, there’s a man who is making his mark,” the oracle re- 
sumed, ‘‘ That’s Jorkins, the new light-comedy man at the Eclectic. 
I brought him out. I took him up when he was a youngster trying his 
heart out to get a part, and refused everywhere. I took him to the 
Eclectic people. They never move a peg without me there, and I helped 
him up the ladder; and, as you see, he passed me without a sign. 
Beastly bad form of Jorkins, but he’s an ass to do it. He can’t play 
tricks on people who are in the cream of the profession.” 

An absent-minded-looking man, hearing the name of Jorkins, ap- 
proached the group and inquired, ‘* What did you say about Jorkins, sir?” 

‘« What’s that to you?” inquired the oracle. 

‘* Simply this—I’m Jorkins !” 

And at that moment a stout, shoppy-looking man caught sight of the 
oracle, and, approaching him, observed, *‘ Hallo, Jinks! If you can’t 
finish your work before you leave the office you'd better not turn up 
there at all. The fact is, your head’s too full of your confounded amateur 
dramatic clubs for you to attend to business in the City,” 
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ABOUT AMBASSADORS OF COMMERCE. 
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- JUST proves how the finite 
re intellect of man is apt to 
4 mistake for trifies incidents 
; +L, of the most overwhelming 
moment, 
We were glancing over 
per: one eye chanced 
to light upon an indignant 
letter from a commercial 
traveller denouncing the 
conduct of Judge Hutton 
in having spoken of another 
commercial traveller as a 
**tout.” The letter men- 
tioned that commercial 
travellers are not only a 
ye. . | community of ‘‘gentle- 
=: Artal > aay ard an actual oo” 
Wiig] Ny i — ee of ‘‘ambassadors,” an 
Vif AN told the world various 
SLE other startling and flatter- 
) Wy (Ufyoi. 4 ing things concerning the 
4 ths 7. ** profession.” Now, mark: 
inte fancying, in our ignorance, 
that the newspaper might possibly contain weightier matters than the 
plaint of the outraged ambassador, we devoted to the letter only the 
single original eye which had discovered it. Blind worm that we were! 
Now throwing the mind back to that important moment, we do remem- 
ber that a faint sound of rumbling, as of a distant and awful tempest, or 
an impending earthquake, was audible, but ignored. 

So, like the rest of the heedless world, we turned to other subjects 
which we foolishly imagined to be of greater consequence—the policy of 
the Government, and the state of the London fever-dens, and so forth, 

We had actually forgotten that letter, when, again glancing over the 
paper, that pioneer eye lighted upon a new par. on the Ambassadors of 
Commerce subject ; it ran thus: 

‘*OLDHAM,—To-night a town’s meeting was held to consider the 
action of Mr. Crompton Hutton, Judge of the Oldham County Court, 
who applied the word ‘tout’ to commercial travellers. A resolu- 
> was submitted expressing a desire that he be removed from his 
office.” (11) 

Now attention was forced upon us, The affair was obviously of more 
importance than the equator, while the Afghan difficulty was not in it 
by comparison. We felt that the great subject could of be ignored by 
mere sublunary mortals! It was incumbent upon us to study the 
absorbing affair, and see the end of it. 

So, stepping into our clairvoyance chamber, we requested the future 
to reveal itself. 

No sooner had we made the request than a terrible shock of earth- 
quake flung us senseless upon the floor. As we slowly recovered con- 
sciousness we were aware of a fanfaronade of trumpets and a salvo of 
guns, and knew that these signs shadowed forth the honours due to an 
ambassador. The air, also, was thick with cocked hats and gold lace, 
and we prostrated ourselves in reverence. 

Then before our startled and horrified gaze came the vision of the 
mangled remains of Judge Hutton, crushed in the awful fall from the 
County Court bench. A moment’s interval ; then a voice that seemed 

to whisper, ‘‘ The Lord Chancellor has said that Ae really doesn’t think 
a commercial traveller is such a very high and mighty person either ;” 
then a fearful and sickening thud, and a wild screech, and a cloud of 
impalpable dust resulting from the pulverization of the Lord Chancellor. 
Then all, all was a scene of indescribable horror—one after another Her 
Majesty, the Prime Minister, Mr. Labouchere of Mitchelstown and 
Homburg, the Prince of Wales, the President of the Royal Academy, 
and many another illustrious one faded from existence held only on con- 
dition of acknowledging the all-importance of the Commercial Traveller, 
It was awful ! 

At length, as Great Britain herself, having omitted in a moment of 
forgetfulness to include the quartering of commercial travellerdom in her 
arms, was about to crumble beneath the foaming main, we burst forth 
with a yell of borror from the clai nce chamber, and sank down into 
a trembling jelly, never to onlle egal 








Lost—A well-known Author! 


Was last heard of in Africa, where he is supposed to have met with 
an untimely fate. Any person possessing information as to his where- 
abouts will kindly communicate with his friends, Full particulars of 
his mysterious disappearance may be obtained by purchasing ‘* Hood’s 
Comic Annual,” price One Shilling, which will contain ‘‘ The Lost 
Author,” by George R, Sims, and pictures by the best comic artists, 
to be published Oct. 21st at the ‘‘ Fon ” Office, 153 Fleet Street, E.C. 














The Deposition of Man. 
[Some American ladies have expressed their determination to become the rivals of 
men at the bar and on the bench. ] 
WHILE musing o’er my newspaper, asleep I chanced to fall, 
When, lo! a wond’rous vision my senses did enthral ; 
For in the future peeping, I saw ‘‘ proud man” had bent 
His neck beneath the yoke of woman ; and content 
To play but second fiddle, his eminence resigned — 
To her who boldly challenged his monopoly of mind. 


And then there passed before me an army of the fair— 
There saw I “sweet girl graduates ” (wigs hid their golden hair), 
The proud, imperious Portias, decked out in wig and gown, 
And hosts of Lady Chancellors, with proper legal frown ; 

And all the courts were crowded with the feminine Q.C.s, 

Who, with a smile, most blandly demanded double fees. 


But yet methought the fair ones not always were so bland 
Whene’er the legal vestments their jealous glances scanned, 

For Mrs. Nisi-Prius at her learned sister frowned 

Because her own stout person was not so neatly gowned ; 

Miss Latitat, too, glanced at the Mistress of the Rolls 

In a way that, though scarce legal, is the way of ‘‘ pretty souls.” 


One scene next quite engrossed me, for I could plainly see 

That Edwin was for plaintiff, while Angy, the Q.C., 

Was counsel for defendants, and personal remarks 

Soon brought about a “‘ flare up”’ (like gunpowder, when sparks 
Drop on it); and when Angy, in angry, loud voice, spoke, 

‘* Our engagement, sir, is ended from this day ”—I awoke. 








SoME seventy thousand of Her Majesty’s Indian subjects, who died 
during the past summer of Jubilee cholera in the north-west provinces, 
most decidedly belonged to the ‘‘ masses.” It appears that the majority 
of them were starving creatures, who seldom were able to procure more 
than one wretchedly scanty meal per day. The most fanatical vegetarian 
would have thought the diet too low for humans, The majority of 
the deaths occurred while the ‘‘ great unemployed” in England were 
holding high jinks in honour of the Queen’s Jubilee. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE BOOM, 
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‘© AS MOTION AND LONG-DURING ACTION TIRES 
THE SINEWY VIGOUR OF THE TRAVELLER.” 
—Love's Labour's Lost, Act IV. Scené 3. 
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ENIOKNAOKS, 


A PLOT among the night watchmen employed in Plainfield, New 
Jersey, bas been discovered, The gentle conspirators, having come to 
the conclusion that the citizens under- 

rated their services, unanimously de- 
cided that a fire calculated to raze 
the town must be raised just in order 
to show the absolute necessity for 
night watchmen perambulating in 
Plainfield. Several of the would-be 
incendiaries have been committed for 
trial; but as Plainfield juries are 
somewhat eccentric, a verdict of 
bigamy with strongly extenuating cir- 
cumstances may be returned against 
the culprits, 


A CONTEMPORARY tells us that the 
English view of the Irish character is 
erroneous, Possibly so; we rely, as 
a mass, On newspaper reports. If the 
said reports are correct, they hold out 
very little inducement to Englishmen 
to visit Ould Erin in order to study Irish character, Law-abiding 
people naturally avoid the land of bludgeons, brickbats, and buckshot. 





A GAY and festive cuss recently informed a magistrate that he thought 
five shillings a very stiff charge for a night’s lodging in a station-house, 
‘*In fact,” he added, ‘‘ I consider it positively extortionate. But there 
—lI’ll write to the Zzmes.” 


AN author has recently produced a book entitled ‘* Spirit Workers in 
the Home Circle.” He has foolishly neglected to write a chapter on 
cooks, soldiers, and policemen, which might have been made most in- 
structive and interesting. 


“Do you consider tight lacing bad, doctor?” said Mrs. Montmorency 
Spiderwayst. ‘‘ Bad, my dear madam,” replied the medico, ‘‘ certainly 
not. It helps ws to live.” ‘* What a duck of a doctor you are,” sim- 
pered Mrs, M. S. 


A younGc American lady who was recently very mashed on a man 
implored him to marry her. On his refusal to do so she proved her 
deep affection for him by putting a couple of bullets into his cranium. 
A sympathetic judge and jury consider she had acted quite rightly in 
administering the leaden pills, so she won’t be led to the halter by the 
sheriff. 





‘‘ Tew me the strict truth,” whispered an eminent solicitor to his 
client who was charged the other day with burglary. ‘‘I will, guv’nor,” 
warbled the cracksman, ‘‘you’ll be able to fit in the lies much more 
better nor me ; and the more of ’em you shoves in, the more my pals’ll 
plank down—that’s business, ain’t it?” ‘*I’m sure I'll do my best 
for you,” replied the solicitor, solemnly. 





AN indignant mob recently attempted to raid a house in Acton in 
which a party of Mormon missionaries were holding a meeting. The 
attacking party opined that the pious polygamists who were praying 
with, and preaching to, the girls do not always ac¢ ov the square. 


WE might just as well be generous, and restore the Channel Island of 
Sark to France. During the past five years its inhabitants have shelled 
out twelve and sixpence for the privilege of forming a portion of the 
British Empire, and being under the protection of our bunting. Asa 
matter of fact, all the Channel Islands are useless lumber we would do 
well to get rid of. But the people located on these little sea-girt tracts 
of land get divers advantages, and give next door to nothing in return. 





THE vegetarians are thrusting forward their doctrines with great 
vigour at present, but they seem to ignore the fact that water, fruit, and 
vegetables teem with animal life, and that they frequently consume ‘heir 
prey alive and uncooked. In common fairness to flesh-eaters, a power- 
ful microscope ought to be kept in a prominent position at every vege- 
tarian restaurant. 





SEVERAL American papers that advocate anarchy in Ireland protest 
very strongly against it in the States. What is sauce for the goose isnt 
sauce for the gander in this case. Anarchist leaders are pretty safe now- 
a-days if they draw the line at throwing dynamite bombs. But many of 
these incensors might well be treated like our juvenile criminals are. 
We would not hang the rogues, nor even flog them with a prison *‘ cat. 

No! they should be birched and sent home in a red-pickled cabbage 


(Daring the last week ort 
§ certain to turn up trumps.) 


A Comforting Ory. 


You have noticed that when you are worried, 
And driven, as ‘twere, to bay— 
When your strained cerebellum is flurried, 
That you catch at a straw, as they say ; 
Thus it is just now with the Tories, 
For lo! while they’re down in the dumps, 
They list to Lord Randolph's stories, 
And fancy he'll ‘‘ turn up trumps.” 


They — in a reverent fashion~ 
Half believe they believe it’s true— 
This poor Party must need compassion, 
If Randy's to pull it through ; 
The Tory leader’s errors 
Have given his friends the ‘‘ jumps,” 
So they murmur, to soothe their terrors, 
** Young Randolph will turn up trumps.” 


They gaze on the wasted Session 
(Partly Parnellites’ fault, no doubt), 
And they're moved to this sad confession, 
That ‘tis time they were all turned out, 
Still, their feelings they try to smother, 
While their tears well up like pumps, 
And they whisper to one another, 
**Our Randy will turn up trumps.” 


’Twas not long ago they reviled him, 
As unfit for the Tory fold ; 
A ‘‘ juvenile quack” they styled him, 
And told him his tongue to hold. 
His views as *‘ too fast ” they regarded, 
Saying ‘‘cheek” was his chief of ** bumps ; ” 
Now, they call upon him they discarded, 
To go in and turn up trumps, 


No Party has ever started 

With such chances of sound success ; 
But soon it became faint-hearted, 

And its power grew less and less. 
Now, broken, and bent, and battered, 


Tories moan like a child with the ‘‘ mumps,” 


And finding their cards they've scattered, 
Look to RANDOLPH to turn up trumps, 


wo it has been thought by the Tories that Lord Randolph 








in the City to-day.” 
'Bus Driver.—*' Now, who'd a 





State to their wives and families. 





A HOME-DRIVE. 
Flasheriy,—** Ah, Coachee, I’ve found things terribly dull and flat 


own business, mayhap, sir?” 





‘thought it! Been minding your 
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THE FAD OF EMMELINE. 


As nice a girl as I have seen 
Was Anastasia Emmeline, 
A lass of two-and-twenty ; 
She was as beautiful as day, 
And, it is not too much to say, 
Had affluence in plenty. 





In style of beauty she was blonde 
(A style of which I’m rather fond), 
Her hue pronounced her healthy ; 
With well-bred ease herself she bore, 
And, as I think I said before, 
She was extremely wealthy. 


No vulgar phrase or grammar slips 
Were ever heard to pass her lips— 

No ‘‘ have gots” or ‘*and whiches "— 
She was a dainty maid, I wis, 
Moreover—have I mentioned this ?— 

She simply rolled in riches ! 


(The fact you needn’t take from me, 
Her goodly store of £ s. d. 

— Possessed or in reversion— 
Her horses, jewels, lands, and plate 
Sufficiently substantiate 

And warrant my assertion. ) 


Now Emmeline, you'll understand, 
Had suitors asking for her hand 
In palpitating dozens, 
({t were not going over far 
To say they were unpopular 
With most of Emmy’s cousins), 


Some offered beauty, others rank, 
And some a balance at the bank, 
And some their (future) glory, 
Some brought defeat and sad regrets, 
Some tailor’s bills and gambling debts, 
And breathed the old sweet story. 


And some she’d known from childhood gay, 
And some she'd only known a day, 

And some were Fortune's floatage ; 
While some were staid as rural deans, 
And some were only in their teens, 

And some were in their dotage. 


But, with respect to all, she had 
A rather entertaining fad 

(It caused ‘hem irritation) ; 
For ev’ryone who came to woo 
She rigidly subjected to 

A pass examination, 


(And this, permit me to remark, 
Was not intended for ‘‘a lark.” 
Though principally vocal, 
It was as far removed from sham 
As any Government exam., 
Or staff, or college “* local”), 


have been taken too hastily.” 


With undisturbed judicial phlegm 
She steadily examined them 

In Reading’s stern exactions, 
In Writing’s ev'ry knack and trick, 
And also in Arithmetic, 

As far as Vulgar Fractions. 


And, ever as they steered their barks 
In safety through, she gave them marks, 
Then sent them home to dinner, 
And said they needn’t further call 
Until she had examined all— 
When she'd declare the winner. 


At first her many lovers spoke 
About it as a pleasant joke, 
And crowded to her gaily. 
But, after years, ¢¢ grew a bore, 
And their attendance more and more 
Attenuated daily. 


’Twas then the lady deemed it wise 
To finally award the prize, 
But found the winner married ! 
And she was very sadly vexed, 
To find that, likewise, with the next— 
And a//—her plan miscarried ! 


For some of them she couldn’t find, 
And some of them had changed in mind 
(Which caused her cheeks to tingle), 
And others were already wed, 
While all the residue were dead—~ 
So Emmeline is single. 





A PRISONER remarked in court the other day, ‘* Criminal proceedings 
They mostly are—for the party run in. 














NOT QUITE EARLY ENOUGH. 


Budding Masher.—‘* Have a cigarette, Alphonse, Old Man? 
Doosid nice ballet to-night. Jolly pretty dresses |” 
Alphonse.—** You spik true, Billee. Jollee preety dresses, indeed ; 
but they don’t leaf off so early as in Paris. 
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Too long, mon ami!” 
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To the Rescue, 





(SEE CARTOON.) 


It most harassing must be 
To my Lord of Salisburee 
When he’s driven for to see 
That the Liberal Partee 
Can attack him lustilee 
And will probably agree 
To dismiss him with a flea 
In his ear; 
While his own especial crew, 
Being doubtful what to do, 
In a funk that’s known as blue 
Doth appear, 


But it comforting must be 
To my Lord of Salisburee 
When he finds Lord Randolph C, 
(Though outside the Ministree) 
Stepping forward with much glee 
In this year of Jubilee 
To assist, as only he 
Thinks he can; 
For my Lord won’t surely miss | 
Any chance of gaining bliss, | 
| 











Even through the aid of this 
Little man, 





Crying for the Moon. | 
BALLADE, 


Lire has too little pleasure—too much pain, | 
We seek for joy, and what we find is grief ; 

Our losses cover evrything we gain, 

Sorrow is long and lasting, gladness brief. 

What good we have is stolen by that thief, | 

Old Time, who cuts down all things but too soon, 

Leaving us wanting some air-castled fief, 

Like helpless infant crying for the moon ! 


Dissatisfied with too much sun or rain— 
Pining for venison, getting only beef ; 
Never contented, always on the strain 

For something higher—finding no relief 























From expectations unfulfilled. Our chief 
Endeavour, gaining some impossible boon— 

(To give one’s soul the rest the Turks call ‘‘ kief” )— 
Like helpless infant crying for the moon ! 


ENVOY. 

Seek other worlds to conquer, in the brain ; 
Be satisfied to have life’s glorious noon ; 

Nor ask for the impossible in vain, 

Like helpless infant crying for the moon ! 











Young Matron,—‘'STAND IN THE CORNER, BOB, YOU WON’T ATTEND A BIT 
TO THE LEssONS I TRY TO GivB YOU, I SHALL SEND YOU TO AN ELEMENTARY 
SCHOOL TO-MORROW,” 

Terrible Child,~‘‘I HOPE IT’LL BE ONE WHERE THERE'S A: LOT OF NICR, 
PRETTY GOVERNESSES LIKE YOU, MA! OH, THEN, I WILL ENJOY MYSELF SO, 
MA, DEAR!” 





A SOFT ANSWER. 


[4 slice of plum cake and a glass of ginger wine, of course. 








AN INTHRNATIONAL EVENT. 


ITzM OF INTELLIGENCE, —A small French boy on the Franco- 
- German Frontier has 
?,] oe drawn a caricature of 
4 file 7 Prince Bismarck on a 

wall, * * . 
flippant and ignorant 
deduction by a thoughtless 
Briton.—The little boy 
has been slapped and put 
in a corner, and the affair 

is at an end. 

- s 7” - 

Actual sequence of events, 
proving the Briton's blind- 
ness to the importance of 
the affair.—The German 
police are instituting an 
exhaustive enquiry into the 
alleged insult to the 
German Flag perpetrated 
by a citizen of the French 
Republic. 

Later.—A Commission 
has proceeded to the 
Frontier, to decide, on 
behalf of the French Republic, whether the wall on which the outrage 
was perpetrated is situated on the French or German side of the Frontier 
line. Important representations are passing between the French and 











German Foreign Offices regarding the Affaire etitsinge, It is taken 
as a significant fact by the German authorities that one of the little boy 
Petitsinge’s buttons has been found one inch on the German side of the 
Frontier, while the French Foreign Office attaches far greater import: 
ance to the discovery of a bitten apple some yards within the French side 

After.—The feeling of excitement on the Franco-German Frontier 
caused by the Affaire Petitsinge increasesdaily. It is rumoured that the 
mobilization of a French army corps is in contemplation, while the 
German troops near the Frontier are unusually active. It is alleged 
that the German authorities continue to detain the stump of charcoal 
with which the outrage was perpetrated, and that a definitive demand for 
its cession has been formulated by the Republic. Communications have 
passed between the Courts of the two countries, but their nature is as 
yeta secret. The little boy, Petitsinge, is reported to have declared 
that the blood of France dishonoured cries aloud for the revanche, 
and that the opportunity for the scrutin de liste, considered in conjune- 
tion with the sta‘us guo, is now passed. It is whispered that Genera’ 
Boulanger attaches some importance to this statement, but is prevented 
from acting upon it by the opposition of the Extreme Left, while it is 
likely to form a watchword by which the Reactionaries will attempt to 
compass the a/placements consequent upon the pl/biscite. 

(Phe vest of the Affaire Petitsinge decomes too technical for ordinary 


type.) eee eererrert 


MICHAEL Davitt’s wife has a strong objection to her good man 
‘doing time” again. Hence Michael's trip to the Land o’ Freedom, 
The newly-married lady has a hosror of her revolutionary hero assisting 
in turning the treadmill while she knits stockings at home for deserving 
moonlighters and mutilators of cattle, 
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6-x; lo Corresrponpents.—TZhe Editor does not bind himself to 


acknowledee, return, or pay for Contributions. In no cau will they be returned unless 


mpanitda by @ stamped and directed envelope 
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Cockney (on Screw),—"'OUNDS LOOKING WELL, SMITH!” 


BeTTER TAKER THAT ’ORSE O’ YOUKS OUT O' THE WAY, THOUGH, 


BITING SARCASM. 


Huntsman (who does not like that kind of thing from that kind o person).—‘*' Y#s, SIR! I AIN’T ’EARD NO COMPLAINTS AMONG ‘EM! 


THEY'RE DESPERATE HUNGRY, POOR THINGS!” 





<r e  e e - 





New Leaves. 


Tue opening number of a new volume of Zhe English Illustrated is 
enriched by an exceptional display of fine art. There is the beautifully 
engraved ‘* Portrait Study,” by E. F. Brewtnal; the combined talents 
of Hugh Thomson and Herbert Railton in a set of captivating illustra- 
tions to the delightful article, ‘‘ Coaching Days and Coaching Ways ;”” 
and there are the delicate and delicious set of drawings done by J. W. 
North in a loving and lovable spirit, to illustrate the sweet simplicity of 
‘Summer in Somerset,” by his recently departed friend, Richard 
Jefferies. —Another specimen of the gentle nature that breathed through 
Jefferies’ writings will be found in a paper headed ‘‘ My Old Village,” in 
Lonemans’.—Art students will be interested in ‘The Paris School of | 
Fine Arts,” students of Nature in *‘Caverns and Cavern Life,” in | 
Scribner ; wherein also the ‘‘ Letters of Thackeray” are brought toa | 

| 





conclusion. There is plenty of lighter reading for those who are not 

students, —The contents of 7he Leisure Hour, The Sunday at Home, 

The Boy's Own a and Zhe Girl's Own Paper can always be highly | 
commended, though too varied and extensive to be particularised.—The | 
same observation may be made of Household Words,—A large engraving, | 
‘The Barber's Chair,” from a picture by Frederick Barnard, is given | 
with the first monthly part of Cassell & Company's World of Wit and | 
Humour, of which there is lots to laugh at. 


PRICE ONE SHILLING. POST-FREE, 15. 2d. 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL 
FOR 1888, 


Will be Published on Friday, October 2lst, 
And will contain Contributions by 


Georce R. Sims, G. Manvitte Fenn, Frank Barrett, J. F. Svuttivan, 

Cuarves G. Letanp, Goprrey Turner, GeorGe Dauziet, CHARLES S, CHELT- 

NAM, JOHN Nortucort, C. C. Ruys, Byron Wesser, B. M. Rankine, J. W. 

HovuGuton, W. Spearman, H. T. Jonnson, H. Wacstarre, A. T. Pask, H. M. 

Pautt, Launce Lee, Kate Burton, Percy Reeve, CHARLES J. Dunpuie, 
A. Dewar WILLOck, AND RicHarp HENry. 


Fully Illustrated by 


Gorpon THomson, J. F. Suttivan, Lestiz Wittson, J. W. HouGuton, MAvuRICE 

GkEIFFENHAGEN, A. T, ELwes, Lucien Davis, THomas DatzieL, MatT STRETCH, 

E. G, Revnoips, F. A, Fraser, Pui Essutt, G. Gatcompe, H. P. Dottman, 
W. H. Tuck, ano Hat Lup.ow, 
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JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


a By FRANK BARRETT, 
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Cocoa Meas 





BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. As bad makes are often sold 


























London: Printed by Dalsiel Brothers at th ic Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published (for the Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.C 


Wednesday, Oct 


“ 
er ih, 1607. 






22 ee eNRERN IEEE 























FUN. 








UNCORROBORATIONS OF CONVENTIONAL HUMOURISTS, 
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No. 9.—THE RETURN Home. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE GAIETY.—By the time these 
lines are in print ‘‘the autumn 
burlesque season ” at this theatre 
will be well in the swing of suc- 
cess—the first night test was too 
emphatically favourable to leave 
the matter in any sort of doubt. 
There was unruliness—not unpar- 
donable under the infliction of an 
obsolete farce in two trying acts 
—but even those (if any such there 
were) who came to scoff remained 
to hooray, and when the curtain 
descended on the burlesque a well- 
won triumph had been scored. 


In the achievement of this 
happy result the burlesque, I 
should say, was the least impor- 
tant factor. Without being par- 
ticularly bad, Miss Esmeralda is 
not remarkable for point, and 
some of the lines as they are 
spoken (and, I presume, written) 
give one the toothache to listen to. 
But they have the secret of making burlesque ‘‘go” at the ‘“‘new” 
Gaiety—Littl Fack Sheppard hinted as much, and Monte Cristo Fnr., 
proved it. They give you a strong cast and brilliant costumes, pretty 
music, and an amount of varied dancing of the first class that ought to 
satisfy the most voracious, 





Tux Gaiety.—Claude Frollo—a bit of 
frollo-king hamour. 





Miss Esmeralda is fanny, too, in spite of itself, The actors and 
actresses play in an untiring rush of high spirits, which is contagious, 
and only fails in effect towards the end of the piece, because even high 
spirits with nothing to back them up are bound to fail. The piece is in 
two acts, and, apparently to avoid the necessity for three, a tiresome 
front scene is introduced, in which we are treated to a lyric dissertation 
on ** The Dashing Little Sowl-jer,” and the spectacle of Misses Leslie 
and Letty Lind ing in atwo-foot space, and in constant danger of 
kicking the distant roofs of Paris, Surely Mr. Charles Harris’s stage- 
managerial genius could have avoided the necessity for this scene ? 


Mr. E. J. LONN#N, no doubt, scores heaviest ; his impish, quirky, 
marionette-like ways are intensely comical, and he is constantly firing 
off some quip or crank, in which ‘* humour’s chiefest attribute,” surprise, 
is conspicuous. I am still roaring at his ‘‘ stained-glass attitudes,” and 
his antics with a movable tonsure. But however you laugh at him 
generally, you simply die when he sings a successor of ‘‘ Ballyhooley,” 
called ** Killaloe,” which Mr. Robert Martin has written in his wildest 
spirit. There is an air of portentous slyness about Mr. George Stone’s 
Gringoire, which is mighty diverting ; and Mr. Frank Thornton, without 
sufficient scope for his abilities, made much of Quasimodo, 


Miss MARion Hoop, as, once more, a gipsy with flowing flaxen 





Tus Gaiety.—Corporal and Spirit-ed, or Gringoire the (grang) warrior, and 
Pherbas, a Sun of oom. rn « 
locks, oem an Esmeralda lacking nothing in charm and grace, but 
(Miss Hood is often unfortunate on first nights) one who sang sadly out 
of tune at times, and in a pretty ballad, ‘‘ His for Evermore,” who 





’ 


| 
| 





proved her street origin by rendering it with an ever-recurring nasal 
twang that sets my teeth on edge to think of! She and her grey prison 
dress become each other wonderfully. Miss Fannie Leslie is a suff- 
ciently sprightly hero, and Miss Letty Lind is an attractive Fleur-de-Lys 
And they dance! For the matter of that they all dance. You never 
saw such a lot of clever dancing. It comes from such unexpected quar- 
ters, too. You take no particular notice of a prettily clad gipsy girl (be- 
cause everybody is prettily clad), till, suddenly, she d you out a few 
delicate steps with a finish of execution that need not shame a Taglioni, 
then you refer to your pr me with anxiety, and by diligent enquiry 
discover that it is Miss Addie Blanche! And you keep on doing that 
with other parties. As for Miss Lind, she dances from beginning to end 
seemingly. A ‘‘ Pyramid Ballet” in which she takes part is a quaint 
idea, and ponies to those who understand billiards ; a dance of hers in 
black lace beneathments is very sweet, too. 


Tue spirit of fun runs very completely through the whole piece, the 
stage managing being exceptionally good. The drill of intoxicated sol- 
diers is uncommonly and legitimately funny, so, perhaps in a less original 
way, is the convict chorus—there’s a funny-faced fellow in blue, though, 
who should be placed in the front row, to get the full value out of him. 
The music, which is almost entirely supplied by Herr Meyer Lutz, is ex- 
tremely bright, the scenery is good and interesting, and Mr. Percy 
Anderson’s costumes are as tasteful, harmonious and artistic as heart or 
eye would wish for. —_— 


I’p almost forgotten Woodcock's Little Game, the sole point of interest 
in which consisted in the thorough clearing away of any misconceptions 
which might have arisen in regard 
to Mr. Weedon Grossmith’s acting 
powers, in consequence of reports of 
his great success in America. He 
was horribly nervous, and the piece 
is horribly archaic, but I don’t think 
either circumstance was of first con- 
sequence in the matter. Miss Emily 
Miller, Mr. George Stone and Mr. 
Cyril Maude must be credited with 
clever performances, however. 


THE ELEPHANT AND CASTLE. — 
The new management of this theatre 
(just vacated by Mr. J. A. Cave) 
inaugurated itself on the Sth instant 
with a performance of Zhe Green 
Bushes and all success. Messrs. 
Edgar Lee and Burton Green have 
made a fair start in their enterprise ; 
may they and their public deserve 
well of each other. 





7 ; ia ’ Tue Gaiety.—FEsmeralda, the Tow- 
Nops AND WINKs.—Next Tues- Haired Gipsy. I looks tow-haireds Ler. 


day (the 25th) is the anniversary of 

the Balaclava charge (upon which egregious military blunder we pride 
ourselves a good deal), and the occasion is to be marked by the friends 
of Mr. W. H. Pennington (who participated in the charge—and all 
honour to those who did—though I don’t quite see how they could have 
got out of it, the order being given), who will celebrate the occasion 
with a ‘‘ special matinée benefit performance’”’ for that gentleman at the 
Opera Comique. TZaming of the Shrew will be the chief item of the 
programme, and engage the talents of Miss Wallis, Miss M. A. Victor 
(they call her A. M, in the leaflet announcements, probably as a hint of 
knowingness, otherwise ‘‘ getting up early”), Messrs. Arthur Williams, 
John Maclean, W. H. Day, and the benefitter. Mr. H. Neville, Miss 
Jay and Co,, in an act of The Blue Bells of Scotland, will follow. Miss 
Millward will recite ‘‘ that little thing of Tennyson’s,” usual on these 
occasions (and others); and Misses Marion Hood, Fannie Leslie, Letty 
Lind, Messrs. J. Fernandez, R. Barrington, H. Coffin, E. J. Lonnen, 
J. Dallas, C. Collette, J. L. Shine, and the Two Macs, will also oblige. 
Herr Lutz will conduct. There, I think I’ve done my duty by ¢hat / 


Tue cleverest and most amusing bit of comic writing of the week 
emanates from the Novelty Theatre. I suppose if Zhe Blue Bells 
(which was a more than well-acted and mounted piece) had ‘‘rung ’em 
in” (to trench ge the ground of the ‘‘ serious” papers), ‘‘ the syndi- 
cate of Highlan gentlemen and Members of Parliament” would not 
have occupied quite such a front seat in the matter. Anyway, if the 
management means trying again, Fascination won’t do.—As in a Glass 
will be — at the Opera Comique in about a week’s time. Some- 
thing of the sort has happened there before ! NESTOR. 








“WHY do so many Mining Companies begin their names with 
* Wheal’?” asked a Stock Exchange sapling; and his boss opined it 
was because so many ended in ‘‘ woe.” 
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PENALTIES OF DISTINCTION. 























Free-and-Easy Guest.—** AND A REMARKABLE GOOD DINNER YOU'VE PUT AFORE ME TO-NIGHT, MR. PARCHWRIT; THOUGH I’m s°s) 
BOUND TO SAY IT WAS NOT A BETTER FEED THAN WE VESTRYMEN GETS ONCE A WEEK AT THE EXPENSE OF THE ParisH!” a> 
Parchwrit, M P.—*‘ Umpexu!” F ree-and-Easy Guest.—‘* UMPH? WHY, YOU SEEM TO DOUBT MY VORACITY, SIR!” oe: 
Parchwrit, M.P.—‘* NOT FOR A MOMENT, FLITCHER; I DO NOT DOUBT YOUR VORACITY FOR A MOMENT.” [Sighs dreamily as he 2, 
thinks about a pheasant he had reckoned on as a cold tid-bit for luncheon to-morrow ; but ts rapidly recalled to his senses by hearing Mrs. Parch- a 
writ calling over the bannisters, ‘* Joseph, are you going to sit up all night? When ts that horrid man going?” @ B! 
Sie: 
TURF CUTTINGS. But, ho! for the foreigner Panzerschiff, ie 
To tHe Epitor or Fur And let us be polite ; 
o ™ Nobody can blame speculators if 
S1r,—The sporting season for the present year of grace is rapidly They back the Annamite. 
approaching an end, and anon the Old Man will be smoking his frag- A word should be said for brave Humewood, 
rant havannah in his soft-cushioned chair, and with his magic glass by And one for Bendigo ; 
his side (hot water, two lumps, and just a thin slice), looking back with But, though Gloriation’s possibly good, 
pardonable pride on his long list of successes for 1887—successes not Kilwarlin has the show. 
always patent on the surface, but eg armed proved by his ever-in- There you are, it’s a long shot again ; but long shots seem to prosper (in 
creasing bank balance. Meantime, here is his the hands of a practical and acute vaticinator like myself), as see my 7. 
TIP FOR THE CAMBRIDGESHIRE, Cesarewitch selection. het ave ae are first and os That's A 
UpRousE ye, then, my merry, merry men, what I want to know! And who doub income at one fell swoop : 4 
And ion he it soe ; Why, yours, &c., TROPHON!I0S. ns 
There’s nothing to be done with Harpenden, | he § 
For those the odds who lay. _ So you are here again?” said a Scotch bailie to a prisoner — sik 2 
He’s certainly the favourite all day long, with undue festivity. ‘*I believe you are bere oftener than Iam. You bia 
But hear me all the same, are an awfu’ mon. You would need to live in a place where there is cae 
He isn’t, by chalks, sufficiently strong, | nae drink, and which is walled in just like Jerusalem was.” ‘‘ Ob, gan + 
To play at Humewood’s game. to Jerrykoo,” interrupted the prisoner. “I shall do nothing of the ae 
It’s lots of fun St. Mirin can show, sort,” exclaimed the bailie, testily ; “* will gang to the cool cell ait 
He'll like enough be placed— for twenty-four hours, unless you hae five in your breeks. ” 
I’m going to back him myself, I know, ‘4 
He’s that much to my taste ; “ Jockey Club Stories.” F 
re d’Ori isi i too : 
«ot them st minds eee | G32 contemporary, the Sprtman, ae they ae as eight whee 
iw ornament pages, 
et ee | volume, Bravo, Frank Barrett ! 


For parties fond of ** pie.” 
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It was the lodging-house landlady's teapot. It had been purchased full of One day it met with a mishap; then 
marmalade, and was calculated to have cost some six farthings. (It wasnotso to who should be trasted to rivet it. 
large as in the illustration, where it is magnified three diameters to be the better cost ninepence to buy a new teapot.” 
seen.) of one shilling. 
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the landlady consulted with the lodger as 
‘* For,” explained the landlady, ** it will 
So it was riveted with six rivets at a cost 














It got more riveted: its value was 


More mishaps happened : the teapot became more and more riveted. Gauged 
by the rivets, its value was now about fifteen shillings; but it was not every- veniently. Ic had to be riveted more. 


body's money. 
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But it was not a success. ‘‘ Ma'am,” said the lodger, ‘'I1 am well aware that you hesitate to sacrifice the great outla 
purchasing another ; yet it is an expensive bauble. It has now leaked the table warped (so that articles fall through and are 











growing immense; but it leaked incon- 
It was now a String of rivets. 


Teh yt 


he this teapot by casting it aside and 
ken), and leaked the carpet colourless, 


and leaked into ruia the ceiling beoeath, and leaked the cat scalded ; and, in short, leaked the whole house into a pulp. Suppose we order a costly glass-case for it, 


aod place it on the sideboard as an ornament too rare for daily use. Then you might feel justified in purchasing a new nine 
you The new teapot is getting riveted now. 


penny teapot, and we will go halves with 
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THE OLD PUMP. 
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TO BE GOT OUT OF IT, WILLIAM 


“NOTHING 
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A PERSON OF GREAT CONSIDERATION. 


([BriGawpaGe 1n THE East.—Owing to the recent cap'ure by brigands of four 
lishmen near Smyrna, Colonel Biunt has applied to K:amil Pacha for permission to 
take command of the gencarmerie at that place, in order to pu: down the brigandage 
prevailing in the district. The Grand Vizier replied that Ae would give consideration 
to the application.) 

THe Story of the determination of Efeet Duffah._—_In modern times, 
far within the memory of man, there lived on the border- provinces be- 
tween Turkey and Greece 
one Goiidlidos, a fierce 
brigand. Now this 
brigand had long been 
notorious for his indomit- 
able resolution, insomuch 
that he had become the 
scourge of the entire 
district round about, so 
that few having worldly 
goods would venture to 
travel in the country 
where he dwelt, For 
ofttimes would Goitdldos 
pounce upon wealthy 
tourists so imprudent as 
to come withia his power, 
holding them to ransom 
for large sums of gold and 
silver, 

But it so happened that 
there came to be appointed 
to the Grand Vizier- 
ship one possessing a 
resolution and firmness 
not inferior to that of Goitdldos himself; and when this thing came to 
be, behold! all men said, ‘‘ How will this matter end, seeing that there 
are now opposed to each other these two, having equal determination 
and being each equally resolved not to give way?” And this thing 
became a problem unto them. 

Now these two men had each his own method of showing his firmness, 
for the method of Efeet Duffah differed widely from the method of 
Goitdldos, and was not the same; for while the brigand’s method con- 
sisted in fixing upon a plan and at once carrying it out to the end, the 
inflexible Pacha’s plan was to sit down and consider the matter with the 
most unflinching resolution, 

And they that observed said, ‘‘ Behold! now here are two opposed 
methods of firmness, and we marvel greatly which will be victorious.” 
And they sat down to look on. 

And so it came to pass that Goitdldos and his band captured one 
named Smith, a wealthy traveller, and held him to ransom for much 
gold and silver; and seeing that the ransom was not paid, behold the 
brigand cut off the ears of him named Smith, and pulled out his double 
teeth, and let him go. 

Then there came unto Efeet Dufiah the Pacha those who said to him, 
‘* Would it not be well to do something in this matter?’ and at once 
the great determination of the Pacha showed itself, for he said, ‘I will 
at once sit down and consider the matter ;"" and not only did he proceed 
to do so, but also (to the end that Goitdldos might know how little 
chance he had in the face of such an opponent, and so give in) sent 
messengers unto him to apprise him of his resolve. 

Nevertheless the foolhardy brigand paid no heed, but continued to 
make plans and 
carry them out ; 
and the more he 
did so the more 
the Pacha sat 
down and con- 
sidered the 
matter, somuch 
so that they 
that observed 
said, ‘* Surely 
now this brig- 
and must soon 
give way, see- 
ing so great 
odds against 
him.” Yet did 
the brigand 
not do so. 

And the in- 
’ oma domitable 
Pacha kept on for a long period at this game, ever treating the bad 
deeds of the robber with the utmost consideration ; so that the little 
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pider conceived that he would make a gor d support for their webs, 














seeing that he sat so still considering ; and made the webs over him, 
and caught little flies in them, and this for a long period. 

Nay, so great was the blindness of Goitoldos to consequences, that 
one day behold he came down and captured the Pacha himself, taking 
him from out the cobwebs to his fastnesses and holding him to ransom 
for vast sums of gold and silver. Great was the surprise of Efeet 
Duffah at this new proof of the incurable rashness of the brigand ; and 
he counselled the brigand that he should instantly let him go for fear of 
consequences, threatening that, unless he did so, he should feel com- 
pelled to sit down and consider the matter. But still greater was the 
surprise of the Pacha, when Guvitdldos placed his thumb to his nose and 
extended his fingers: so Efeet straightway took a tchibouk, and sat 
down and considered the matter; and when he had considered for seven 
days, Goitdldos cut off his beard and ears, and kicked him out. 

Then the Pacha was so disgusted at the rashness of the brigand, that 
he left those parts and went unto a place they called England, and, the 
fame of his determination having gone before him, they that were in 
powerappointed him to deal with Ireland, saying, ‘* This is the very man.” 

So, with great promptness did Efeet Duffah set about his duties ; and 
behold, no sooner did the Moonlighters (who some say are not hand-in- 
glove with the Irish members of Parliament, and are not supported by 
the Americans) murder women and children, and burn cattle alive, and 
generally behave like degraded vermin, than Efeet sat down and con- 
sidered the matter; and so prompt was he that, having let the vermin 
and their patrons alone to do that which they liked for the space of a few 
years, he took out a summons against a member of Parliament on a mild 
charge. And when he had taken out the summons he sat down to con- 
sider the matter; and when he had considered the matter, seeing that 
the defendant stood firm and talked loudly, Efeet again considered the 
matter, and let him go, and apologised to him. 

And when blackguardly Irish barristers insulted loyal witnesses, the 
Pacha sat down and considered the matter; and the consideration he 
bestowed on all kinds of Irish criminality became a marvel unto the 
nations, so that they gave a great sneer of wonder and admiration ; and 
those who look on are waiting until the Irish criminals shall give in in 
despair ; and some say they will have to wait some time. But Efeet 
Duffah is as determined as ever ! 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom. 





‘*WITH ENVIOUS LOOKS,—THAT ERST DID FOLLOW THY PROUD 

CHARIOT WHEELS 
WHEN THOU DIDST RIDE IN TRIUMPH THROUGH THE STREETS.” 
—Aing Henry V1,, Part 1l,, Act Ll, Scene 4. 
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KNICKN AOKS, 


An American paper considers that Davitt is far more able, honest, and 
sincere than Parnell as a Home Rule leader ; and says that if the 
latter, in public matters or in private 
matters, has ever done a manly, chivalrous 
act, it has yet to be made known. Poor 
Pat! He has been heavily handicapped 
for years and years by ill-treatment on the 
part of despotic landlords, greedy priests, 
and rapacious agitators, who tempted and 
tempt him with the bait of freedom. Para- 
sites have done nothing, nor will do any- 
thing, forthe poor ignorant creature, Land- 
lords, priests, and agitators haveall extorted 
money from him, and under such circum- 
stances it is hardly to be wondered at that he 
has degenerated into a craven ruffian, who 
under the influence of whisky, perpe- 
trates foul deeds that a South-Sea Is- 
lander would scorn as unworthy of man- 
hood. But when education spreads in 
Ould Erin Pat will open his eyes, and Ireland will become—like 
England—a Republic in the true sense of the word. 








A CANNY Scot communicates, “‘ It is expected that the price of water 
will be cheaper in Edinburgh during the ensuing year than it has ever 
been before.”’ ‘‘ What effect will the fall have on the price and strength 
of Mountain Dew?” asks McBosk anxiously. We don’t know. 


A CONNOISSEUR in ‘‘ jam” of all colours has arrived at the conclusion 
that the prettiest girls in the world are workers. So they are. They 
work on men’s feelings rapidly and easily. Sometimes they help to 
sweeten the poor male’s life, and frequently they fill up his bitter cup. 
But you bet they are workers. 


THE Grand Duke Nicholas of Russia says that all his family love 
France. They have quite forgotten the ‘‘sunof Austerlitz,” where the 
Muscovites fled like frightened curs before a portion of Napoleon’s 
troops. This flight was terrible in the extreme. 
tallow-eaters tried to escape across a frozen lake. The ice gave way, 
and those who were not drowned were smashed to pieces with grape- 
shot from Nap’s artillery. The loving and forgiving family have also 
quite condoned and wiped out the recollection of bloodthirsty Bona- 
parte’s vile invasion of their country. How nice and Christian of them ! 


AN old maiden lady in Kent refuses to try the experiment of tobacco- 
growing on her estate because she says it is a maughty cu/ture (an hor- 
ticulture). Do you twig? 





A MEDICAL writer has actually found out that a new form of milk 
adulteration is now in vogue which goes under the name of a preserva- 
tive. Shades of Simpson! what are we coming to? Jokes anent the 
cow with the iron tail will drift into the dreamy past, never to be 
revived. How sad! 


THE word ‘‘ annex,” as applicable to land-theft by nations, has been 
supplanted by the still more delicate term, viz., ‘acquire. Soon we 
shall hear that ‘‘ Bill Cracksman ‘acquired’ some silver spoons and 
forks,” and that ‘* Mat Mobsman ‘acquired’ certain well-lined purses, 
We've already passed Chesterfield in our modern politeness, 


AN eccentric American gentleman, with plenty of money, spends his 
entire time in railway travelling, simply because the ambition of his 
is to see a railway accident. Yet, for reasons only known to himself, 
he seems hitherto to have given our lines a wide berth. His peculiar 
desire is one that might easily be gratified in England. 





A RATEPAYER grumbles that the vestrymen of his parish break too 
many ‘‘liquor glasses.” Is this a case of envy, hatred, malice, or un- 
charitableness? We feel disposed to bet on envy. 





RED-HOT Radicals, who deny that Lord Salisbury is a big politician, 
are a bit out of it. His lordship’s fighting weight is twenty stone, after 
dinner, and he has done some good service to his country lately by 


breaking five shoddy automatic weighing-machines, 





A FRrencu shoemaker, and a Socialist to boot, has just come intoa 
fortune of £1,600,000, His chums says he is a renegade because _ 
refuses to divide, and they actually call him an impudent mountebank. 
Poor human nature, what a wretched thing it is after all! 


_ Rep, as a distinguishing colour, is now largely worn by German 
Socialists, especially about the ends of their noses, 











Numbers of the | 





Above Soup-Con, 


Fun lately saw a merry troop 
All bright and blithe, as though well fed. 
** Why is this thus?” to them he said. 
They cried, ‘* Tis Desiccated Soup ! 
That soup soup-erior is to all— 
Without it we had been soup-ine, 
And Edwards, who thus helps us dine, 
Quite soup-ernatural we call.” 


Art Union. 


THE collection of pictures at the Royal Institute of Painters ir 
Water-Colours now on exhibition is unusually interesting, from the fact 
that they are all given to the Society for the purpose of raising a larg 
sum of money to be used for “the advancement of Water-Colour Art in 
this country.” The works will be disposed of after the manner of the 
Art Union of London. Every subscriber of one guinea will have the 
chance of an important work of art, as well as receiving at once a fine 
print from Sir J. D. Linton’s picture, ‘‘A Declaration of War.” The 
collection now in the rooms is estimated as worth £15,000, and there 
are many more works yet to be added, 














J Whe cle 
A HYDE PARK MEM. 


. 1 of Toil.—' Foine things, they meetings, fur the 
ee bia “ ‘ear ‘ow the horator panned out about 

er- ’s dis ty?” 
ee oan teas ” Shockin’, ain’t it? Wouldn't ‘ardly be- 
lieve they could be sich thieves, There did me, be ae times 
sech meetin’s more than there 1s, cully, [ Mouc ae “rs hr 
mumbling to himself, ‘* Let's see, three silver tickers vr po os : 
Ab! take things all in all, I ain't done so dusty to-day out o 


workin’ men,” | 








———— 















































- a “ " ” = . . — 
= OO Mt We tie _ 
a : <4, t ee ee - 
oo Le eee °F pmo don Dicreapelar igen 


Irs rey, 





Tg A Ar, 
eg = Sane eT eee ee 


rom * —— ry — 
Le enter Bs na a 





pmsl 


* 


ages Slava nb ltd 


mre 


- 
Roe 
- 


ee ae 
i Fe ee ae ae 
é 


“4 Ce ; te SS “ z 
wr : - 


Re. Ae ig 


ae B 


7 


ee 


sili gin dR 
Eee 


es a” 


Sen * eae 


































Sanna 





wi, | itbal re ” = 


Tee 








ic} UN . OCTOBER 19, 1887, 





Soomaeeeell 








THE POWER OF MUSIC (!) 
(“* EFTSOONES THEY HEARD A MOST MELODIOUS SOUND.”) 
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When, lo! the gentle organ-grinder sudden filled the air with *‘ All very fine and large !” 








The Old Pump. 
(Sez CARTOON.) 


WHEN Lord Salisbury was young, 
He was pretty glib of tongue, 
Though to speechifying now he doesn’t jump 
He was scarcely born a goose, 
And perhaps may be of use— 
But it isn’t in the nature of a pump. 


Should you take him hard to task 
For his policy, and ask 
What he means to do with Ireland—ask him plump 
If his grand Coercion Act 
Ain’t a failure as a fect, 
You will never get an answer from that pump. 


Mr. Gladstone may e 
His mistakes, in splendid prose ; 
His lieutenants, too, may go upon the stump, 
And explain throughout their tour 
How great troubles at his door 
Must be laid—yet they draw nothing from the pump. 


It, their charges all to crown, 
With ** Remember Mitchelstown !” 
They conclude, and play that saying as a trump, 
Yet vouchsafed is no reply— 
For particularly dry 
Is his lordship when you work him as a pump. 





Hacton on the Right Principle 


It was with much regret that we heard of the death of Mr, Grierson, 
the genial, courteous manager of the Great Western Railway. This 
kindly gentleman had, among his many gifts, a keen sense of humour, 
as the following anecdote will show: One day, while waiting at Acton 
station, he heard a porter bawling, ‘‘ Hacton! Hacton!” Later on his 
nerves were somewhat shocked by a porter on the Hanwell platform 
yelliog **’Anwell! ’Anwell!” at the top of his voice. ‘* Ah!” sighed 
poor Grierson, with a merry twinkle in his eye, ‘‘ah! it takes some 
time and trouble before one can plant the right man in the right place. 
I must have the Acton sae brought here, and send ‘hat fellow to 
Acton, out of respect for the Queen’s English, and the feelings of many 
highly-strung passengers who travel by our line.” 





A Miss Green, of Oxford, has just been awarded £100 damages io 
a breach of promise action against a Mr. Patey, who had been courting 
her for ten years, during which period he had never missed coming to 
supper at her father's house. Under these circumstances, the young 
man may congratulate himself on having got off very cheaply, because, 
by paying his £100 down in a lump now, he has obtained his three 
thousand six hundred and fifty odd suppers at a fraction over sixpence- 
halfpenny apiece—to say nothing of the compound interest which he 
has saved, and the pleasure he enjoyed from the lady’s society. 





Tue pupils of a certain school recently sent in a petition to their head 
master begging that he would take a holiday, as they had noticed he 
was looking anything but well. Whack !—swish !—whack! Thus are 
the best intentions frustrated and cramped. 
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THAT SHUT HIM UP. 


The Model,—** Don’t think this ’at an’ ulster suterble for a flower 
girl? Wy, I always set for Mr. Quicksell, R.A.’s, flower girls in this 
’at an’ ulster !”’ 








Plot and Counterplot. 


[The Echo states that in New York “Shopping Commissionaires” have been 
started, who take orders from ladies at home, go to the shops, and return with the 
article wanted. ] 


Now would you believe it, dear Fanny, that man 
Could show such a cruel mean spirit ! 

I know he’s delighted whenever he can 
Annoy us, and now, dear, I hear it 

Is the latest of fads that’s come into his brain 
To stop our one pleasure in life, dear ; 

But I will not bear it, I'll tell him—that’s plain, 
I won’t be a down-trodden wife, dear ! 


Whenever he likes, he will go to his club, 
Or visit some chum, as he calls him; 
Yet I but suggest to my amiable hub 
That I’ll visit my friends, it appals him, 
He thinks that I never can want to go out, 
That the baby needs all my attention ; 
If he does let me go to a ball or a rout, 
He thinks it a great condescension. 


And now the last straw he has heaped on my back, 
(The proverb may not be quite nght, dear, 

But it’s something like that), and a baser, more black, 
More odious invention, to blight, dear, 

Our one source of happiness never was known, 
For after a whole morning stopping 

In-doors, the one thing that I look for, I own, 
Is that lov-er-ly afternoon shopping. 


But, Fanny dear, never shall man triumph thus, 
For we'll rise in our strength as one woman ; 

We're not like the wives of the false Turk or Russ 
To be crushed by a monster scarce human. 

If my husband but send the young man to this house, 
His nice artful tricks I'll soon stop, dear, 

For to show him that woman has some little ‘* nous,” 
I’jl order the whole of the shop, dear! 








Good for Trousers! 


THE amateur tenor puffed out his chest like a pouter-pigeon, and 
strange noises echoed through the drawing-room, ‘* What strain is 
that?” said Wardle to Griggius. ‘Is it o,eratic?” ‘Certainly not,” 
replied Griggins ; ‘* it’s a severe strain on bis braces. They've burst! 
Didn’t you detect the well-known crick-crack?” ‘‘ Bless my soul,” 
replied Wardle, ‘‘ what a muff the man must be. Why the dickens 
don’t he use the ‘ Tohpaca Brace’? I invariably wear these suspenders, 
and sometimes do ground-and-lofty tumbiing when [ arrive home wih 
the milk, Now and again my landlady complains; but the * Tohpaca 
Brace’ remains firm, and is an absolute support to me when she inter- 
views me in the afternvon anent the row and the back-rent.” 











| 


MURDLE VISITING. 

**MariA,” says I, “it’s something awful to think of the young 
as tries to get a livin’ in London, a o 

“Yes,” says the old woman. 

“* Maria,” says I, ‘I'll jest keep my eye on a few of them there poor 
London girls,” 

** You'd better be careful,” says the old woman; “‘ remember I'm a 
jealous wife with a noo umbereller,” 

We was jest then passin’ by a sort o’ cook-shop with a mixter in the 
front of speckled apples, penny novelettes, fashion books, tarts, slate- 
pencils, and a couple o’ hot jints im trays. Some pale-faced gals was 
inside the shop a-gigglin’ and a-buyin’ of the grub. 

“* What is these gals inside?” I says to a peeler. 

‘*The roast porks,” he says, lookin’ in at the winder, “is book- 
binders, the rhubard-tarters is boot-closers.” 

_* Maria,” says I, ‘‘ we'll go and in te these ‘ere bookbindin’ 
girls at ~~ Tn mae ae see er ‘ere poor hard-workin’ 

S are w ain’t got the money to bu matum 

or their ebony blacking locks.” 4 ad ps 

_ Maria and me goes to the big bookbinder's nigh by, and was showed 
into a room where some o’ the werry gals we saw was a-sittin’. A glue- 
pot was a-bilin’ on the fire, and some roast pork and sage and onions was 
a-frizzling in the fender, 

** You work hard, my dear,” says I to a pale-faced gal who was going 
it like bulls in a chaney shop at the sage and onions. 

‘*I works from nine to seven,” says she, ‘‘and ’as a pound a week. 
I ain’t exactly a duchess in all the photo shops, with her dress cut low, 
and I ain’t a-sweepin the workus’ floor with a besom.” 

**No, my dear,” says Maria, like a double-barrelled mother as she is 
to all sufferin’ creatures, ‘* you don’t look the gal as ‘ud go a-foolin’ and 
a-philanderin’.” 

**T'd catch anyone one for hisself who said I was,” saidthe gal. ‘1 
don’t mind j ‘ining in the ring on "Ampstead Heath, and I don’t deny as 
I've rolled down Grennidge ‘Ill, and I’ve eat a bit of gingerbread goin’ 
ona roundabout. I know howto behave myself. I worked my way up 
to what I am from three bob a week.” 

Says Maria, ‘It does you credit, my dear. I've a nephew in the 
pickled pork and Hostend rabbit line as does a good bizness. I should 
like to see yer in yer native bome, and then introduce yer to him,” 

So we goes to that girl’s home, Touchingly neat it was. Two shells 
on the mantel shelf, and a photergraph of her father, now dead, and 
the picter faded spotty. Nice gilt pier-glass, with not too many fly- 
marks decoratin’ on it, Picter engravin’ o’ Ram-gate Sands also kep’ 
clean, but somewhat spotty, like the photo, A pianner in the corner, 
7 ‘* Queen o’ My Heart” stuck up ready for anyone to squeal away 
right off, 

ee This,” says Maria, “‘is the home of virtue and domestic comfort. 
I can see it in the shining o’ them plated tongs. Come home, young 
woman, to tea with us, and you shall have marmalade and a pint o’ shell. 

That gal did marry Maria’s nevvy in the pickled-pork way, She 
made a luvin’ wife, and takes the money in the little orfice at the back 
A the shop behind the hung-up pigs—a reg’ler bizness-like love among 
the roses, 
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Kinc Hat STAKgS AND CARDINAL WOLsaysS PLaTz.— 
“A Hich Wericut Hanpicar.” 
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THAT’S HOW IT WAS. 


Miss Tsensor.—“* I’M AFRAID YOU ARE NO END OF A NAUGHTY Boy, SAM. My BROTHER TOLD ME THE OTHER DAY THAT YOU 
Lost Five Pounps aT CARDS AT ONE SITTING AT YOUR CLUB, AND THAT YOUR FATHER WAS AWFULLY ANGRY ABOUT IT.” 
Mr. Golightly. —“ AwruLLy! Hk’p Lost TEN POUNDS THE SAME NIGHT AT HIS CLUB,” 








Not Pipe-ing Times, 
(Mr. Frank Spence, the Hon. Sec. of the Anti-Narcotic League, has issued tables 
showing that the majority of the bishops are non-smokers. ] 
THe majority of bishops may not smoke, 
Why others should not, though, we(ed) don’t perceive ; 
For it doth help to comfort many folk, 
And thus they to abandon it would grieve. 
So though, mayhap, the holder of a See 
Can see his way from pipes to (dio)-cese, 
As long as smoking doth with some agree, 
Why, let those some still smoke the pipe of peace. 
Ah, Mr. Spence, although a man of sense, 
You'll hardly make these with the weed dis-Spence. 





THe MosQue THAT NO MOUSSULMAN WILL GO TO,—The Mosqu-ito ! 
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MORE ABOUT THAT VERY PATTERN POST—SAME PATTERN AS BEFORE.—(See more Letters in“ Daily News.”) 
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ERRY’S. Anotherof them! One 
more dragger-forth of the critic or 
**noticer” from the bosom of his 
family or the recesses of his club! 
One more inflicter of the mourn- 
ful matinée, and driver to despera- 
tion and drink at other fellers’ ex- 
pense—yet stay! this dismal note 
befits us not, nor the subject in 
hand. Terry and Tedium ! Edward 
and Znnui/—they can no more 
live together than crabbed age and 
youth, and this latest comer of 
temples raised to Thespis is like to 
become a home of constant laugh- 
ter, and make few calls, and none 
of those unwelcome, upon the 
critic or the noticer aforesaid—in- 
deed, I shall in no way be sur- 
prised should many of the noble 
tribe be found seeking for seats 
many atime and oft, even when 
duty calls not for their presence. 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 





’T1s now some three months since I gave, in these columns, a thrilling 
account of *‘ A fire in a theatre.” Terry's was the scene of that terri- 
ble conflagration, and as memory carries me back from the chilly con- 
fines of the present time to that perspiring afternoon, it is some conso- 
lation for catarrhal misery to reflect that that blaze—kindled purposely, 
and immediately ‘‘ sat upon” by the cheery ‘‘ sprinklers,” which bristle 
aloft and alow—is the only one (that can feel any pride in itself,) that 
will ever occur within these walls. There are a few articles of upholstery, 
such as curtains, stuffed cushions and ledges, and so on, and when an audi- 
ence is assembled, an assortment of hats, umbrellas, &c., and a quantity 
of programmes, which. between them, might make a little fizzle of a fire, 
but there is nothing else in the place to ignite, the building being wholly 
com posed of iron, concrete, and wood covered with uninflammable paint, 
there are two exhausts in the roof for heat and smoke, and ‘‘ exits” at 
every turn; indeed, there are so many, and such complete precautions 
against fire, that it seems almost a pity that it is not possible to have one 
—just to test their efficacy. But, alas! it cannot be, and such experi- 
mentalists as went about testing the various uninflammable substances, 
at the private view, were bafiled and defeated all along the line. 

IN short, every possible precaution is taken, and a constant supply of 
water assured, as, in addition to sprinklers behind and hydrants in the 
auditorium, there is a thoroughly efficient (H. T.) Brick-well in front of 
the house. 





THE opening ceremony was conducted with all the usual accompani- 
ments—the smell of paint, the unfinished bits of decoration, the stair- 
carpet absent, the electric light ‘‘ to come later on,” the attendants who 
dont know where your seat is kept (somebody in it when it is found), 





Terry's.—Tue Raverss or a M: ra 


the row in the gallery because there are no spittoons or something, were 
all to the fore. Of course these things are nobody’s fault and don’t 
matter much, but there they were all the same. 


PROCEEDINGS were opened with the performance of an old-fashioned 




















farce (mis-called a ‘‘ comedietta”) by a very strong cast. Mr. Lionel 
Brough and Miss M. A. Victor were very amusing, as is ever their wont; 
but the piece was pretty wearisome. It is called M/eddle und Muddle, 
and is by Messrs. Best and Bellingham, who, in the good old days when 
I was young—or youngish—enjoyed a world-wide reputation as painfully 
bad burlesque-writers. 


THE appearance of ** the youngest manager” in 7he Churchwarden 
was, however, a veritable blaz- of triumph, such as no merely mortal 
fire extinguishers could ever hope to cope with. The piece is not 
a novelty, even to Londoners, but laughter was loud and long as the 
clever comedian depicted the ever-increasing perplexities and apprehen- 
sions of the unfortunate Mr. Chuffy. Mr. Lionel Brough now appears 
as Mr. Bearder, M.P., a part which he plays in a somewhat broader 
style than Mr. Bishop did at the Olympic, but exceedingly comically 
withal, and Miss Victor and Mr. T. P. Haynes succeed Miss Jones and 
Mr. Taylor respectively, to the increase of the hilarity. Mr. E, G, 
Banks has supplied some excellent scenery, and I should say the theatre 
has started on the high road to success, 


Mr. Terry made “‘a few remarks,” from which I gather that a farcical 
comedy hitherto untried in London will shortly be produced, and that 
Mr. Pinero is engaged upon another to follow that. There are also sub- 
stantial hints of one Dick Turpin ina burlesque form, though once it 
was supposed that the new lessee would strenuously eschew ‘“‘ the sacred 
lamp ”—however, second thoughts are, on this occasion, much the best, 
in my opinicn. 


Nops AND WINKS.—I suppose somebody remembers Miss Sommer- 
ville, the American lady, who played the mountain (not tosay mountainous) 
maid in Adonis? It is now hinted 
that she may appear in Franken- 
stein, the Gaiety Christmas piece— 
as **the monster,” of course. (?)— 
Some of the papers, English and 
American, have been marrying 
Miss Eastlake to Mr. Wilson Bar- 
rett. Such a ceremony, however, 
is not binding in the eye of the 
law, and no other contract of the 
kind has been entered into up to 
now, if I may trust my sources of 
information—and I do.—Mr, Wil- 
lard is spoken of as the next entry 
into the managerial ranks. ‘‘ Every 
actor his own manager,” is the sug- 
gestive motto that occurs to me, 
but I suppose I must forgive ’em 
this once.— Mr. Barrett will put up 
A Golden Ladder (or the curtain 
will be rung up on it, as the serious 
ones would say,) when he takesthe Tarrv’s.—Tue Victor-101s MupDLE. 
Globe in hand. (Nothing less than 
the Globe, you see, will satisfy some of them. )}—Oh, dear! oh, dear ! Miss 
Achurch is presently to appear as Desdemona at a matinée. Isn’t this 
being in a little bit of a hurry ?—Mr. J. A. Cave has taken Sadler's 
Wells for seven years, and will open it about the end of the month; 
during the new lessee’s engagement with the Covent Garden pantomime, 
Mr, Geo, Roberts will act as his /ocum tenens in stage matters, with Mr. 
C. Merion ‘‘in front.” —7he Tongue of Slander is on view at the 
National Standard.—I had another look at Ruddtgore the other after- 
noon. What a capital singer Miss Ulmar is, is she not? I think the 
whole thing is merrier than it was at first; I never dd see much against 
the first act, but the second act is too much for it even in its present 
form, Practice has made Mr. Lely quite au fait in his hornpipe, and 
he is now fully qualified to take his place on the quarter-deck. He and 
Mr. Barrington have all the fun between them, if you leave Miss Bond 
out. But, oh, my goodness! Fancy leaving Miss Bond out. The 
‘last weeks”’ of the piece are announced, so “thurry up.” /rna/sore 
next, I hear, NESTOR. 











SMALL shopkeepers and costermongers in the Soho district are much 
annoyed by bands of boys who call themselves ‘‘ Socialists.” The 
gentle infants quite believe in the den-fits to be derived from the universal 
distribution of property. Luckily, the police who wield the birch at 
Marlborough Sireet Police Court happen to be exceptionally powerful 
constables, 


Burnsish. 


“A CHIRL’s amang ye takin’ notes,” as the Scotch thief remarked to 
himself when he abstracted a bundle of Bank of England flimseys from 
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the pocket of a corpulent stockbroker. 
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CONDITIONS CONTROL CIRCUMSTANCES. 


Miss R. Change’,—*‘ WHy, I THOUGHT YOU WERE SO FOND OF THE COUNTRY?” 
Mr, F. Tounley.—“* Ou, YES, SO 1 AM—AWFULLY !—WHEN I’M IN LONDON,” 








16th, 


17th. 


18th, 


19th. 


20th, 





A Cheerful Companion to the 


alendar. 
OcTOBER—(SECOND HALF.) 


This day died Marie Antoinette, 
To locksmith Louis-Capet mated ; 
The cap she wore’s in fashion yet, 
Though she, poor soul, ’s decapitated. 


This 7, the Austrians, who long had 
eld 

Fat Lombardy, and made themselves 

__ well hated, 

Plainly foreseeing they would be ex- 
pell’d 

The plains, without complaint evacu- 
ated, 


This day died popular Lord Palmerston, 
By plebs. admiring designated ‘* Pam,” 
A foreign policy he hit upon, 


Compos’d of equal parts of bounce | 


and flam, 


King John, a cruel coward, this day dies, 
He tried men’s eyes to blink by throw- 
ing dust in ’em ; 
As to his little captive nephew’s eyes 
He plann’d to have two red-hot irons 
thrust in ’em. 


This day died Balfe, whose music bright, 
Delighted a whole generation ; 


2ist. 


22nd. 


24th. 


25th. 


26th. 


Recall his songs, and spend to-night 
In giving them vocalization. 


Brave Nelson in Trafalgar Bay 
The Frenchmen’s fleet found lying ; 
And when the fight he’d won that day, 
Lord Nelson triumph’d, dying. 


Edict of Nantes revoked this day, 
In Sixteen-eighty-five : 

For sweet religion’s sake—and pay— 
Red murder helped to thrive, 


The Turkish fast of Ramadan 

This day begins: if you are frisky, 
You'll find it much the better plan 

To stay at home—and fast on whisky. 


Bombardment of Canton; tremendous 


crash 
Of china—with some aunts and nieces; 
The end as usual, when all’s gone to 
smash, 
A patching-up of badly-shattered 
peaces. 


' 


Saint Crespin’s Day—the patron-saint | 


of snobs— 


Likewise the battle day of Balaclava ; | 


Provide your shoemaker some little jobs, 
Then dine off Russian caviare and 


guava. 
This day died Hogarth, who, with power 
rare, 


27th, 


28th. 


29th, 


30th. 


Zist. 


The vices of the age he liv’d in 
painted ; 

Of course—as I should—you would 

blankly stare, [tainted. 

Should any painter find our age so 


Birthday of voyage-making Captain 

Cook, [went sailing ; 

Who three times round the world 

Whose life an ill-bred Otaheitan took— 
With savages a common failing. 


Sir Walter Raleigh’s death deplore, 
If so by sentiment you're led ; 

Queen Bess, who'd had his brains before, 
Was pleas’d at last to take his head. 


Hare hunting ends—the bald are free, 
As well as puss, from interference ; 

But heirs-apparent still may be 
Allow’d to put im an appearance. 


King Alfred died, in Nine-ought-one, 
Right worthy to be call’d ‘the 
Great ;” 
From England’s throne no greater gun 
Has e’er gone off, historians state, 


A‘l-Hallow’s Eve; you will be very 
wrong 
If you neglect to celebrate its rites ; 
In short, you'd probably repent it long 
If you made light of Hallow-E’en’s 
delights. 
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THE HISTORY OF IT. 


Ou, I’m a cockney, born and bred, 
(And, likewise, residential) ; 
To live in town, I've always said, 
Is absolute essential. 
I wouldn’t give the smallest pin 
That millinery graces 
To leave the city’s lovely din, 
Andjive in other places. 
I love its sights, its days and night's, 
Its houses and its populiss ; 
I wouldn’t give a fig to live 
Away from the Metropuliss. 


But Summer suns are all a treat! 
The town gets hot and fluffy ; 
It’s precious little you can eat— 
The weather being stuffy. 
While perspiration soaks you through, 
With thirst you’re always panting, 
You’re melted down, you are, and do 
(Involuntary) Banting. 
You grunt, and moan, and‘steam, and groan, 
And wail against the sunniness ; 
And reach a state of chronic hate, 
And ‘‘ Do-not-see-the-fun ”-iness. 


The pavements glare, and on them all 
You seem to frizzle simply, 
And to and fro you creep and crawl, 
Invertebrate and limply. 
Y our lightest clothes are all too hot, 
You leave undone the said clothes, 
Discard your vest, and say you'll not 
Submit to amy bed-clothes, 
And then you hear of beach and pier, 
Which someone gets a-cracking up, 
Which, there and then, it sets you en 
Ergetically packing up. 


And when you get upon the sands 
You feel a wild elation, 
You listen to the German bands 
With glowing approbation. 
You spread your weskit to the breeze 
(You have a splendid tog out), 
Your brain, allowed to take its ease, 
Proceeds to get the fog out. 
With joy you lave beneath the wave, 
In undiluted happiness, 
And life is gay, with joke and play, 
And after-dinner nappiness, 


You shake your sides with donkey rides, 
You flirt, you smoke, you drink, you do, 
Without an end, and don’t you spend 
The coin? I rather think you do! 


Then, in a month, you yearn for home, 
The air is getting chilly, 

You long for play or hippodrome, 
And think the niggers silly. 

The nurs’ry maids you cannot stand, 
Then home, your destination, 

You reach—to find some German hand 
Has got your situation ! 
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And then you swear, and tear your hair, 
And pass a melancholy day ; 

But (thanks to Fate), at any rate, 
You’ve had your Summer Holiday. 





| 


= 


Bound to Draw. 


(The National Dental Hospital has decided to allow ladies to be trained there 
as dentists.) 


WHEN molars or incisors 
Are racking us with pain, 

When medical advisers’ 
Prescriptions are in vain ; 

And when in our despair we 
Resolve to ‘* have it out,” 





And if when brows are troubling, 
You comfort us, forsooth, 

Your cares you will be doubling 
When ’tis an aching tooth. 


When angels, then, attend us, 
Though with grim forceps armed, 
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Then to the lovely fair we 


Shall rush without a doubt. | We'll own, should heaven send us 


_ The toothache, we are charmed ; 
Oh, woman, says the poet, And doubtless every true man 
So coy and hard to please ; Will love an aching jaw 
You're angels, though—we know it When woman, ‘lovely woman,” 
When we are ill at ease. Is near at hand /o draw, 
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AN ingenious Yankee has invented a new drink that he calls ‘‘ Elec- 
trical Cocktail.” The mixture is compounded in a mysterious manner, 
alcohol being, of course, an important ingredient, while electricity is in- 
troduced into the fluid through a platinum coil which is connected with 
abattery. ‘* Electrical Cocktail,’ when taken to excess, is calculated to 
bring on “‘ jumps,” and already has been instrumental in bringing several 
of its votaries into court on charges of battery. Young married men who 
wish to propitiate their mothers-in-law and maiden aunts had best avoid 
** Electrical Cocktails,” 


— . 


a Sd 


amen 





““ You look extra depressed to-night, Grumpson,” said young Flippins. 
‘* Anything more dreadful than usual the matter, old man?” ‘* Wait 
till yow’re my age,” growled Grumpson. ‘‘ My life’s beena mistake ; 
I've tried everything, and nothing will answer.” ‘‘ Stuff and nonsense ! 
interposed Flippins. ‘‘ Have you ever tried a good reliable echo? 
Flippins wore a surgical bandage round his head for three weeks, after 
giving vent to this little *‘ goak.” 








You love the youngsters armed with spades, 
You idolise the *‘ niggers,” 
You never knew that nurs’ry maids 
Had such entrancing figgers ! 
You are extremely pleased to find 
How genial the tone is 
(The men urbane, the ladies kind), 
How splendid the ozone is. 





‘* An Anti-Machinery League has been formed in France. "{Machinery 
is to be interdicted and abolished.” Below this paragraph, which we 
read in a contemporary, the following news is given—‘ Statistics show 
that idiotcy is greatly on the increase in France,” 
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THE GREAT CHAMPION SHAVER. 
WILLIAM LATHERS INTO AND POLISHES OFF THE SUPERFLUOUS ’AIRS OF THE TORY PARTY IN NO TIME,—TEDDY WICK NOT IN IT. 








MURDLE VISITING, 


** MARIA,” says me, **do you know what a Socialist is ?” 

“Yes,” says her; ‘it’s a man as belongs to a harmonic society, 
meetin’ every Wednesday at eight in the parlour of the Blue Boar to be 
sociable, and to drink no less than fourpenn’orths, and to have to cab 
it home, instead of train, if bein’ the wuss for liquor.” 

‘*No,” says me. ‘ Maria, a Socialist is a gent as has got nothink, 
and don’t want nobody else to have anythink. And Socialists and 
Nihilists is much mixed up together. They calls dynamite the physick 
for tyranny, and blows up an emperor occasional like, jest as they gets 
the chance. This ere night, Maria, as you ain’t goin’ to a mother’s 
meetin’, we'll jest go and have a look at ’em.” 

So Maria and me goes to a big ’ouse in a fried fish and whelk-stall 
sort o’ neighbourhood. We goes up ever so many stairs till we gets into 
a enormous attic at the top, when you ’as to pass mysterious like through 
a big curtyng. The attic had all its walls covered with noosepapers in 
foreign languages, and proclamations was stuck up with big borders, as 
reminded me of the big posters of ‘‘a wholesale grocery store will open 
on Saturday night. A real live glass milk-jug and a splendid pair of 
plated tongs given to every lady that buys one pound of our two shilling 
Bohea.”” A young man with a head of ‘air on ’im was seated at the table, 
with his finger agin his forehead, Shakespeare and intellectoral like. 
** Sir,” says me to him, ‘‘are you in the Social and Nihilist line?” 
Says him, ‘“‘I am, sir. Thrice I have been in jail for the good cause. 
Thrice have I been frog-marched from Battersea Park for speaking of 
the good cause. I have had execootions in the house. I have been 
hit over the head in Trafalgar Square ; but I am proud to say that I can 
number among my friends humble brethren of the good cause who have 
shied the simple brick at the private ‘copper’—I mean constable—and 
proud brethren who have bought their half-dollar’s worth of nitro- 
glycerine and blowed up a emperor, and thought nothink of it.” 
Maria looks very nervous like at this, but told me afterwards if it 
hadn’t been as she tried to forget of the young man, and only to remem- 
ber there was tripe for supper and a baked Spanish, she’d have fainted 
right clean away. , , 

‘* And what,” says I, pointing to the walls, ‘‘ is these partickler jour- 
nals advocatin’ as is ung up on the walls?” = 
‘**That,” says he quite amiable like, “is the Fretheit, as motto is 
down with Tyranny, and Guy Fawkes all yer emperors.” 

‘That sounds pleasant,” says me. Just then a half-dozen coves 
comes in mysterious like, and sits at the other endo’theroom. ‘* Who's 
them ?” Says me. 
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‘*The one with the one eye,” says he, “is a Russian patriot. It 
costs the emperor about six quid a day to have him watched in London. 
His eye was blowed out while he was experimentin’ with a four-day 
clock, and some Fenian bust-up. Him in the corner, with a speckly 
face, is a German hero, as glorious like put a big stone on the railway 
Irons to give the Crown Wrince a jig up. Them two in the corner is 
London leaders of the hunemployed,’ 

** It seems to me,” says me, ‘‘ that the furrin dynamiters is rayther too 
close to our honest British workin’ men. I wish they'd air a little of their 
ee patriotism further orf. They puts idees into our chaps’ 

s.’ 

“I don’t know,” says he ; ‘‘ but I can’t talk no more to you, I ex- 
pect the delegates from the London Polish Gunpowder Convention ; so 
good day.” 

When I gets outside I says, ‘* Maria, it’s the bizness o’ man to cherish 
the stricken dove in his feelin’ buzzum, but I knows nothin’ in Shake 
speare or the ‘ Popular Lawyer,’ price three d., about encouragin’ of 
furrin’ pisonous adders, We've had a bit too much on ’em,”’ 








‘*SHoRE, Colonel O'Brien, me landlord, is the perloightest man I 
ever met,” remarked Dan’l, to his friend Mike. ‘* Be jabers! Is he 
now?” responded Mike. ‘* Yes, begorra!” continued Dan’'l, ‘‘and 
I'll tell ye for why. Whin I go to pay a troifle o’ rint, he passes me the 
whisky-boitle, and he turns his head aside, so that be mayn’t see how 
much I take; for I’ve got a power of suction on whin the rint’s due. 
Ah, he’s a gintleman, and whinever I have occasion to shoot him I'll do 
the business pate and comfortable for him. He shan’t go fluttering and 
rolling about like a winged partridge. Not he, by my sowl!” 





At a meeting of the Croydon Board of Guardians it nee 
pired that one part of Penge is called ‘* Tom Tiddler’s Ground,” use 
nobody knows to which parish it belongs, and county court summonses 
cannot be served there. The title is hardly pg as this ‘‘ Tom 
Tiddler’s Ground” is evidently not a place for “* picking up gold and 


silver.” 





Tue “ Boulanger bonnet” is now fashionable in Paris. Some cruel 
people say that the General is a ** bonnet " bribed by Prussia to lure 
France on to her destruction. It is quite evident that his bosom friend 


Caffarel is not the clean potato. ‘‘ Birds of a Feather—” etc, 
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THAT THERE RE”MUDDY!-—(RELATED BY THE WORKIN’ MAN.) 


[A deputation of ‘‘ unemployed” lately waited cn Sir James Ingham to emphatica!ly request hin to alrer the laws of demavd and «npply,) 











bo 
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Dat 





buned mn the rui«, and there wouldn't be nobody t» pay me uf there was a job 


as my seckytery, and went orf to smash up another coumry.” 
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Yer see, I was a-settin 
danger Oo gettin’ work 
Im a Soshelist 
ants wont give it yer 


er; and you ve only go 


‘Look ‘ere,’ ses I; 





Hide yerself uvti 
‘O Dew you jest smasres up heverythink, specially the 


“ — 


a-wonderin ’ work, and someihwg 
* Sartin 


r‘ered yer. and then 


how to git a j 
su tously 


worr 


in tre Paik 
even if you dewarnds it? ses ne « 
there's po dang-ro get in 
Cap'talists, 


to wa't ull you sees the sua rise in the Wes: 11 Cousequen 


sure wus. 





{0 Got, wen up « 
uck,” ses U. 
ay yer wild ave it—that’~ yer way. . 
Thac ll alter the laws o demand and supp 
and then you ll git all you wants.’ 






‘all thea,’ ses he. 


right 
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es, and waits; but the laws o nater seemed much the same; and the bloomia’ sun wox’d mse in the East. 





‘Im a-waitin’ for that job o paintin’; ba U've ‘nocked duwn all the ‘ouses, so there ain't none to paint; and, besides, all the capitalists is 
\" Aad—would you b’leeve it !—that Soshelist he oay chuckled, and pocketed ‘1s salary 


omes a feller with a black flag. 


y, and ali the other taws o’ 





~ eee enn ones 


‘Quite sure tr ere’s 
‘ ’ 

I'll snow you wha to 
. There, ye see—the 
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THE MARTYRS OF CIVILIZATION.— TO THE LIONS.” 
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AN ENNOBLING EXHIBITION. 5%... 4% ENIOKNAOKS. 7 
SceNe—A Coromer’: [nqzuest—:2y in Liméinuctoo, "PA 1UDGE recently told a junior clerk, who had got himself into financial 
Coroner. Gentlemen, this is an ‘nyiest for mur’er. You will, dithcul ies, that he had done exceedingly wrongly in running up a bil 
all of you, | ‘r luncheons sent in from a restaurant, as Pokaan have been much 
aimaiaiate ~ oblige me, ore healthy for him had he made his mid-day meal off a penny rol! 
therefore, by and a gla-s of milk. Then the Judge wen ot t, and partook of aft ar 
| regardingall | tc ularly rich, succulent repast. Bread and milk cold may Le very excel 
| the wit- | lent food for junior clerks, but very few judges take to it kindly—if the 
f ; i nesses for | © r of their noses be taken as a criterion of Ciet. 
wa i the defence a 
& { as criminals Tue following advertisement recently appeared in acontemporary :— 
, . in the dock. ‘* Wanted, a capable sober man of Christian principles, to drive a pair 
Gen ral ac- | of obstinate ponies belonging to an elderly lady. Church of Englan 
wht @ = yutescen preferred, Apply—” etc. What a terrible experience the elderly lady 
// EPR BL and cheers, | must have gone through, before resorting to the above extreme measure, 
“Alt ( EI ts procure a mild, patient, Christian coachman, warranted not to u 
HE wear words ! A | ort n of her life must have been Spent ina p SILI VE | 
A EI rgatory. Why esn’t she chop upa few tracts with the ponies’ fo 
} But I sub- | A drastic treatment of this sort might reform, and eventually convert | 
mit, Mr, | thera r le 1Gruy 7 _ 
Coroner, | _ - 
t ( for the ben f the rar st carefully got up by 
, ee sew t , well-meaning a1 This might be call 
I py F r r r r tl - a 
A’ ) = 7 gue r I A 5 —— — 
I | P = ‘ ~ . } ’ 9 ar in tr = “+ 
‘ A ] 4 ist F r r heir W 1 a 
| W A r rk is serve 
rt, I r rs, ar r ly board tough a KY 
f } 4 I , r " | 
Liars, erers, fa » zhastly Kers, r é : 
rr ace, Cy, I ner which w n rally 4 I r country pouice C rts, wi 
by act of par ent ring the . charming young damsel the other day, 
( zg A Mr. Cor r, In y t r her the Bible, and whispered some 
witnesses from lang | a kissing it. Io her confusion ti 
COKONE} \ I haven't heard any la : I'm a little hard | en gave the man in office two lo 
hearing at time wt the ¢ sel forthe M n the talk, for | nding culatory — salute Hearty | 
ple. How dave you ir he Cour for M It's very | laughter shook dust off the grime-stained | 
Whines.) 1 it, Mr. Eerringtong walls, The only man present who € | 
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, T agree with y (More Janeuace.) lota ; 
COKONER. There ee I am corroborated by an unbiasse deaf as a post, he did not altogether grasp | 
] ) ’ . ‘ , 
observer In insulting the ¢ nse rthe M j t me Oh the situation. | 


( rOR tHE Me To C, forthe A How beastly ugly you are! 
nt! Yout I Hlasnt he, Mr. Coroner? 
CoKOner. He has, dear boy. oar: with lauvhter, and mates fa 
at C. for the A., then suddenly bursts into tear:.) You are insulting me, 


you wicked Counsel for the Accused! (Ael/ow:.) I want] 


lave i b, t 





lger.”’ This giddy granny says that ‘‘a 
protection— woman is only as old as she looks,” and 
where's my grandmother? Booh ooh ! reckons she might pass for thirty years under the gaslight. We shall 
C. -FOR THe Accusenp, I have to complain, Mr. Coroner -xpect to see her dancing as oryphée in the front rowat the Alhambr 
, . t a . y , ¢ K pec ) Ce ECr Gancing asa Ory} 77é in the [ront row at S i Nora 
Coroner. Ha! Put that down!—put that down! You all hear very shortly. ' 
what he said!) (SAraeds. | 
C, FoR THE Mon, Thieves, liars, vermin, scum, rot, carrion—— Lorp WOoOLseLEY mentions a case of a man who was entitled ! 
C, FORK THRE A Et. Please put that down, Mr. Coroner, receive half-a-crown from the War Office authorities. The applican 
Ls } A ’ f lt r . , ¥ fir j r ’ 2 } . ° . . . 
COKONES What Insult a counsel by putting down his remark secured his thirty pence eventually; but he had to sign his name to 
Behave yourself, sir! I want protection—where’s myn immy ¢ (om.7 } various documents nineteen times before doing so, The re 1-tape 
, af 4 , , . . me @ Cah ] . wie. 2 } a he ¢ ite 
( POR THE ? Liuine y a ale ( . tom! ery, though 1ughed at in a derisive way Dy he majority, ha 
n. Fill smash your nose for you ['m not afraid of you (when I'm | ll a large cliemté/e in this slow-going country of ours. Liberals, ar 
protected by the court), Beast! Beetle crusher Hog Curse you! | even Kadicals, are absurdly pig-headed in certain matters over here 
i 


» = 


— 














No matter what government is in power, red-tape, like Mrs, Grundy, 
CoKnoner. Wow! Boo- hoo! The Counsel for the Accused i king is tough, and sways powerfully. 
atme! Take me away! (Goes tnto hAyster 


am self-defen ¢, and were more (Aap “asf 5, €A “’y vin na , f h’aris y | whose ¢ ror C yearnings 1 luce then ») venture 
’ . prary pre , - t = > en wi b sath — 5 

of ** Wilful Murde tr a rilance, ivi d a ae d on these es¢ ent mne ucher Chacon om pout, but we shouldnt 
I r) -ulien 2 Z ‘ LAACON ad SC j f, ] uidgn 

of lAe , aa / / é 4 ‘ 4; i avd i ’ 4d i z 4 Cif;re > Kl ir pre l¢ French C } in in neciately after he had I ir 


ff Af d V i f rfain } tanker } O! é arcol 


' - } ~t : ° e . 7 - f 
ee gti _ Ir is reckoned that there are, roughly speaking, about 2,500,007 
Anarcnialls menities, logs in Texas. They reside there at a cost of 100,000,000 dollars per 

AN Anarchist named Neve has been sentenced at Lei to fifteen | year to the responsible portion of the community. The majority of the 

ears’ penal servitude. In German prisons the discipline is draconic Low-wows prefer sheep as food. Still sausages are very cheap in Texas, 
years fF I t b 
and the diet is—well, to say the least, dreadful. The probability is that 39 perhay 
Neve will never come out again to propagate miserable and murder 
unprincipled principles evolved from varigus warped, twisted, and We shall no longer be able to allude to Timbuctoo ina scotting manner | 


meanly mercenary minds. The leaders of all disturbances that appeal | as a mysterious and unknown land, for a French officer has found his 

to the ‘criminal unwashed ' must know that anarchy, in any shape or | way there. ‘‘ I have lost my love for ever—she has gone to Timbuctoo 

form, has never proved a cess in the world’s histor There‘ore | will never more be used asa quotation. Timbuctoo will soon be as 

when Anarchists spout forth their vicious babble the word me from | familiar t as Epping Forest, Hampstead Heath or the Haymarket 
k 





i i 
the mouths of madmen or kray In either case |! ing would prove | Within a decade Bank-Holiday folk will be whirled through pneumati 
wholesome correct! L, tnem Ire Ia Will tu be ver there in twenty minutes at re luced fare 9 and the natives wii 





well-scored by the cat T provide shrimp teas at ninepernce per head. The above is written by 
{ 4 ’ 


nr het a} x. 2 ea i 4.AQG KiCi, 
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SHE KNEW SO MUCH BETTER WHAT WAS THE MATTER WITH HER. 


Lr, Smalidose.—** THE APPETITE A LITTLE DERANGED, THAT'S ALI 


” 


Mrs, Flytetghe.—“OuH! DON’T SAY THAT, Doctor! 
AA e 4 I~ oe _ a » - 
Nice /.—‘* PLEASE SAY YOU DON’T THINK I CAN po 
NICE,’ 


SIE LY GET 


hes 


WE SHALL PUT YOU RIGHT IN A DAY OR TWO.” 


Dr. S.—** EH 2 WHAT 1O YOU WISH ME TO SA\ 


‘GH THE COMING WINTER IF I DON’T AT ONCE GO OFi 





Song. (Arthur Balfour ) 
(WiTH APOLOGIES TO Mr. W. S, GILBer! 


Do you want a receipt for that wonderful entity 
Known to the world as an Arthur Balfour 
Twist yourself round till you lose your identity, 

Think of all this as you sink on the floor. 
The pluck of Bazaine, with the truth of an Endacott 
Mercy of Peace, with a flash of Argyle ; 
>weetness of Swinburne (although it offend 
Ghastly grimaces of Mister de Lisle— 
Tyrannical blood of burly King Hal a drop— 
Wit of a Saunderson—coolness of Pitt 
Lucidity clear of a Brown or a Malaprop— 
Malice of Beaconsfield making a hit— 
Matthews entrapped in a popular pillory 
Cody, the hero of Beffalo Billery— 
Rashness of Randy, who always will have a say— 
Knowledge profound of a Monsieur De Laveleye— 
Irving and Salisbury —Brummagem Joe— 
Tyndall and Ptolemy— Lowther and Lowe! 
Take of these elements all that are fusible, 
Melt them all down in a pipkin or crucible, 
Set them to simmer, and take off the scum, 
And Arthur Balfour is the residuum ! 
Cuorvs. Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! 
Arthur Balfour is the residuum 


If you want a receipt for this singular Minister, 


Get at the blood of a stone (if you can)— 
Hate of a Nero degraded and sinister— 
Love of Medusa—and panics of Pan- 
Little of Whiteley, the prey of fatality— 
Exeter's architect drawing a plan— 
Smug Mister Smith, who is called Old Morality — 
Princes of Paris when under a ban— 
ingle and Turveydroy dvocate Marriott 
ynathan Wild—and Judas Iscariot— 
"¢ m, brimming with bribery 
Ymnibus cad with his ’Ampstead and ‘Ighbury 
Henry of Battenberg — Barnum — Ducrow— 
Gents from the Dials and a burglar from Bow ! 
Take of these elements all that are fusible, 
Melt them all down in a pipkin or crucible, 
Set them to simmer, and take off the scum, 
And Arthur Balfour is the residuum ! 
Cuorus. Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! 
Arthur Balfour is the residuum ! 


ywwler of Bumble 
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Bloppygas. 


Iv this well-known Zulu is still alive, will he communicate at onc: 


with Mr. Horsman Gaunt, or with Mr. Walter Byzantium, c/o ** Hocd s 


Comic Annual” for 188% ? 


Price Ore Shilling. 


Too Mccu.—A skylight window falling on one’s bead. 
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WHAT A COMIC Anii8Sf HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 


‘‘Hum! AH! I suPPOSE SOME AMOUNT OF BRAIN IS NECESSARY EVEN FOR SUCH TOM- 
(P.S.—And the Comic Artist had sat up half the night racking his Brain for 


FOOLERY AS THAT!” 
a fresh idea too!) 


The Fighting Trade. 


_ THOUGH strange the facts that I re- 


hearse, 
The instinct of the race of Bakers 


| Is certainly the sheer reverse 


Of that which animates the 
Quakers. 


| For while we find the Quaker-band 


In paths of peace alone delighting, 


| The Bakers, on the other hand, 


Possess a genius for fighting. 


_ To take of instances a few, 


By way of Baker-illustration, 


: There’s Valentine, the Pasha. who 


Has gained great army-reputation. 


Then there’s Sir Thomas, of whese 
fame 
Many a young lieutenant prattles, 
And who has earned himself a name 
For courage in no end of battles, 


Then the explorer, known so well, 
Soldier-command did not demur to 
In Egypt: ’tis Sir Samuel 
Of that same ilk that I refer to. 


Then Mr. Dawson, ex-Lord Mayor 
Of Dublin, who was so pugnacious 
In politics, works (men declare) 
A baker’s business most capacious, 


_ And last, if but to France you'll go, 


There is that military Jingo, 


Boulanger — which, as you must 


know, 
Is Baker in the Gallic lingo. 


_ Thus, though it does seem singular, 


I think I’ve shown past contradic- 
tion 


| My thesis, that the Bakers are 


A fighting race in fact—not fiction. 


Still it some explanation needs ; 
And I'll suggest, if ’tis no treason, 


| A faculty for dough-ty deeds 


May possibly supply a reason, 














A “Taking” Likeness, 


** A PoRTRAIT of a Lady,” | 


Here our artist showeth 
His description’s shady, 
The reason he p’r’aps 
knoweth., 


Charming is the maiden, 
Sweet in face and figure, 
Not only beauty laden, 
But full of healthful 
vigour, 


Entre nous—our artist 
(Pry'thee don’t be bitter) 
Writhes ’neath Love the 
** Dartist,” 
#7e adores the sitter. 


Well, well, ‘tis not sur- 
prising, 
For she causeth rapture, 
And setteth one devising 
Methods for her capture. 


Each bachelor would 
surely 
D sire to soon discover 
If she, who sits demurely, 
Hath chosen yet a lover. 


And if Hope smiled 
serenely, 





**Scort’s Poems,’ 


Yea, gave the least suggestion 


Of winning her, so queenly— 


He’d long to pop the question, 


Now, lest all this digression 


Should shock some candid Briton, 


I'll herewith make confession— 


The Bard is also smitten. 








New Leaves. 


All these romantic and witching works by the 


** Wizard of the North” have been by sleight of band compressed, 
though unabridged, into six tiny red-backed volumes, enclosed in orna- 
mental case, less than four inches long by two and a half inches wide, 
and three in depth, by David Bryce and Son, of Glasgow. The words 
are there compressed, but the magic of the words is uncompressible.— 
Every fresh edition of Mr. Percy Lindley’s ** Walks in Epping Forest” 
only excites fresh interest in the delightful district it so fully and faith- 


fully describes. —The recent Shorthand Congress 


affords an appropriate 


opportunity for calling attention to ‘* Shorthand ” (Pitman’s) and ‘* Ver- 
batim Reporting,” both works by Oliver McEwan, 115 Warrior Court, 
and both exceedingly useful to all who study with a view to practising 


Shorthand, 


** Friend MacDonald,” by Max O’Rell (J. W. Arrowsmith, Bristol). 
The author has in this compiled from familiar sources a collection of 
well-worn and widely-known anecdotes. Whether his estimate of 
Scottish character, mainly founded thereon, is correct, we leave to 
Scotchmen, who may, or may not, be the best judges ; but the book is 


er. 


undoubtedly both amusing and entertaining, and the work of a shrewd 
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AS USUAL? 


(Please observe that this heading is a query; 
for the truth of the hereinafter stared ; but we 
(‘* The Naval and Military o 
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so of course we don’t go for to vouch 
do vouch oe = high probability.) 
ngstone Harbour. Owing to orders re- 
ceived from the Horse Guards enforci»g the necessity f. secrec 

gramme has only been made known to Stow of the of Bree a bgt es 
precautio s have been taken to prevent the public o 
tions.” ]}—See Newspapers. 


Jones, Brown, and Robinson, British subjects, being greatly interested 
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ee 
ULC RECN WET ys : 
=" 4 


rincipal officers interested. Great 
taining a knowledge of the opera- 


in the defences of 
their country, are 
understood to be 
very anxious to 
witness the secret 


inl Prva AK | manceuvres. They 

f TAN | hie 
“~ vw i: have applied to 
|) A ‘Natighe: NE ij) ) the authorities, 
Hii] / Fs GAS In aA ORY i but it has been 
| 1: +S ee (more or less) civ- 


illy explained to 
them that it would 





fill 





be extremely detri- 
mental to the in- 
terests of the Uni- 
ted Kingdom if 
33 the secrets should 
_—. "_~._ J be made known to 
anyone, and that 
therefore Great Precautions are being taken to prevent the public ob- 
taining, &c. 














JoNEs, Brown, and Robinson, British subjects, being of opinion that 
it is owing to their want of influence that they are not permitted to see 
the manceuvres, have begged the Lord Mayor to apply to the autho- 
rities in the matter; but the Lord Mayor has been politely informed that 
if the secrets should become known even to persons of influence, it might 
be extremely detrimental to, &c., and that therefore (chorus) Great Pre- 
cautions are being taken to prevent the public, &c., with a twiddle 
twaddle, fiddle-diddle-dee, 


THE Lord Mayor has applied to the Lord Chancellor to use his in- 
fluence on behalf of Jones, Brown, and Robinson, British subjects, in 
the matter of witnessing the manceuvres; but the Lord Chancellor has 
been very politely informed that if the secrets, &c., and that therefore 
(chorus) Great Precautions are being, &c., with a bunkum-wunkum, 
hookey-wookey, walkerow-de-dow. 


HAVING failed to obtain any information about the secret manceuvres 
from the authorities, Brown, Jones, and Robinson, British subjects, have 
bethought themselves of seeking for enlightenment among the foreign 
colonies in Leicester Square and other parts of the metropolis. From 
the first foreigner applied to they have learned all they required, and a 
deal more. The foreigner has explained that he obtained his information 
from the newspapers of his native land, where the details of the 
manceuvres are universally and minutely known, the most exhaustive 
accounts having been sold to his authorities by the officials in the British 
Government Departments, in the regular and customary way. For, 
as it might be extremely detrimental, etc., therefore (chorus) Great 
Precautions are being, &c., &c., with a flummy-wummy, buggy-wuggy, 
wee. 


IN reply to the representation of Brown, Jones, and Robinson, British 
subjects, on the advisability of employing a staff of departmental officials 
to betray British secrets to foreign governments for bribes, the British 
authorities have replied that the officials are not employed for the actual 
purpose indicated, but are only permitted to engage in the traffic as an 
indulgence. The authorities further explain that the ‘‘ precautions taken 
to prevent the public obtaining a knowledge of the operations” only 
referred to the British public, foreign publics being exempted from such 
exclusion. With a jobby-jobby, jobbery-a-lido day, 








AN American theatrical manager, who recently neglected to pay his 
company their salaries, was pounced on by seven indignant chorus ladies, 
and spanked terribly. Dudes and mashers looked on with wild strained 
eyes, and fled aghast from the awful sight. They had no idea that such 
pink and white faced damsels could hit so hard. However, 2s things 
turned out, it was found that the girls had hurt their hands con: iderably 
more than the manager. 


Catching. 
A coop Socialist, compelled by lack of means to walk, whenever he 
sees one of his superiors enter a carriage, would like to enter—a protest. 








The Martyrs of Civilization.—“ To the Lions.” 
(Ste CARTOON.) 


TIME was when martyrs, clinging to their creed, 
Braved death, and ‘* To the lions!” the cry; 
And martyrs even now there be indeed, 
Who to the lions shrink—perchance to die. 


But these of latter time are driven thus 
By poverty, not persecution, there ; 

Nor are their lions fierce and ravenous, 
But Landseer’s lions in Trafalgar Square. 


Night after night, crouch'd close beneath their feet, 
Lie hungry, wretched creatures, pale and wan, 
Sleeping ; and the policeman on his beat 
Can scarcely find the heart to say ‘* Move on!” 


While through the day some vainly linger still, 
Unable for their bread to get them work, 

Mingling with others, who, disposed to ill, 
Trade on their wes, and honest labour shirk. 


Go, kindly woman and well-wishing man ! 

See what true worth misfortunes have destroyed ; 
Then turn to solving, if so be you can, 

The burning problem of the Unemployed, 





Tue wild letters that Mr. Ruskin fires forth, when suffering from fits 
of fine frenzy, naturally draw forth chaff from Philistines. But the old 
gentleman sometimes perpetrates really facetious truisms. Here is one 
we came across the other day: ‘“‘If you want to show to your country 
friends how the sun looks in a London fog, throw a bad half crown into 
a basin of dirty waver.” 


——— ee 


A BELGIAN Socialist has been sentenced, at Brabant, to two years’ 
imprisonment for advocating his abominable doctrines in public places, 
The Belgian code of laws is mild when compared with ours, But the 
authorities in Belpium know that the time has arrived to plant a — 
foot on human vermin who seek ‘o subvert all law and order, anc 
raise a mad reign of anarchy for personal profit. 











BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE, 
BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom, 
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‘“May IT PLEASE You TO cou? 'owN,”—Aing Richard //,, 
Act ITT, Scene 3. 
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BULLY (DOG) FOR HIM. 


1, Mr. Jones calls on the lovely Miss Belle. ——2, Rapture! Here she comes.——3. Alas! Something else instead.———4. Whose inten- 
ope seem uncertain,——5. His only resource, 6. And she was <ctually cruel enough to ask him if he would not stop and take a cup 
ol tea, 











Not a Chest(er)nut. | JUST OUT. 
{l.ord Randolph Churchill bas gone to Chester for awhile.) PRICE ONE SHILLING. POST-FREE, 15. 2d. 


| 
Lorp RANDOLPH has 
ef oper npe teagan, Reg HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL 





That his style towards political neighbours, CHar.es G. LELAND, GoprREY TURNER, GEorGE Davzier, CHARLES S. CHELT- 
Isn’t that of a Chester-field. “aM, JouN Nortucott, C. C. Ruys, Byron Wesser, B. M. Rankine, J. W. 
Hovucuton, W. SpearmMAN, H. T. Jounson, H. Waesrarre, A. T. Pask, H. M. 


a — ” | Pautt, Launce Lee, Kats Burton, Percy Reeve, CHARLES J. DUNPHIE, 
, -a78 . ROVE PALMER, ErnestjWAkren, A. DEwAR WILLOCK, AND RICHARD HENRY. 

Fust Out. Price One Shilling. FPost-free, 15. 24. BTM AAMESTS 

Eighteen Full-page lilustrations, and many others by 


J O C E Y C L U B S T O R I E S. Gorpon Tuomson, J. F. Suttivan, Leste Wittson, J. W. HouGHTon, MAuRICE 
TT (JREIFFENHAGEN, A, T. Ecwes, Lucien Davis, THomas DALzIEL, MATT. STRETCH 

By FRANK BARRE .‘ E. G. Revnoups, F. A. Fraser, Puit Essutt, G. Gatcompe, H. P. Dor! MAN, 

meg ae H. Tuck, Ernest Griset, AND Hat LuDLow. 

** Not a dull page in the whole volume.”—Sfortsman. 


“ The reader remains amused and interested from the first page to the last." —Cown/; 
Centlentan. “PUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, E.C. 


B 
will he thereat himself sequester ; 
Or prattle Dee-side-ed-lee ? ; | WOR: 1° 
Now though Chester's a field for his labours, | Containing Contributions by 
By some the idea's not concealed, | Georce R. Sims, G. Manvitte Fenn, Frank Barreit, J. F. SuLtivan, 




















Cadburys Reckitts 


GUARANTEED 


PURE AND Cocoa B Ul C 
Relea t See that you get it! 


: . ea “ , aan —— a 
Or 6d. Boxes. All Stationers. Sample Box 


(24 kinds) 7 stamps. Birmincuam. BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. As bad makes are oftensold 
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AN ILLUSION DISPERSED. 






































¥ | 
14 
’ 
2 & 
a es 
, es 
> & 
hi. 
re 
- Fe 
; + 
4 


ae ee ae Kian 


= 





ace a aiipiat Sia 





Seek RK 
wo 







amos 


Le 
sr 





het a 





Shag 







4 
% | 
4 
# 
- 
: 
¢ 
: 





nen 
a bebe aor a 
a 


Ss. ht 






, - 
—. 


« * q 
RES Reig A Tae EE EE 
ea : : 
aera a3 % See 







orrca 
oe ema 


hole ae 





, 2 _ a 
ec cam ade 
Sere Sper 


ee 
sare 


ae 


SO: TES 






































I ot eee 





Sais 2 







ccildeaalineamiese 








A OLA i 








Gack See 


ao 


RPT 


ee a Oe | 


ey 


lin, 


ae 








FUN. 





NOVEMBER 2, 1887, 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


O.ymPiA.—The Paris Hippodrome, which had such a success in the 
same quarters last season, has re-established itself here. The vast size 
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Tue Princess’ ‘THe STROLLER,” 

of the place is not an unmixed benefit to the show in my opinion. It 
certainly renders possible such imposing manceuvres as the picturesque 
ride which opens the programme, the steeple-chasing and leaping, Miss 
Jenny O’Brien’s daring ‘‘ post”’ with thirty-two horses (more or less), 
the chariot *‘ races,” to say nothing of the principal feature of the ex 
hibition, the striking Arab display which forms the second part, and 
which threatens (and deserves) to rival the popularity of Buffalo Bill and 
his Wild West. But when it comes to performances in the somewhat 
** removed” ring, distance is far from lending enchantment to the view, and 
boredom begins to manifest itself, particularly as the whole performance 
of the first part, except during the antic-tumbling of a troupe of Marocan 
(whatever that may be) jumpers, and the tricks of a well-trained troupe 
of dogs with an irresistibly comic poodle attached, is a trifle ** slow.” 
THE lingering, but palpable remnants of the fog which prevailed in 
the early part of the day, discounted a good deal of the effect of the 
preliminary *‘ ride” (called Zheodora, by-the-way), but it was a good 
display of handsome horses, clever riders, and picturesque costumes. 
The remarkable somersaulting of the ‘* Marocans” is really a sight to 
see, there seems no limit to their powers in that way, and the *‘ exhibit”’ 
shows sound athletic ability, though it bas a ludicrously comical element, 
too. Koman races over fences (the performers standing), some pretty 
manceuvres with four horses by M, Gilbert, and a bright ‘* Little Steeple- 
chase’ speak forthemselves. The performance of a couple of Eccentrics, 
the Ilarlow Brothers, humour on rather Harlow level, but not without 
merit, follows. Then comes our friend, Jenny O’Brien, with her *‘ post” 
of thirty-two, It is an extremely pretty, and looks something of an 
extra daring, act for a lady (though the horses are, of course, trained) and it 





“Tue Otp GUARD, 


lun AVENUE. 


detracts nothing from Miss (of course) O’Breeang’s merit that she failed 





to maintain her balance, at one point, and made part of the circuit in a 
somewhat undignified, thoug] by no means ungraceful posture. 














‘*A comic Race with Donkeys,” is rather poor fooling, and one of 
the things which suffer from the size of the place—the points are too dis- 
persed for all of them to be seen. Perhaps the prettiest and pleasantest 
act of the programme is the one which follows—Mdlle. Antoinette 
Gonthard’s ** triple tandem of jumping horses.” Had I a wreath of bays 
upon my brow [ would Antwoinette, and place it upon hers—a wreath 
of bays would be specially appropriate to a horsewoman—but as I wear 
nothing but the marks of care upon the noble expanse referred to, the 
will must be taken for the deed. Mdlle. Gonthard, in her smart red 
jacket, is as neat and graceful as the handsome and intelligent animals 


she guides so skilfully. 


An “Arrapahoe Race” by M. Gilbert is interesting and clever, and 
the trained dogs (poor things !) are wonderfully expert and well-trained 
—not forgetting the comical black poodle in the yellow ruff. The 
‘* Roman Games,” showing a *‘ race between two eight-horsed chariots,”’ 
is rather suggestive of one of the Roman ‘‘games” having been “‘ roping,” 
from the rather obvious manner in which they don’t race. However, 
racing would be dangerous, and the teams are handsome and well 
stepping. Next in order comes a double performance, wherein some 
graceful evolutions are gone through by one of the ‘‘ noble animals,” 
accompanied by an honest and solemnly clumsy version of the same by 
an elephant. The spectacle, with which the part concludes, of another 
horse strapped and bound in an ungainly, unnatural and painful 
position upon a huge structure, which is then drawn oft by the elephant, 
is wholly unpleasant, and is neither interesting, clever nor amusing. 

THE second part of the show consists in going to see the stables, and 
the third of the wonderful Wild Arab representation, which needs to be 
seen to he appreciated. Altogether there seems no reason why the 
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Tue Princess's.—“ My Jack.” 


Hippodrome should not enjoy a second edition of the success it made 
last season. 


PRINCE OF WALES’s,—It seems far back in the days of my hopeful 
youth that I first saw Dorothy. But it is seldom that the memories of 
youth are justified when the experience is repeated in old age; and a 
recent sight of Dorothy gave not a whit less pleasure than the very 
lirstexperience. It has a new and childlike Phyllis now in Miss Florence 
Perry, who sings prettily enough, and all the old friends are in the same 
form— Dorothy, with her lovely, though sometimes metallic, voice ; 
Sherwood, with his encored ‘‘ ()ueen ;”” Lurcher, the ludicrous, and all 
the rest of them, including the dogs, who **don’t think anything of it” 
now. Dorothy is getting an old girl now; how much longer will she 
last, I wonder? Will her death, or the birth of her possible new home, 
the Lyric, occur first? The race is ‘‘anyone’s” up to now. 


Nops AND WINKs.—At last Miss Grace Hawthorne has given her 
many admirers an opportunity of seeing her graceful rendering of Zanetto, 
in Zhe Stroller, Her conception of the Minstre! Boy’ is in every respect 
perfectly charming.—The Empire will probably open its portals once 
more somewhen early in December with the usual “‘ variety show ” turns 
and two stupendous ballets.—Mr. Gilbert’s Wicked World is among the 
things Miss Mary Anderson has “‘on the list” for the Lyceum.— Ze 
Old Guard, which might fairly be called Zhe Same Old Game, was pro- 
duced at the Avenue last Wednesday some three hours too late for notice 
in this issue of our influential journal ; wait till next week and you'll see. 
——Mr. Jones has altered his Vaudeville play with from Fair Play’s a 
Jewel to Heart of Hearts, which is the name of a jewel. 

NgsTOR. 
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A Cheerful Companion to 


the Calendar. 


NovEMBER—(FirsT HALF.) 


Ist. 


2nd. 


4th. 


6th, 


Sth, 


oth, 


As this is All-Saints’ Day, 
pray let 
Your conduct be naught 
less than saintly ; 
Don’t drink, *‘ use language,” 
fib, nor bet, 
Nor ev’n your wife’s mam- 
ma d/ess faintly. 


The Term of Michaelmas be- 
gins this day— 
A term of trials, both for 
sued and sueing ; 
If you’d not court a ** wig- 
ging,” keep away 
From ev'ry court where 
law is brewing. 


This day the first balloon, 
with blaze of straw, 
A daring Frenchman car- 
ried to the skies ; 
Without much wonderment 
the feat men saw— 
Frenchmen so commonly 
by vapour rise, 


America this day declared her 
Rights— 

No doubt it was quite right 
of her to do it; 

The trampled worm, ! we're 
told, both turns and 
fights, 

And ’twas her wrongs, she 
said, that brought her to 
it. 

Of **Guy Fox ”—which was 
not his name— 

Most blundering of king- 
attackers, 

Fate, this day, spoil’d the 
little game, 

To help the trade in squibs 
and crackers, 


You are not in the least con- 
strain’d, this day, 
To f’te the birth of Colley 
Cibber ; 
His plays, thank goodness ! 
we have ceas’d to play, 
And actors we have better, 
if not glibber. 


At Oxford this day, sixteen- 
sixty-five, 

The first ‘* Gazette,” which 
Fortune’s fav’rites pet- 
ted, 

Was publish’d; many men 
who’re now alive 

Died ev'ry day to find 
themselves ‘‘ gazetted.” 


John Milton died this day, 
great Cromwell’s friend, 
And _ English freedom’s 
val’rous pioneer ; 
Drink his mem’ry in your 
fav’rite ** blend,” 
Or, as the Yankees put it, 
“*shed a tear,” 


The Prince of Wales’s birth- 
day, don’t be shy, 

But keep it with good cheer 
and hearty cheering, 
Don’t even let the jokes you 

crack be ‘‘ dry,” 
And shout as if your friends 
were hard of hearing. 





roth, 


11th, 


14th, 





“WHY IS THIS RIDER SO HAGGARD?” 


BECAUSE HE HAS BEEN READING ‘‘ THE Lost AuTHOR,” ny GrorGe R. SIMS, IN 
**Hoop’s Comic ANNUAL” FoR 1888, 


Brave, church-defying Martin Luther born, 
By a Pope’s bull assailed—he lived to boast 
it 
He slipped from that dilemma’s sharpest horn, 
Fell’d the big bull, and then resolved to 
roast it. 


The Cléture resolution passed, designed 
To spoil the sport of talkative M. P.s, 

But still, as often as they choose, they find 
A way to spoil the spoilers with great ease. 


This day died Mrs. Gaskell, good and kind, 
A novelist to set your heart on; 
You'll wade through many a book before 
you'll find 
The equal of her ‘* Mary Barton.” 


Tuneful Rossini breathed his last this day, 
Who might have been the King of Music’s 
frater, 
If you're a pianiste, get out and play, 
His ** Semiramide ” and ‘‘ Stabat Mater,”’ 


By Bruce, this day, the Nile’s source found, 
Which long had been a source of doubt, 


And not unseldom made a ground 
lor ‘‘ learned Thebans ”’ falling out. 


15th, This day brave Stanley, correspondent keen, 
Exploring Africa on his own plan, 
Came on the greatest wonder he had seen, 
Found Livingstone to be a living man. 


AN Indian snake doctor advertises that he has 
prepared a mixture that is fatal to venomous snakes 
The party attacked by the most viciously disposed 
cobra has only to apply a drop or two of the dooce 
tion to the reptile’s nostrils, and he curls up and pegs 
out forthwith. The nigger medico must be a de- 
scendant of that grand old gentleman who informed 


_ boys that the easiest way of catching birds was to 


put plenty of salt on their tails, 


At the Buffet. 
Barmaiden (to Customer).—** Will you have your 


bitter beer in a tankard?” 
Thirsty One.—** Well, miss, if it’s all the same to 
you, I feel that dry I should like it in a ¢ank/” 








ae Sie 


bs es 


i 


* 
: 
> 
> 
4 
rat 
a? 
BY 
a 
ns | 
3? 
) 

" 


en eae ee 
* 











-_ 














_ 
awe = 


ee 


1A O89 a ge 


_ 
-~ 


a 














NOVEMBER 2, 1889, 


186 EF ON : 











THAT DISOBLIGING PUBLIC. 


suggested that the magistrates should neither grant nor renew licences to music halls 
The chairman suggested that this motion was impracticable, as it would 


[Ar the Licensing meeting of the Middlesex magistrates, Mr. Dixon-Hartland 
until they were satisfied of their structural soundness and the sufficiency of their exits. 
render the renewal of licences impossible for at least a year ; and the motion was withdrawn.] 











{ been some little attempt to save the public from being burned alive. Miss Common Humaneness had made her little appeal to the Music Hal! Manager, 
? 1 ti\aen bi 7. 11 
and peen Lowed out, 








Then the M :nager had consulicd his usual adviser—Mr. Se!f-Interest, an unpleasant, dirty, sordid practitioner—and had decided to leave the Fire-Trap Music Hall 


fire-trappy, and save his pocket. 
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¢ Middlesex mayistrates had to take it uy n behalf of the Manager's pocket, of course. ‘‘ Look here, Mr. Put " aid they, ‘‘as we consider the Manager s 
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whiat y t k that degraded Pablic said? It actually said, * J'll ‘ and the Manager hanged first 
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THE UNEMPLOYED.—AN APPEAL FOR HELP. 


FOR YOU 


DO 


AN 
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WHAT I 


SEE 


QUITE 


NOT 
SHOT,” 


DO 
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‘REALLY, MY GOOD MAN, 


Workman), 
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‘See Cartoon Verses, p. 189. 
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THE GREAT SAFEGUARD. 

Pe pe cane bic bean my es ye tee Tascae we 

ou ven 

aout te building was no longer looked afte Rxtem Gani could be erected, 

doors could be fastened up, and al! sorts of changes made without any interference on 

the part of anybody.) 

Music Hatt MANAGeR (fo jis Cuter Orricer). See, Mr. Jones; 
the public 
hovers round 

Our festive 
portals, crav- 
ing recrea- 
tion, 

Yet loth to be 
cremated ere 
decease, 

I prithee go to 


FIRE-TRA 











him, and reas- 
sure, 

Vowing that all 
is safe, 

Cuigr OFFICER, 
In vain, in 
vain ! 

He saith there 
isno safe- 
guard, 

MANAGER, Let us place 

Our heads together, and devise a plan 

By which to lull him to a foolish credence 
Touching the safety of our premises, 

That he may fill our hall, and bring us gains, 

Our Ruvers. Let me assist you in this enterprise. 

MANAGER, (aside to Chief Officer.) Most awkward chance that these 

have overheard us ! 
For now will these, knowing our plan, exact 
Real solid safety in our premises— 
Broad exits here—a fireproof curtain there— 
Stone stairways, and——— 

Our Ruiers, We fear us, from your manner, 

That ye do misconstrue our true intention. 

MANAG#R. Now nay, good Rulers, Heaven forefend that we 

Should fancy aught save that your sole desire 
Is for the safety of the populace. 
Our Rutgers. Go to, thou wag! (digs manager in the ribs.) A quaint 
conceit of thine! 
‘** The safety of the pop,”—ah, hold our sides ! 
Nay, commerce, money-making are our care, 
As rulers of a great commercial people ; 
And if the safety of the populace 
Should clash with these— Safety! But to counsel, 
I have a plan—a Board of Works Inspection, 
Then a Certificate to lure the public, 
And then (whispers the rest, all chuckle violently), 


” o * + 
MANAGER, Good Mr. Jones, I prithee tell the builder 
To cut six spacious openings in these walls, 
And clear away ten dozen rows of seats 
To make a showy gangway ; let the mason, 
Build great stone stairs ; then place great tanks o’erhead, 
With mighty hose attached ; and thus and thus. 
The Board of Works Inspector comes along 
With his Certifi- 
| we ») cate, our stock- 
| in-trade, * * 
awed 


’Tis well. Now 
post our sweet 








po <= Certificate 
t- Out on the wall. 
. « ‘Tis well 
es » -—the trap is 
set! 







' Our RULERS (in 
persuasive cho- 
rus). Be reas- 


sured, § good 
Public, flock ye 
; in ! 


Behold the Board 
ad of Works Cer- 
tificate ! 
(Manager and Rulers exchange winks, and the deludid public flocks in.) 
MANAGER, Good Mr, Jones, as all our seats are full, : 








Pray tell the carpenter to get him wood 

And stop those spacious openings in the walls, 
Replace those sundry dozen rows of seats, 

And make more rows to fill the gangways up ; 

Then sell those great stone stairs that waste much space, 
And substitute a ladder; sell the tanks, 

And hose, and that. Now place unnumbered jets 
Of flaring gas close to the tinder scenes ; 

Lock the remaining doors. . . How now? a fire? 
A panic? Hundreds trampled out of life ? 

A deadhouse full of human cinders? Widows, 
Parents and orphans in a wailing crowd ? 

Nay, there is some meee ! 

We have a Board of Trade ificate ! 

Speak to the mourners—point it out to them 

Upon the walls ; they will be satisfied, 

Seeing our Board of Trade Certificate. 


_ 
—_ 








Tue heating apparatus in a church got out of order very suddenly the 
other day during divine service, and sulphurous fumes wafted through 
the sacred edifice, causing very choky sensations among the congrega- 
tion. Many of the good ladies present made up their minds that vener- 
able Nicholas was about to appear and bear them away ’midst flashes of 
blue, red, and green fire. They were so alarmed that they forgot all 
about each other’s headgear, and began to pray fervently for the first 
time in church. 





A coupLe of Americans recently chased a heathen Chinee through 
sundry streets in Chicago. They kept up a brisk fire at his retreating 
form with their revolvers. At last John Chinaman got tired of affording 
sport, so, standing at bay, he pulled out a six-shooter, and put daylight 
through one of the sons o’ freedom. There’s a general notion among 
the American inhabitants of Chicago that the Celestial ought to be sawn 
to pieces for his dastardly conduct. They reckon he should have stood 
quietly, and have taken cold lead as a sort of compliment. 





A STOPPAGE TO FAMILY JARS IN AFRICA.—The arrest of King Ja-Ja 


_-—- _—< ——— — 





BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUDED ry Our BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE Boom 














‘* TELL ME, MY FRIEND, ART THOU THE MAN THAT SLEW HIM?’ 
—KKine Henry V1., Part Il,, Act V. Scene t. 
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A “Laughing Plant.” 
“laughin ” it is said, grows in Arabia, with 
- ry ei el maging ane Tos wetives ary, ae ering 
Soe vite a Gevus clown or 0 mndauam and be tne icons on 
rcus ¢ r " 
behave li ae on ase stale Fo a@ ridiculously up- 
Ou, have you not heard of the laughing plant 
That grows in Arabia’s clime? 2 
If you sniff it, why, then keep from laughing you can’t, 
ut you'll cachinnate all the time, 
Yes, husband, wife, sister, or cousin, or aunt, 
Must all succumb to the laughing plant. 


The seeds are used as a kind of snuff— 
And this up your nose you draw, — 
A very small dose is, it seems, enough 
To make you grin and guffaw. 
And if any cry ‘* Stop!” you reply, ‘*I shan’t !” 
For you cannot escape from the laughing plant. 


You jump and you jig, and you shout aloud, 
Like a clown in the circus ring, 

And attract around you a wondering crowd, 
While you with hilarity sing. 

Yea, you roar and rollick, and rave, and rant, 

When under the spell of the laughing plant. 


This lasts an hour, and then, they say, 
Asleep you exhausted fall ; 
And when you awake from your gambol gay, 
You don’t recollect it at all. 
So all things considered, ’tis rough, you'll grant, 
To be made look insane by the laughing plant. 


Then, wherefore seek for this potent herb? 
’T were wiser its spell to shun, 














Is a plant by the name of Fun. 
’Twill make you laugh, and most cheerfully chant, 
Without the aid of the laughing plant. 
ae 
THE Japanese ladies who have adopted European dress are | } 
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astonished at the length of the bills sent them by French 

modtstes. So are the male things in Japs who happen to | 
be responsible for the said bills. The Japanese, who are | 
not in the habit of ignoring payment for clothing, don’t seem | 
quite to understand why they should have to shell out £100 | 


Bob Masherby,—*‘ How po you Like our New Hats, Cousin HILDA? 
RATHER SNAPPY AND SWAGGER, AIN’T THRY? HAD ’EM BUILT SPR- 


HARD ON THE BOYS. 


Sagas cagA naan AOE eee —— 


a er ee eat at 


for a dress that isn’t worth more than a “* tenner.” 





Musical. 


HE was a very worthy man, and, on account of his sub- 
scriptions rather than his musical knowledge, had been 
appointed chairman of the choir committee ; and on this 
particular occasion he upset the gravity of the meeting by 
saying, ‘‘ Next Sunday I want the quartette to sing a solo!” 
He is still chairman of the choir committee. 








CIALLY FOR US, DON’T YOU KNOW? Cost Two GUINEAS APIECE, ’'PON 
MY SOUL THRY DID!” 

Cousin Hilda.—‘' YES, THEY CERTAINLY ARE RATHER SNAPPY AND 
SWAGGER, AND YOU BOTH LOOK VERY CHARMING IN THEM. BoT DON’T 
YOU THINK IT RATHER A WASTE OF GOOD STUFF TO PUT Four GUINEAS’ 
WORTH OF ARRANGEMENTS IN SILK OVER FouR FARTHINGS’ WORTH OF 
BRAINS? YET, AFTER ALL, WHAT CAN ONE EXP&CT FROM Boys WITH 
‘7ILES’ LOOSE!” 

Jack Masherby.—‘* COME, HANG IT ALL! YOu’RE PRECIOUS ROUGH, 
HILDA. Our ‘TILES’ AIN’T LOOSE. DRAW IT MILD!” 











HOTCH POTOH. 


_A wILy Teuton waited on a confectioner the other day, and ordered 
him to make a pie, the crust of which was to be lined with current coins 
of the realm. He stated that his object in having the pastry prepared 
in this fashion was to afford his wife a little surprise on her birthday. 
The confectioner prepared the indigestible comestible, and padded it 
with money more or less bad. The birthday pie was not paid for on 
delivery, and the wily Teuton is very much wanted. 


A DANCING master was fined 21s, a few days back for spanking his 
wife witha violincase. An old lady in court muttered something about its 
being ‘‘a werry violint case, ” but she was rapidly waltzed out by two gaolers, 
who threatened to gag her if she returned and attempted to speak again. 


THE other day a clergyman informed a School Board meeting that he 
had never seen a pantomime in his life, and he had no desire to see one, 
Should the unfortunate man ever be tempted to indulge himself, we fer- 
vently hope he will have all his buttons stitched on tightly before he 
ventures into a Christmas show. 


“ Victory or death !” howled a Socialist speechmonger a night or two 
back. ‘’Ere, dror it mild, guv’nor!” inte a battered individual 
in the crowd; ‘* victory or two lovely black eyes, and I’m yer man, you 
bet. Don’t be too ‘ard on the parokials in a rushin’ of ’em into funiral 


hexpenses sudden like !” 








| Yankee “‘ coppers” are quite as wicked as ours, after all, 


The Unemployed,—An Appeal for Help. 
(See CARTOON.) 


AMID the many who demand | Left the poor workman out of sight: 
Relief on this or the other hand, But now that they are brought to 
The starving British workman now | face 

Hath mighty claims, as allallow. | The sterling merits of his case, 
Worthy is he of heed, I wot, They will be driven to believe 
For truly hard must be the lot ’Tis urgent, and will soon perceive 
Of him who is (despite that he That Irish remedies—so grim— 
A law-abiding creature be, Should scarcely be applied to him. 
And shows himself to duty true,) Statecraft must learn, as Statecraft 
Unable to get work to do, can, 

The Government’s absorbing cares | Not to let starve the working-man, 
For Ireland’s troublesome affairs © But lend him cong Aap instead, 
Seem to have almost, if not quite, | That he may earn his daily bread. 





Proressor BLACKi£ considers that when a man “falls in 
love,” he should carefully recover his legs before he plunges into matri- 
mony. But when boys fall in love they never look through the spec- 


tacles of Blackie—no, all seems rosy until—— 





Tue New York Socialists are highly indignant with the police because 
actually they object to being maltreated without retaliating, Why, the 
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** Haste thee, Nymph, and bring with thee 
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( Opening lines of Puddler’s ** Ode to Autumn,” ) 
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TOUCHING AUTUMN. 


| Toasted muffins for my tea!” 














A Ballade of “ Bashers;” or, Villon-ous Verses. 


By THE SO-CALLED UNEMPLOYED. 


Wuoy ! hooray for our bloomin’ band, 
Wot trapeses all round abowrt ; 
A-strivin’ of swag to “‘ land,” 
When a-risin’ our mighty showrt, 
And givin’ of coves a clowrt, 
Wot dares for to feel annoyed. 
When a-rampin’ our gang goes owrt, 
Which we crissens the Unemployed. 


To Traf. square, near the Strand, 
Don’t Soderiists come and spowrt ; 

All our ** rows” by them chaps is ’ 
There ain’t not the slightest dowrt. 
They allus is ripe for a rowrt, 

When there’s things for to be destroyed ; 
Each Sosherlist acts as a towrt, 

For us coves called the Unemployed. 


And when on this ‘‘ lay” we've scranned, 
We ain't got no call for to powrt, 

If watches and things come to ‘and, 
As our blue-red we flowrt. 
And each of us, loafer and lowrt, 


To do damage is overjoyed ; 


For our arms is strong and stowrt, 
Though we calls ourselves Unemployed. 


We ain’t the vee/ pore, understand, 

They ain’t likely ter suffer from gowrt, 
From feedin’ on grub too grand, 

Sech as truffles, and tarts, and trowrt. 

Like pigs wot is led by the snowrt, 
Honest laber we're led to avoid. 

To St. Laziness we’re devowrt, 
So, 0’ corce, we are Unemployed. | 





INVOICE, 


Prince of darkness, we hopes as you’ve planned, 
| To ’ave Warrin to you decoyed ; y, 
| For he trots owrt his peelers, and 


Quite worries us Unemployed. 





ScRIMsWiG tried to wind up the dining-room timepiece with the 
_ tongs the other night. In his efforts to do so he tilted it into the fender. 
‘* Josiah,” screamed Mrs. S. ‘You've done for the clock at last. 
| **Yesh, my dear!” hiccoughed Scrimswig, with a pleasant beam. ‘I 
| thinksh it has come to an smtimely endsh.” She turned a deadly 
| greenish-white, and made for him. Do you blame her? The police 

didn’t when they were called in. 
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THH YOKEL'S VENGHANOE, 


It was a village maiden, and her name was Little Jane, 
She occupied a cottage at the bottom of a lane; 

And I have known disinterested parties for to say 

As Little Jane was just about as beautiful as day, 


(I cannot say, with certainty, that anyone was heard 
To specify the kind of day to which he thus referred ; 
But one displaying fogginess, or frostiness, or rain, 
Were not at all the sort of day for symbolising Jane. 


A day with sunny smiles, and silken curls of ginger hair, 

A day with nice complexion, and a sly, coquettish air ; 

A day with ruby lips, and saucy nose, and eyes of blue, 
And plump and pleasing figure is what /’¢ compare her to. ) 


It was a city merchant, Mr. Robinson, who made 

A pretty tidy income by the practice of his trade ; 

It also was a villager, whose name was Mister Giles, 
And each of them was anxious to monopolise her smiles, 


Now Little Jane was simple as a Little Jane could be— 

She’d often let a party take and sit her on his knee ! 

She was indeed ingenuous, and, properly as sich, 

She went and married Robinson, the merchant, who was rich. 


’Twas not that she’d a scorn of Giles’s insufficient pelf, 

’T was not that she objected to that villager himself, 

It was not that the merchant ‘‘cut him out” with artful wiles— 
In point of fact, they neither of them knew there was a Giles. 


But Mister Giles was furious, and registered an oath 

To take a very horrible revenge upon them both ; 

He swore to punish Little Jane—but Robinson the most— 
And put them to the torture of the awful pattern post ! 


The torture of the pattern post I name with bated breath— 
More terrible than lunacy, or rinderpest, or death, 
More awful than the lodging dominated by a cat ; 
It sits upon its victims, whom it crushes very flat. 


With promises seductive and with manners very sly, 
It gets you in its meshes, as the spider did the fly, 

It dazzles you with images of saving cent. per cent., 
And then its time is occupied in making you repent. 


Now Mister Giles was perfectly acquainted with its ways, 
And diligently practised at his writing many days, 

And folks of observation might have noticed Mister Giles 
Was practising a wonderful variety of styles, 


Anon he wrote some letters (each was different in hand), 

And posted them by twos and threes all up and down the land. 
(It cost him just a little bit in postage stamps and fares), 

All asking Mr. Robinson for patterns of his wares. 


And back with business promptitude the sample packets came 
By pattern post, and Mister Giles returned them by the same— 
Well knowing that the G.P.O. conceded no such right, 
And down on the recipient would come in all its might, 
Heaton | ESN Leal 
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And every day he sat him down and wrote a little batch, 
And every day he sent them off by every despatch, 

And very soon the G. P, O. was revelling in fun, 

And having quite a high old time with Mr. Robinson. 


They charged him double postage for each packet (over weight), 
hey also fined him sixpences as steadily as Fate, 








They said he must be punished for his correspondent’s fault, 
And then they fined him tenpence for disputing their assault. 


At first he bore it meekly—for your Britons all are slaves, 
Where’er the P. O. banner autocratically waves— 

But when he found the packets making inroads on his tin, 
And damaging his income, he refused to take them in. 


And then they came upon him with a punishment condign— 
They fined him one-and-ninepence for demurring to the fine ; 
And when he wouldn’t pay it, they inflicted on him, pat, 

A fine of three-and-fivepence, and imprisoned him for that. 


They hanged and drew and quartered him, and put him on the rack, 
They took away his stock-in-trade, and wouldn't give it back ; 
They brought him tc the workhouse, and they let him plainly know 


His correspondents mustn’t break the rules of the P. O. 


Now, though you think them lunatics (and possibly you may, 
For that they’re ‘‘ not responsible” is what they always say), 
I think the Inland Revenue may pardonably boast 

They haven’t done 'so badly with the recent pattern post. 








KNIOKNAOKS, 


ENGLAND and France have most carefully settled that the Suez Canal 
is not to be used by any Power for purposes of war, and that the Egyp- 
tian Government is *‘ to take the necessary 
measures to secure respect for the execution 
of this treaty.” There is a sort of grim, dry 
humour about this stipulation that might 
extort a smile from a well-seasoned mummy, 
By-the-way, can any sane being tell us the 
raison détre of treaties? Has one ever 
been made that hasn’t been broken on the 
first opportunity ? 

A POPULAR doctor says that cream has 
quite superseded cod-liver oil. Women 
patients love this medico, Cream, when 
mixed with curazoa, is a very excellent sub- 
stitute for cod-liver oil at breakfast. 





DuRING a recent dispute among the town councillors of Peebles anent 
money matters, the treasurer lost his temper, and arma to a magnate, 
cried, ** Councillor, I'll gie ye a dasht skelp in the lug if ye dinna haud 
yer tongue!” There was once a singular unfeathered biped who 
asserted that Peebles was a much morte lively place to live in than Paris. 
He believed in the healthy vigorous vivacity of the good folk of Peebles, 
We begin to think he must have been right in the conclusion he came to. 


‘*’Pon my word, waiter, I’m very wet,” said a drenched old traveller 
as he bustled into the commercial room of a country hotel the other 
night. Then the saturated roadster sat down near the fire and ex- 
claimed, ‘Bring me a good stiff glass of Irish hot, waiter, for I’m 
abominably dry.” Soft laughter rippled through the room, “‘ Parcel of 
young Barbary apes, what are you jibbering at?” grunted the veteran, 
knocking the fire together with his goloshes. 


Tue German Government have sent a physician to Zanzibar with in- 
structions to report on the diseases that are prevalent in that malarious 
land. The doctor will soon be able to write home that small-pox, liver 
complaint, consumption, and jim-jams are reducing the numbers of the 
natives in a most satisfactory manner, 





On a lady of uncertain age being admitted asa resident student at the 
Paris School of Medicine, a party of doctors in embryo hissed violently, 
and shouted out ** Long live Boulanger!” There seemed no particular 
reason for the scampish soldier’s name having been introduced on this 
occasion; but Boulanger will be pleased, for the poor mountebank has 
not the sense to despise the applause and good wishes of fools, 


Mr. Ep1son has made atresh discovery in electricity, but he will 
not publish it for six months, simply because his disclosures have frequent 
been played tricks with before they have been entirely perfected, It 

ed that the new find is something calculated to quell mothers-in- 
law. Consequently a big fortune will be attached to it, 





‘GERMANY is overrun with English and American buyers of anti- 
quities,” says a very Fatherlandish journal that dolefully opines the day 
is not far distant when Germany will be almost destitute of ancient ob- 
jects of interest. Bah! Any energetic **middleman’”’ in the “ relic” 
trade would cover Germany with curios, if the order were given him. 
He'd dam the Rhine with mermaids’ tails, if necessary. 
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THE “OFF” CHANCE. 


Diana,—** WHO's THAT PARTED WITH HIS Horse?” 
Nimrod.—*‘Ou, HE’s A STOCKBROKER! HE TOLD M 


E HE WAS SPRCULATING FOR A FALL THIS MORNING!” 








A Patriotic Pean, 
By CAPTAIN MOONLIGHT. 


ON ! Moonlighters, on! We do not wage war in vain, 

To gain our noble ends, we mst inflict a little pain. 

Before bhould bhoys of Erin the Saxon soon shall quail, 

So Pat, Tim, Mike O'Donovan, remove that ould cow’s tail ! 


On! Moonlighters, on! We are not voile curs to yield, 

We're discindints of the men who fought at Fon¢enoy’s grim field. 
Traitors to our counthry have done much to raise our ire, 

So Danny, Myles O’Brien, sate that widder on the fire ! 


On! Moonlighters, on ! Cast a splendour round your name, 
And gallant Oirish statesmen shall herald forth your fame ; 
We'll stroike a blow for liberty whoile Erin's turf we tread, 
So Murphy, give Phfl Daly’s sow a double dose of lead ! 


On! Moonlighters, on! Duty calls, we must obey— 

There is a foine old adage, ‘* Every dog does have his day ;” 

But the noight is ours at prisint, so let us be contint. 

Here’s to Oirish- Yankee servant-girls ; and a curse on dhirty rint ! 





Tue Great White Czar says ‘‘ An immediate solution of the Bulgarian 
crisis should be found.” Quite so. An instantaneous cure for measles 
also should be found, but it hasn't been discovered yet. 


JUST OUT. 
PRICE ONE SHILLING. POST-FREE, 1s. 2d. 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL 
FOR 1888, 
Containing Contributions by 
Geonce R. Sims, G. Manvitte Fenn, Frank_Barrett, J. F. SULbivan, 
Cuarves G. Letanp, Goprrey Turner, GeorGce DaLzizL, CHARLES S. CHELT- 
NAM, Joun Nortucott, C. C. Ruys, Byron Wesper, B. M. Ranxino, J. W. | 
Hovcmron, W. SpearMAN, H. T. Jounson, H. Wacstarre, A. T. Pask, H. M. 


Pautt, Launce Lee, Kare Burton, Percy Reeve, CHARLES J. DUNPHIE, 
Grove Patmer, Ernest WARREN, A. Dewar WILLOCK, AND RICHARD HENRY. 


Eighteen’ Full-page lilustrations, and many others by 


Gorvon Tuomson, J. F. Suttivan, Lest1e WILLson, J. W. Houcuton, MAuRICcE 

GREIFFENHAGEN, A. T. E_wes, Lucien Davis, THomas DALziEL, MATT. STRETCH, 

E. G. Reynoups, F. A. Fraser, Puit Essutrt, G. Gatcomse, H. P. DoLLMAN, 
H. Tucx, Ernest Griset, AND Hat LuDLow. 








Fust Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s, 2d. 


JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


By FRANK BARRETT. 
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“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, EC. 











SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


SOOCCCOCOSOCES “TONGA. 


: Tong @ maintains its 


@ reputation. 
@ in the treat- 


Cocccccccccoes Neumigia : C POINTED PEN S ‘GUARANTEED 
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“Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has | 
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roved effective in all those cases in which we 
ve prescribed it.'"—Afedical Press. 


2/9, 4/6, and 11/- Of all Chemists. 
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BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 





Write as ee as — eed neither scratch | P U R E A N D 
nor spurt, the ints ing rounde a Dew proc 
Ask your Statloner ‘or a Sixpenny Assorted Sample SOLUBLE. 


Box, or send 7 stamps to C. Branpaver and Co.'s 
Paw Worxs, Biemincuam: or to their Wholesale 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 



















Fleet Street, E.C. 


- 2 et . 
=> ceree t : ‘ ad : roy ‘n* La . a @ ) 
iw treet . ’ ; ‘ ; rOpriet ) . ’ may, GE 353 

















— 


NoveMser 9, 1887, 











i ne \i9 re! 
etait yo ge 


C. well .00N’t Lose yobrselr, My 
foarte ,& , FOR GeopNEss SAKE KEEP 
{ouy of ThE Way OF THE © uNemployeo. (; 
\ =. } 
























Od 
4if 
ce’ 
ies: 
ti | 
red ei 
4 
2 : 
ee \ 
= , 
i 7 Ch i 
al = am || LAM hy: ee Es 
l/ : : ———_= Ani NN a 






) 
THe Gigs 
Show, SO 






She really Was’ qite suRE OF tt 


ONS HAD AN EXTRA SEAT FOR The Loro Mayor 
t ¢ “vigtag WAS A GOOD joB SHE MET CHARLIE. 


Lucy WAS ASKED Jo JOIN THEM. 
: »), 












ML ar 





ra take booed wees 





*e 
“isiis 
fe 
sea 


























WA + 
\\ 
4 \ } | 
\\' \ \z4 
hy) . eres ti-~~ 
4 , hte STR Sel 8. See S-~ = F- 
(te pee insisere ; £23 
‘és 2 
/ AS f= y ITT 
/ 
U 
dy, = 
“4 
4 


, “ge am Ashley //, de es 

Bor Carl Was'T Very sure eiTHe R, SOE (0 They polNo oby Ther mistake B 

RIED A DRIVE. Ric MONO WAy FIRST. _s 4 Eo —wiThour bch Luck HoweVeR — 
: 2 ; 












HA! - you Be off TO BED Now; > 


| j 
UY] LL TALK To you 1f THE » 


Sly 


















































if 





i? 


= Jie, == < f ni “ < ‘ilies 1 
UNTIL A Late HobR. ig ewes oorenush sa Puen bs Ae 


e, 


ConTiNUING THEIR SEARCH 
THE LORD MAYOR, LUCY, AND “THE UNEMPLOYED.” 
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will be the scene of a Musical and Dramatic Entertainment on Tuesday, 
the 15th inst. Mr. Alfred Balfour will “* boss the show,” and some of 
the good things will come from such good people as Miss Minnie Bell, 
Minnie Mario, Katie Seymour, Messrs. C. Collette, E. J. Lonnen, Sam 
Redfern, Arthur Corney, Howard Russell, Walter Joyce, and Sydney 
Harcourt.—Mr. Weedon Grossmith considers me ‘*very unfair” in 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

RURY LANE.—Miss Clo. Graves’ 
Egyptian Poetical Play, Nifocris, 
was produced here last Wednesday 
afternoon with every advantage 



































































of magnificent mounting, a strong 
cast, and a full audience. The 
scene is laid in the city of Memphis 
and its environs (some Memphisis 
being laid on the circumstance in 
the programme), and it was only 
the Aabitud who was hypercritical 
enough to be reminded of Freedom, 
Human Nature, and (more espe- 
cially) of Atda, at various points. 


WITH regard to the play itself 
I think it has narrowly escaped 
being a very fine one. It is, of 
course, difficult to the verge of im- 
sibility to judge of poetry by 
earing it spoken newly from the 
stage—probably without scrupu- 
lous exactness in some instances— 
but it is not necessarily poetical 
to say ** Is’t so?” or ** Hast done” 
so-and-so; it becomes a bit of a 
nuisance in time, and hints rather at elision to overcome difficulties of 
rhythm ; nor is it quite so poetical as tedious to say a little thing in a 
lot of words—the latter fault assumes a bad eminence more particularly 
in the first act of Nitocris. There also seemed to me an excess of 
** What ho! within there!” expressions; many of the characters, too, 
have an odd habit of saying ‘‘ as our custom is,” in describing ceremo- 
nies, &c., which seems to imply a possible disbelief on our part unless 
they gave us some such assurance. I had a feeling that we had a little 
too much metaphor—and some not of the happiest chasacter—but I 
will not commit myself to that on a single hearing. What troubled me 
most was that the motives of the characters were often deficient in 
starting point, and their acts *‘ scrappy” and strained, 





Davury Lanze.—A Dase_er in 
EGVPTIANS., 


_In fact I think it a faulty play, but one which, on the strength of its 
picturesque barbaric surroundings, and some telling “situations,” might 
succeed in taking a firm hold of the public. There are some undeni- 
ably poetical pesteaes which do not escape observation ; the third act is 
very powerful and effective, a farewell scene between the lovers is very 
pretty, too—indeed, there are plenty of * points.” It owed, without 
doubt, much of its effect on Wednesday to the acting. It would be 
difficult to find a better representative, either physically or artistically, 
than Miss Sophie Eyre, for the headstrong, violent, and sensuous queen— 
the whole of the third act, with its varying emotions of love, rage, and 
pity, was magnificently played. The gentler qualities and grace of 
Soris, the heroine, found an ideal representative in Miss Alma Murray, 
and the fire of Mr, Barnes’ Phedaspes, the dignity of Mr. Fernandez’ 
Smerdis, and the picturesque force of Mr. R, Pateman’s Necho (‘an 
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judging of his acting on the first night of Woodcocks Little Game. 
Passing over the descriptive term as, probably, not deliberately selected, 
I may say that I have seen Mr, Grossmith on no other occasion, and in 
no other piece, and am consequently unable to judge of him in any other 
circumstances. There was, however, to my mind, sufficient indications 
in the performance to justify my opinion that Mr. Grossmith is by no 
manner of means the actor some paragraphic ‘‘ booming ” had led us to 
expect. TheAmerican notices (excerpts from which he favours me with) 
are very nice, and I’m sure I congratulate him heartily on obtaining 
them—indeed they are so many and so favourable that he must bea very 
greedy person not to be satisfied without my poor praise—but I am un- 
fortunately ‘‘retained on the premises” to give my own opinions and 
not those of, very likely more competent, parties over the sea. Joking 
apart, you mustn’t be ‘‘ cross,” Mr. Grossmith ; I am not consciously 
‘‘unfair” to anybody, and though you were decidedly beaten in the 
first ‘‘round,” no one will be more pleased than I to see you 
‘‘come up smiling” for the next, or more ready to record the fact.— 
This (Tuesday) afternoon, the Dramatic Students will play Dr. Westland 
Marston’s comedy,, 7%e Havourite of Fortune, at Terry’s theatre, for the 
benefit of the author. I received the intimation too late to include it in 
my last week’s notes, for which I am sorry, as ‘‘ The Students” are 
worthy of every possible encourage- 
ment, and the **cause”’ could not be 
improved upon, This will be the 
first matinée at Mr. Terry’s house, 
which has been in every sense freely 
lent by the lessee. —The Fifth Series 
of the *‘ Prince’s Cinderellas,” in aid 
of the funds of the Chelsea Hospital! 
for Women, is announced. My 
readers will be gratified to learn that 
such precautions are taken to render 
the company “select” that it is 
next to impossible to obtain tickets 
—sets you all longing to go, doesn’t 
it?—The Royal Victoria Hall Ballad 
and Operatic Concerts are to be 
continued on all the November 
Thursdays, and on the 22nd inst. 
Sir John Lubbock will ‘‘ Science 
Lecture” there.—Mr. Charles Du 
Val reports himself as having com- 
pleted a professional tour of Ireland, 
and about to commence one of the 
East, to include China and Japan, 
and to write a book about ‘em, Well, well!—I learn with deep regret 
through the columns of the New York 7ruth, a well conducted and 
thoroughly reliable society paper, that little Minnie Palmer is in great 
danger of becoming a widow. ‘‘ Her husband, John R. Rogers, is ina 
very precarious state, suffering from severe inflammation of the lungs, 
which, it is feared, may carry him off.” NESTOR, 
=—_ 





THe VAUDBSVILLE.—THE Heat or 
HEartTs. 








Theatrical. 


We were playing Plot and Passion, and discovered there was no 
servant in the company to make the announcements, so a local man was 
pressed into the service. He was told at a certain cue to go onand say, 
** The Marquis De Cevennes,” but we forgot to tell him that when the 
leading man said, ‘* What name?” he was to repeat the announcement. 

Night came, and punctually the local man stepped on and said, in a 
loud and assumed voice, ‘*The Marquis Dee Sevens,” ‘‘ Ha!” said 
the leading man with a start, ‘‘ What name?”’ 

** You ’eard!” replied the local gentleman in his own naturally gruff 
tones, 

The audience was convulsed, and the leading man paralysed. 

The local gentleman’s services were dispensed with after that. 





Sixty German Officers are on their way to China to reorganise the 
celestial army. The Heathen Chinee will require a deal of training 
before his stomach will stand the regulation cigars and sausages as served 
out to the Teuton warriors. We believe each German soldier is ex- 
pected to smoke five chunks of compressed cabbage stuff fer diem, and 














outcast” and a violent mis eat an unknown quantity of shredded cow and ground lentils, 


ment of the success which 
achieved. 


ist), were powerful elements in the attain- 
suppose may be fairly said to have been 













A TEETOTAL lawyer states that the inhabitants of Skye spend more 
money annually on intoxicants than would cover the rent of the whole 
island. Some thirsty beings evidently drink until all’s blue—in Skye. 









Nops AND WINKs,—The Horns Assembly Rooms at Kennington 
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Coelebs in Search of a 
Wife. 


Ou, who and what shall my lady be, 
My heart and my home to share, 
To cheer and brighten this life for 
me— 
Shall she be dark or fair ? 


Shall she wear a ‘‘ bowler,” a collar 
and tie, 
A coat and a waistcoat sport ; 
Her, hair cropped close, and{a glass 
in her eye, 
And look like a man cut short? 


Or shall she, to various sports in- 
clined, 
Her muscular strength abuse, 
In a gown of flannelly, flimsy kind, | 
And indiarubber-soled shoes ? 


With the midnight candle blanching 
her cheek, 
Shall she from Girton come, 
Her brain stored with Algebra, 
Latin, and Greek, 
And ink on her dainty thumb? | 


Or shall I not rather—happy 
thought !— 
In Society’s mazes find her? 
Yes—with powdered face, and a bust 
that’s bought, 
And a birdcage tied behind her ! 


Where, O where can the lady be, 
My heart and my home to share ; 
To cheer and brighten this life for 
me? 














MUSCOVITE newspapers declare | 

that 100,000 foreigners have become | 

naturalised subjects of Holy Russia LONDON.” 
within the last few weeks. What is 

it they are anxious to catch? 





And Echo answers, “Where!” | 2x. AND HE FLATTERED HIMSELF HE WAS GETTING ON WITH HER 


SO WELL! 


Sir Greystopp Fribble.—‘‘1 ASSURE YOU, ON MY SACRED WORD OF HONOUR, MY Dear Miss 
FLIRTINGTON, I DO NOT BELIEVE I COULD POSSIBLY ENDURE TO LIVE A WHOLE YEAR OUT OF 


Charming Miss Flirtington.—‘‘OuH, MY DEAR Sir GrReystopp, I’M SURE YOU ‘NEVER COULD 
SO CRUELLY TREAT THE HEART OF—THE KINGDOM!” 
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LINES FROM THE POETS. 
THE LAST OF BUFFALO BILL. 

*‘OH, FOR A LODGE IN SOME VAST WILDERNESS, 

— Cowper. 
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New Leaves. 

EXTENDING over a wide range of subjects in connection with the stage and its sur- 
roundings, ‘‘ The Thespian Papers,” by Neville Lynn (Walter Scott) show both thorough 
acquaintance with them and thoughtful observation.—The Critical Essay, ‘‘ Every Man 
His Own Critic,” by Patrick Geddes (John Heywood) may help many to a just method 
of understanding and appreciating art, and the labour of artists; but it remains a moot 
point as to “‘every man ” becoming ‘‘ his own art critic,” though broadly speaking, com- 
petently or incompetently, every man is.—‘‘ Socialism at St. Stephen’s,” by the Earl of 
Wemyss (Liberty and Property Defence League.) This reprint of a speech delivered by 
the Earl in the House of Lords before ‘‘ seven peers,” shows that whatever may be thought 
of socialism, the seven peers had much to endure.—A neatly bound little album called 
** Pen and Pencil! Jottings,’ from David Bryce and Son, Glasgow, is a handy receptacle 
for such contributions from friends as its title implies. We had thought things of this 
kind were long out of date. If we were to reflect upon how long it is since we first saw a 
specimen, we should be finding out how very old we are,— The Treatise on “‘ Corpu- 
lence,” by C, B. Harness (Medical Battery Company, ) treating of his treatment for obesity, 
is deserving of the careful consideration of those who are ‘‘fat and scant of breath.” — 
The ‘‘ Jubilee Edition” of ** The District Railway Map of London” (Bradshaw's Guide 
office) is all that could be desired, but the smaller ‘‘ Country Map” would not have shown 
the railway lines less clearly had the country portion been printed in a colour that was 
legible.—The Illustrated Supplement to the Cardiff Times, of October 15th, gives an 
interesting account of the rise and progress of that excellent paper. 





‘* Now then! what’s your game with the elephant?” shouted a keeper at the Zoo to 
MacFluffy, who was prodding at a thick-skinned tusker with his latchkey. ‘* Only trying 
to find whether he’s got a keyhole in his trunk,” gurgled Mac, ‘I'll treat yer as if you 
was a bun, and chuck yer inside if you ain’t off in two minutes,” growled the keeper, 
Mac threw his snuff box down the elephant’s throat and retired. 





‘I REALLY think that you ought, as a Christian, to give up Sunday-trading, Mrs, 
Grummit,” said the pale-faced curate to the proprietor of a sweet-stuff shop. ‘‘ Don’t be 
‘ard, sir,” replied the vendor of saccharine matter, “ I honly opens of a hevenin’, and 
then the quantity of peppermints as I sell to the old ladies to keep ’em awake doorin your 


serments is amazin. 
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FUN. 


'OHN BULL VAINLY ENDEAVOURS TO RELIEVE THE DISTRES 


'THE REAL STARVER OF THE POOR.—) 
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OR, THE PHANTOM AT THE FEAST. 
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THE UNINVITED GUEST 
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PURE CHEEE., 
COMPLETE LETTER-WRITER FOR THE CONFIDENT. 


From the Anarchists and Footpads’ Union to Sir Charles Warren. 
S1r,—We have to inform you that a mass meeting of Anarchists and 
Footpads will be held in 
Westminster Abbey next 
Sunday to concert mea- 
sures and make arrange- 
ments for smashing the 
windows of your house and 
finishing you off with brick- 
bats, and to request that 
you will do your utmost to 
assist the objects of the 
meeting by keeping all po- 
lice away from the place of 
rendezvous, unless their 
services should be specially 
required to protect those 
taking part in the affair. 

We have further to warn 
you that, in the unlikely 
event of your declining to 
take your orders from us 
n this matter, we shall personally hold you responsible for any disas- 
‘rous consequences ; a chastisement which cannot but inflict the wildest 
(errors upon you, and sink deeply into your mind. 

As the meeting will be swelled by large contingents from the East- 
end Roughs’ League, the Pickpockets’ Association, the American 
Dynamiters’ Club, and other similar bodies, each member being armed 
with brickbats, and cudgels, and hob-nailed boots to secure foothold 
upon the statuary, we are prepared to guarantee the maintenance of order 

nd ehsence of danger to life and property, provided your myrmidons 


are absent, 





We are, sir, your obedient servants, 
THE ANARCHISTS’ AND FOOTPADS’ UNION. 


From Sir Charles Warren to the Anarchists’ and Footpads' Union. 


DEAR AND HonourepD Siks,—It is with the most intense feelings of 
‘larm and uneasiness that I peruse your favour of to-day’s date threaten- 
ing to personally hold me responsible ; in fact, such are my feelings that 
{ am incapacitated for my duties for the rest of the day. I hasten to 
assure you that, in spite of the earnest request of the Home Secretary, 
and of my own judgment and intentions, I have decided to be entirely 
guided by you in the matter of your meeting, and to lock up the whole 
police force in the coal cellar on the occasion. I can further assure you 
that any incivility or attempt at obstruction on the part of the Dean or 
other officials of Westminster Abbey shall subject the functionary to in- 
stant arrest. Assuring you of my good wishes for the successful attain- 
ment of the objects of your meeting, and of my unreserved submission 
to your desires and commands, 

I am, dear and honoured sirs, 
Yours most intimidatedly, 
Sik CHARLES, 


From Yankee Doodle, U.S.A., to Sir Fohn Bull. 


SEE HER#, STRANGER,—You bet your boots I’ve got my eye twined 
around all your screwy ways towards Ireland, and that my opinions 
aren’t anyway the same shape as yours onto the subject. You aren’t 
treating the Irish nation 
any way as / reckon it ought 
to be treated, and so I 
concluded to write you on- 











to the subject, and raise 
my all-fired protest about 
this thing: and I've held an 
indignation meeting to New 
York and other centres of 
freedom just to request you 
to reverse your engines and 
take up quite another line 
of conduct. It would oil 
things up all round, and 
suit our feelings if you was 
to remodel your ways and 
institutions on the Amur- 
rican system right away, 
and having leisure from 
our regular business of 
dealing with the Injuns and Heathen Chinee we just take the occasion 
to post you up in our views, and remain, 

Yours with considerable freedom, Y. D. 














From Fohn Bull to Yankee Doodle, 

My Dear NerHew,—Well remembering your manner in the seven- 
teen-seventies of receiving my interference with your institutions and 
methods of government, I cannot but hear with more delight than sur- 
prise of your desire to intervene in my system of dealing with my own 
empire. 

Having yourself received in so warm and appreciative a manner the 
generals and subordinate officials I sent to you at the above-mentioned 
date to assist you in your internal affairs, you would, of course, consider 
it most reprehensible in me to treat your representatives accredited to 
this country with dynamite and funds for the Irish Murder League with 
anythiog but the most marked affection and courtesy; and this is no 
doubt your guiding principle in always protecting such emissaries as 
** American Subjects.” 

Under the circumstances, and bearing in mind your great friendliness 
to me in your attitude towards the Clan na Gael and other kindred 
spirits, I shall, of course, hold it my first duty to consult your wishes in 
my every action, and adjust my institutions in accordance with your views. 

Thanking you warmly for an attention which I know you can ill afford 
to divert from your own abuses, Yours admiringly, J. B. 


Really and Truly. 


THE Brixtonites wish to secure a new park. 
Not really? Yes, really! 
And about it they seem to be having a lark. 
Not really? Yes, really! 
But some of them say that the price‘is too high, 
A courtier great did once occu-py 
The place, so ’tis said, in the days long gone by— 
’Twas Raleigh! Wat Raleigh! 











“Through My Heart First.” 

READY on Monday, November 14th, price 15., post-free 15. 2d, 
**Through My Heart First,” by H. T. Johnson, it being the highly- 
sensational historical story of which the duel scene was the subject of 
Mr, Frederick Barnard’s very celebrated oil-colour picture.—‘* FUN” 
Office, 153 Fleet Street, E.C. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 
BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE BOOM 
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**A HEAVY SENTENCE.” —Aing Richard 1/,, Act I. Scene 3. 
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“Silence is Golden.” 


A French naturalist, M. de Mortellet, says he has found | 
B-4. that primeval man aid not talk.) a skull which 


IN the far-off mystic ages 
When men didn’t work for wages, 
When they all, both saint and sinner, 
Ate each other up for dinner, 
When, in lieu of port and porter, 
Silent man drank toasts in water ; 
Ere our ancestral gorillas 
Dwelt in modern stuccoed villas, 
Ere our mothers’ waists were taper, | 
And our fathers read their paper ; 
Long before it was the fashion 
For the dude to stake his cash on 
Horses, cards, or any other 
Means of fleecing man, his brother ; 
In those days, which, as they’re olden, 
Have received the name of golden, 
No busy hum 
Of men could come 
To mortal ears, for man was dumb. 





Picture we that age primeval : 
Then men never uttered evil 
Hints about their next-door neighbours, 
Then no grinning green or grey bores 
Buttonholed their friends and chattered 
Nonsense till his nerves were shattered, 
Then the blustering agitator 
And the Socialistic prater 
Of the right of man to wrong his 
Brother (as to-day their song is) 
Were as unknown as in Iceland 
Snakes are (what a very nice land), 
Then the unemployed ne’er gathered 
In a crowd, while spouters lathered, 
Every one whom thrift and labour 
Made more wealthy than his neighbour ; 
Yes, then, in sum, 
All men were mum, 
For Neanderthal man was dumb. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


But, ah, dreadful thoughts will come 
To my mind—such thoughts as numb 
Mortal brain, for if that glum 
Speechless age heard not the hum 

Of man’s voice, why then, sir or mum, 
Woman—woman too was dumb ! 





IS THERE NOT A REASON FOR ALL THINGS? 


Miss Timmory.—‘*1 DON’T KNOW IN WHAT SOCIETY JOURNAL sue 
WRITES; BUT I BELIEVE THEY PAY HER EXTREMELY WELL.” 

Miss Briddler.—‘* THAT, PROBABLY, ACCOUNTS FOR HER SO LIRERALLY 
PAYING OUT EVERYBODY SHE DISLIKES OR WHO DISLIKES HER,” 








MURDLE VISITING. 


up the top of a tram like a monkey up a palm-tree.” 
Maria says, ‘‘ You’ve been a good and faithful ’usband, that I owns, 
and if you don’t always come so steady down the airy steps as you might, 


boy, why, let bygones be bygones; and how about the cabbies?” 

So Maria and me wends our way (that sounds like the penny novelettes 
rayther, don’t it?) to a cab shelter. Cab shelters, as you know, is sort 
of high decorated bathin’ machines, with geraniums on the top, as in- 
vented by the late Lord Shaftesbury to indooce men to leave ofi four 
half-and-half and take to cocoa and reading Reynolds like Christians. 
Maria and me sees a shelter at the other end of a rank, and Maria 
goes up and taps on the door with her umbreller. A man, who was 
wolfing down a chunk of bread and butter as would have done for a 
foundation-stone for a new hospital, says— 

“* Growler?” 

** No,” says Maria. 

“Then ’ansom,” says he. 

**No,” says Maria; ‘*I only called in a friendly way like.” 

He looks very hard at her and me, and says, ‘* Come in.” 

We went in, and there was a company of ticketed fellers, some a- 
readin’ about the evictions, some doing mugs 0’ cocoa, and one on ‘em 
on a haddick that smelt strong enough for a bust-up gasometer. One of 
¢m looks up and says— 

** Wot are you going to stand? you must pay your footin’.” 

“aria says uncommonly serious like— 
“We've come for your moral welfare, but as far as fourteen penn orth 





MarIA Says to me, ** Murdle, do you know anythink about cabbies?” | 
** Maria,” says I, ‘‘you bet that my knowledge ain’t much. I do | 


take a extry one at times, but I’m never so bad as what I can’t climb | make a good thing out of it?” 





—— © 


goes, as Calcraft says to the Spanish pirate before he hanged him, 
you're kindly welcome, and pay nothing.” 

When the flowin’ glass circulated, Maria says to one of ’em — 

‘I suppose as ’ow the ‘growler’ is your particular line. Do you 


He shakes his head, and says— 
‘*Not me. There ain’t nothing much in the growler line now. 


and have occasional falls over the milk-can or the cat’s-meat ieft by the | There’s too many ambulances and too many ’ospitals, Years ago, when 


there wasn’t, and there was a nice, well-to-do broken leg in the road, 


| you ’ad to drive ’im slow so as not to jolt him ; then you waited for yer 
| fare for an ’our as if you was so good you’d forgot all about money. 


Then his rellitives took yer back home and stood something ’ansom. 
People is prejidiced agin growlers now. They're skeary of fevers and 
smallpox, and looks at ’em with regler contempt. Hang me, if the 
other day a servant gal didn’t hire my cab only to pison a old tor- 
torschell tom, and wanted me arterwards to drive her up to the Regency 
Canal to shy him in! Growlers is no good now.” 


‘* But as to ‘ansoms,” says Maria, ‘‘ surely they makes a thing on it?’ 

A ’ansom man shakes his head, and says— 

‘*‘ What with lager beer and the temperince movement, ’ansoms ain’t 
nigh what they was in the good old days. Look at the number o’ lamp- 
posts, too, as a man can see and steady himself by. Then the guards 
on the ‘ Met.’ is that fatherly that they looks after the late-supper ones 
as if they was babbies, It’s regler interferin’ with trade, I says. Then 
extry once-a-week theater trains is ruination to us for long night drives, 
What with the temperince drinks, and the railway guards a-lookin’ after 
people, and the late trains, yer might just as well keep a barrer to sell 
dress-improvers as drive a ‘ansom.” 

With that Maria and me got up and went outside where the cats was 
pokin’ their heads thro’ the railin’s like so many cherubs, 
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To THe Epitor or ** Fun.”—S1r,—Pardon my intrusion. 


A HOUSE TO LET. 
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But the above is a faithful reproduction of the answer sent from an eminent 


firm of Estate Agents to a letter of mine asking for particulars of any houses of a certain class on their books. Whether the clerk responsible 
for this despatch be some bright young sprig fresh from school (whom a birching would benefit), or some drunken Dick Swiveller, I know not 
—nor do I care, But the fact of its publication in your inimitable journal will, Sir, I think, bring this firm to take care that no future outrage 


of the sort is perpetrated on their clients, especially, Sir, on 


Yours indignantly, 


ASININE Bumps. 











A Lytton-y. 


THereE being a need to send to Gaul 
A wise Ambassador from Britain, 
Our Government, liking talk that’s tall, 
Sent Earl ‘* Bob’”’ Lytton. 


You know him—‘‘ Owen Meredith” — 
As balmy a bard as you could hit on— 

Whose statecraft is the merest myth— 
That's Earl Bob Lytton, 


When Beaconsfield was at the helm, 
And with the “‘ frontier” mania bitten, 
As Viceroy of our Indian realm 
He sent out Lytton, 


And now the merest schoolboy knows 
(For is it not in history written ?) 
That all our Afgban battle throes 
Were caused by Lytton, 


Why e’en each paper that’s a friend 
Unto the party Liberals sit on, 

Can't see why we to France should send 

The lordly Lytton. 


ane 


For in the mad ‘‘ Glenaveril,” 
(A poem by this strange bardling written) 
Lord Salisbury was treated ill, 
And mauled by Lytton. 


And can it be that our Premier 
Hath writhed on being therein smitten? 
Can Salisbury really go in fear 
Of Bard Bob Lytton? 


Sure some such dread hath made S. cower, 
To thus insult each thinking Briton 
By sending to a foreign power 
A man hke Lytton, 


Ah, had the Lib’rals ruled the roast, 
So bad a time we ne’er had hit on; 
They never would be had on toast 
By things like Lytton ! 


The Tories have some shady folk— 
Distasteful to the average Briton, 
To send out ¢hese would be a joke, 
But fancy—Lytton ! 





A Mansion House Puzzle. 


Our new Lord Mayor—good luck be his !— 
Comes of a foreign nation, 

Though English now, De Keyser is 
His Worship’s appellation. 


But how one should pronounce that name, 
Is somewhat of a teaser ; 

For many do declare the same 
Ought to be called De Key-ser. 


Whilst others, who are pleased to think 
Themselves a great deal wiser, 
Inform us, with a knowing wink, 
It should be call’d De Ky-ser. 


Yet someone who believes himselt 
To be a fair appraiser 

Of foreign words (conceited elf !), 
Asserts that it’s De Kay-ser ! 


Well, since their theories won’t square, 
Why can’t we find a better ?—ah, 
Suppose we speak of our Lord Mayor 

As Mr, De Etcetera? 
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The Policeman’s Lot. 


WHEN the operative cannot get employment, 
When you hear him spouting in Trafalgar Square ; 
When the Socialist is taking his enjoyment, 
A-demonstrating in the open air ; 
When our workmen are the sport of trade depressions, 
And are marching through the thoroughfares all day 
In a series of rather mixed processions, 
And an economic Knight will have a say ; 
Opinion we with difficulty smother 
When the batoning etcetera’s to be done, 
Oh, take one consideration with another, 
A policeman’s life is not a happy one ! 


When a complicated murder case is trying 
All the powers of our antiquated force, 
And evidence in lumps is round us lying, 
We keep it dark as possible, of course, 
We come down upon the after-hours guzzling, 
And with Mr. Matthews we go hand in hand, 
We are passionately fond of puppy muzzling, 
But we don’t believe in cleansing of the Strand, 
Affidavitly we back up one another, 
And perjury we diligently shun ; 
Yet, take one consideration with the other, 
A policeman’s life is not a happy one ! 


We move along the honest toiling hawker, 

And we visit people’s houses late at night, 
If the owner be a Socialistic talker, 

To see that ev’rything he does is right. 
We are given up to self-congratulation, 

We have social hydrophobia on the brain, 
We fancy we’re the rulers of the nation, 

And publish proclamations most insane. 
We love the Home Department like a mother, 

In the steps of Mr. Newton we would run; 
Yet, take one consideration with another, 

A policeman’s life is not a happy one! 


Without the Press our lives would be plain sailing, 
It libels us, the singularly pure ; 

For we do not know the meaning of blackmailing, 
And we’re better than our neighbours, I am sure, 

To pounce upon the innocent we're chary, 
We are chary as such honest men can be, 

We are frank and open as the boundless prairie, 
We are pure as is the water of the Lee. 

We treat a man as we would treat a brother, 
We trample and we baton him and stun ; 

Yet, take one consideration with another, 
A policeman’s life is not a happy one ! 






































Broun,—* Not a bit, young man. 
clean on the jaw. But it’s lamed the horse.” 
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BKUTE! 
_Fones.—** Hallo, Mr. Brown, sorry to hear your wife had been 
kicked by a horse, Is she hurt much ?” 








Y’see the hoof landed, luckily, 





KNIOKNAOKS., 


MEzzeroFrF, the Russian Socialist, advises the “ Oirish Pathriots” 
to use physical force. Either Mezzeroff opines that the gentle Hiber- 
nian rebels have hitherto confined them- 
selves to moral suasion, or his notions 
anent what constitutes physical force 
differ from most people’s. Admirers say 
that Mezzeroff is a “* very emotivna: 
man.” Some day or other he will be 
choked with something considerably 
tougher than emotion. 

AN Irish inspector of police recently 
produced a witness in court, and said to 
the magistrate, ‘* This is a most respect 
able young man, and I am sure he will 
tell the truth.” * I'll be torn to piecesh 
by forty-four fierysh ’osses, driven to the four pointsh of the ‘ Goat and 
Compashes,’ afore I'll kissh the Book, begorra! Go and put peash in 
your bootsh, and wear hair shirts, ye spalpanes!” hiccoughed the most 
respectable young man, Then the inspector asked the magistrate to 
commit the witness, as he was obviously under the influence of very 
powerful ‘‘potheen.” ‘* With the greatest of pleasure,” replied his 
honour. ‘* You will go to gaol for seven days, most respectable young 
man,” he continued, ‘*I’litrate ye all whin I come out,” laughed the 
witness, meandering contentedly towards the cells, 








A COMMISSION is sitting in Paris to settle certain measures for the 
suppression of boskiness. Strangely enough when the Commissioners 
arrive home at nigat their wives usually sz¢ om /hem. 


A DREADFUL conspirator named McCrynkol declares that the Dyna- 
mite Party will take action, (Quite so, when they have managed to ex- 
tort a few more dollars out of crazy servant-girls. Then they will indeed 
take action by soaking down whisky to the amount the said dollars 
represent. Essentially vile as these impudent rascals are, we venerate 
them for speaking the truth sometimes, 


SEVERAL rotten works of art have brought fabulous prices lately, 
Still we suppose there is logic in the assertion of Hudibras— 


‘The value of a thing 
Is just whatever it will bring.” 


Tue Bishop of Melbourne states that once, while doing duty in 
London, he had a ‘‘ merry mill” witha Thames bargee known as *‘ Jim 
the Slogger,” and the Slogger having got the worst of the ‘‘scrap,” forth- 
with became a good boy, and attended church with exemplary regularity, 
Possibly after this revelation the Archbishop of Canterbury will feel 
inclined to take on Messrs Smith, Kilrain and Sullivan, just to see what 
can be done with them, 


A QUACK doctor announces that should a patient die under his treat- 
ment, he will pay half the funeral expenses. There is no evidence to 
show that he is in partnership with an undertaker, 


WHIST is now the fashionable card game among American ladies, and 
is carried on to such an extent that women experts undertake to teach 
little innocents how to take tricks with ease. The fair professors make 
their gentle pupils pay heavily for their whistle during tuition, but confess 
themselves incapable of teaching them how to hold their whist during 


play. 

Mr. CHARRINGTON, the “‘ East-end Philanthropist,” has had rather 
an unpleasant experience. An industrious member of the ‘‘ unemployed ”’ 
worked his hand into one of this pious gentleman's pockets a few days 


back, and appropriated the contents. Next time Mr. C. mingles with a 
rough crowd perhaps he will fix a few fish-hooks in his small bundles of 


tracts. 





A PLEASANT little journal bas been started in Naples with the title of 
J! Demoluore. ** Our aim is the total destruction of the existing social 
order,” says the edior, “*and we are open to receive short pithy articles, 
but contributors must not be amazed if their contributions are cur- 
tailed, for, if necessary, we should thiok nothing of chopping the tail 
off a bit of prose equal to the Lord’s Prayer, without consulting the 


author,” 





“ WHAT is a vanishing point?” said the schoolmaster to little Billy. 
‘* The corner you bunks round when the ‘slop’s’ after yer,” warbled the 
golden-haired child. ** Kindly lean over the desk, William,” remarked 


the pedagogue in a soft sweet voice, 
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“SLY FOX.” 


Ardent Sportswoman,—‘' ANOTHER DAY WITHOUT A KILL, MR, Brown,” 
Brown (gallantly),—**OH, NO! THAT CAN NEVER BE THE CASE WHEN YOU ARE OUT, Miss ETHEL!” 








The Uninvited Guest.—(Sze Cartoon.) JUST OUT. 





Tue Grand Lord Mayor of London town, PRICE ONE SHILLING. POST-FREE, 14s. 2d. 


In mighty fine array, Hoon’s COMIC ANNUAL 


To a rich banquet sits him down 


Upon his festal day ; FOR 1888, 
And men of wealth and high degree Containing Contributions by the best living Authors and Artists of the day. 
Attend to bear him company, **One of the most welcome Annuals of the season. . . . Opens well with spe- 


And all seems bright and gay. cimens of the pictorial drollery for which Mr. J. F. Sullivan and Gordon Thomson 
are noted."—FPenany Jllustrated. 

But at the table of the Mayor, “Genuine comicality prevails throughout, but there is abundant variety in the 

With costly viands spread style. This year's Annual equals the best of its predecessors.” —News of the World. 

A di ° th ** This entertaining Annual is very strong this year, and contains much amusing 

ppears a stranger, standing there, literature from the most lively of our living authors. It is a most readable publica- 
Even in want cf bread ; tion.” — Entertainment Gazette. 

In working garb, poor and distress'd, ‘The present number of Messrs. Dalziel’s publication is well worthy of being 

associated, if only in name, with the great humourist.”—7he Stage. 





He comes ens uninvited guest, ‘*To sum up the character of the Annual ina line one could scarcely conceive a 
Demanding to be fed. better, a funnier, or more varied collection of tales, trifles, and drawings.” —Sporting 

one . Life. 

Tis hardly needful to acquaint **The number for 1888 is quite up to the mark of its predecessors. Clever authors 
The greatest or the least rere and artists have done their best, and successfully, to maintain its reputation.”— 

Whence he hath come ; they hear his ’plaint, Reynolds’. = 








Nor is their joy increased 4 . 
Upon their merry-making day, Ready November 16th. Price Twopence. 


Because they cannot scare away FUN ALMANAC for 1888. 


This Phantom from the Feast. CRAMMED FULL or Humorous DRAwINGS. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

HE AVENUE.—What I like most 
about 7%e Old Guard is that there 
is not the slightest necessity to take 
any notice whatever of Mr, H. B, 
Farnie’s libretto. Thisisagreatand 
soothing privilege, which cannot 
be too highly estimated, and which 
predisposes the critical mind toa 
gentle and useful kindliness, The 
plot of the piece is that one in 
which children are changed at 
nurse, in which a lady dresses as a 
peasant-girl, and a _peasant-girl 
dresses as a lady (you will remem- 
ber that, in this latter instance, 
there are bob-curtseys in unaccus- 
tomed finery, a rare and gladsome 
jest), a comic Maire, a Mar-kees, 
and a mixed body of troops, 
Clochette, Babette, Navette, 
Isidore, etc., etc., are also to the 
fore. You will thus see that the 
Frenchman’s plot is of no more 

Tue Avenve.—Tue Finvine oF consequence than the Englishman’s 

AUTH mode of setting it forth. 





With the mind thus relieved of all necessity for mental effort, the 
comicality, grace, or whatever other attractive ware the artistes have to 
et before us, engage our undivided attention, which is, no doubt, very 
gratifying—to the artistes. Far be it from me to say that this is not as it 
should be—under the circumstances, If Mr, Arthur Roberts, with a 
rich sense of humour and a comical inventiveness never at a loss, can 
make me laugh till my waistcoat buttons give way, and the author can’s, 
why should not I and my tailor have the advantage of it? If Miss 
Phyllis Broughton can dance till her gaiters (be careful about the third 
letter in that word, Mr, Compositor!) twinkle with all the brilliancy, 
and twice the fascination, of either those of Mr. Pickwick or Mr. 
Fezziwig, and the author can't, must she therefore be compelled to hide 
her tights undera bushel, and never be brought on at all? If our author 
is himself incapable of impersonating an anatomically interesting, if 
somewhat epicene, troop of French guards, is that, I ask you, any reason 
for abolishing cates and ale? Very well, then! 





THE music is not striking, either in excellence or defect, and gave me 
the impression that M, Planquette was not exactly ‘*‘ trying” when he 
wrote it, but it is quite good enough for its purpose. The strong point 
of Zhe Old Guard, in fact, lies in the excellence of the veterans and 
recruits enlisted in its ranks, Mr. Roberts’ humour may not be alto- 
gether of a very high order, but it zs humour—of its kind—irresistible 
and seemingly inexhaustible. His ‘‘ police-court” scene and _ his 
‘“*barmaid and masher” entertainment are extremely ticklesome, and 
his *‘kit’’ would make a cat laugh, Mr. J. J. Dallas, with less oppor- 
tunity, is nearly as funny in his way, His acting—and singing—share ina 
highly original topical duet (written by himself, I believe) had fully as 
much to do with its marked success as Mr. Koberts’ cleverness and 
popularity. Two such sweet singers 
as Miss Marion Edgcumbe and 
Mr. Alec Marsh are marked acquisi- 


tions to the operetta stage. Miss oN, 
Henriette Polak has a quaintly if. ‘ 
attractive presence, and sings her ey a4 
little song nicely, and Mr, Joseph (Cn 


Tapley takes worthy rank among 
the other singers. Miss Wentworth 
is a little hard to bear asavocalist, 
but Miss Clara Grahame adds her 
inite to the humours of the piece by 
her smiling unconcern, The dresses 
are handsome, if occasionally harsh 
in design. 





THE VAUDEVILL®.—Mr. Jones’ 
new play just produced here— 
Heart of Hearts, to wit—is a very 
marked example of dramatic skill. 
The story is simple totenuity. The cae 

hero is a country swell, and the HG 
heroine the daughter of a convict. Tue Vavpevittg.—"Axt or ’AxtTs.’ 
There is a butler who “‘ cheeks” 

his mistress with impunity; a poor relation who has married her groom ; 
and a question of who stole a certain jewel is the sole pivot of the 
intrigue—in short, Mr. Jones seems to have deliberately put himself face 


- 











to face with several serious dramatic difficulties for the sole purpose of 
testing his ability to overcome them ; and certainly his success in grafting, 
reconciling, and rendering acceptable these discordant, and in 
some respects unattractive, elements is something to be honestly proud 
of, for I don’t think it possible for a play to be more pleasing 
or satisfying from beginning to end. There is some crudity about 
the malignity of Sybil Latimer and some tendency in the direc- 
tion of boredom on the part of her fortune-hunting papa ; there are some 
minor defects, too, which would militate against a verdict of ‘* flawless,” 
but the humour is fresh, bright, and unstrained—even its occasional 
descent to the farcical meriting pardon on the score of heartiness—and 
the pathos touches the right cord, awaking sympathy without whisper- 
ing the o’ercharged heart and bidding it break. 





But if there is good material, there is good acting, too, which is surely 
a happy state of things. There are three specimens of acting in this 
piece which, each in its kind, I have no wish to see bettered. Of which 
shall I speak first ?—Of Mr. Leonard Boyne’s, because he is one of the 
very best exponents of young heroes with something of life’s emotion in 
them ?—Of Miss Kate Rorke’s, because she is a lady, and beautiful and 
clever above ordinary cleverness?—Of Mr. Thomas Thorne’s, because 
I am under a lifetime-burden of obligation to him, for merry nights and 
chuckling days, and because he is the manager? Well, I don’t know, 
I’m afraid I must speak of them as nearly as possible as I think of 
them—all together. The love scene in the last act is an ideal piece of 
acting, I think, nor could anything be finer or truer than the acting of 
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Miss Rorke in the second act—to select the culminating point of a per- 
formance sound and beautiful throughout. 


As for Mr. Thorne, whether he is describing the disastrous failure of 
his arrangements for a holiday at the seaside, asserting marital authority 
over ** Wilhelmina,” his secret bride, exhibiting wine-born truculence 
towards his domineering mistress, or displaying his honest pride in, and 
sturdy affection for his worse than orphan niece, he is altogether delight- 
ful. I have seldom seen him more happy in a part, which, in its side 
lights of homely sense and tenderness, no less that in its rich drollery, 
suits him down to the ground, 


Miss Rose LEcLERCQ gives a portraiture of aristocratic hauteur, 
which is good, and will probably mellow into something better, Miss 
Sophie Larkin is as irresistibly funny as ever in a part which has some 
freshness, though but an ingenious variation of ‘‘ her usual,’’ and Miss 
Gertrude Warden gives fair point to the ungrateful part of Sybil (who is 
anything but a sybil young lady). Mr. Royce Carleton’s performance 
of the ‘‘convict father,” though but a subordinate, is a remarkably fine 
one, valuable in its reticence as well as in its force and truth. Mr. 
Gilbert Farquhar is good, but a trifle crude. Mr. Frederick Thorne is 
eminently dry and smart in a small part, and Mr. F, Groveas a detective, 
called ‘* March” in the bills and ‘* Murch” on the stage, acquits himself 
with Scotland Yard solemnity. 


Nops aNnp WINKS-—My Globe notice is crowded out this week.— 
Mr. J. A. Cave’s season at Sadler’s Wells commenced with good show 
of success on the Sth inst. Zhe Damgers of the Streets *‘ caught on 
with the North-enders at once. Mr. Cave will produce his ‘*good old 
English pantomime” of Xing Ha/at Christmas. Hooray !—udz/ation, 
Richard Henry’s front piece at the Prince of Wales's, has just been 
published complete with music; there should therefore be jubilation 
among the amateurs. NESTOR. 
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: em | 
The Guy at St. Luke’s, 


O, was there ever, ever known 
In all this glorious British nation ; 
As t'other day was boldly shown, 
Such fearful insubordination, 
A pauper elf, he made a Guy, 
And set it ’gainst some brick and 
plaster ; 
That ribald wit might rudely fly 
Against his worship, the House 
Master. 





But he was caught, the shameful 
sneak, 

Red-handed in this base digression ; 
And hauled away before the Beak, | 

To whip the cur at hisdiscretion. | 
The tale was told in terms severe, 
The master stormed, with indig- 

nation ; 
And called for punishment severe | 
To mark this caitiff’s degradation. | 





Did ever judge so far forget 

The time for strict adjudication, 

As Partridge, when he there did 
let 

The culprit ’scape humiliation ? 

When unto Master Wright he said, 

That in his serious estimation, 

‘Twas but a joke—the price he paid 

For his great social elevation. 


We fear the times are all awry— 

The world is past all reclamation, 

When ribald paupers can defy, 

And masters cause such tribula- 
tion ; 

He even grumbles at his food— 

Cries ‘*Give me more!”—What | 
aggravation ! 

Our case is all misunderstood, 

We cannot deal retaliation. 


An Enervating Quarter. 


‘I HEAR you didn’t like the last 

town you were stationed at,” said ~ 
the Lady Phyllis to an officer lately 
joined from detachment duty. ** The 


‘Oh, pray do not mention its 
name to me,” replied the gallant 
plunger, ‘*I declare it is fullytwo 
brandies and sodas behind any place 
of my acquaintance.” 





climate is relaxing, I think.” GUY 
{“' I do not consider this a joke. (Laughter.) This is really not a laughing matter. (Great laughter.) '— WVes/minster 






Mr. Bumble. —“I1’s ALL WERY WELL WITH THEM THERE GLADSTINGS AND SORLBERRYS, 
AND SECH LIKE; BUT WHEN IT COMES TO A CARICATOORING OF THE CONSTITOOTED HORTHORI- 
TIES OF A WUKHUS, THE WORLD’S A-COMIN’ TO A HEND,” 
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FAWKES IN THE WORKHOUSE. 


Police Court, 5th Neveniler.) 








MURDLE VISITING. 


MARIA says to me as trade is in an awful state. 
‘The competition,” she says, ‘‘is somethink too dreadful. When 
one man thinks he can only jest git a livin’, a feller opens next door in 
the same line with the idea as he is a-goin’ to make a fortun’.” 
“Yes,” says I; ‘‘ why, our cat’s-meat man has kep’ his business this 
thirty year, and served all the best society in the neighbourhood through 
their railin’s every afternoon between two and four, is right bankrupt 
owin’ to the Royal Jubilee Feline Purveyor Company, Limited, openin’ 
premises as big as a railway-station, and supplying of the meat at ten 
per cent, ready-money service, on your own skewers.” 
Maria says that the thing wanted inquirin’ into, and a-visitin’ of. 
First of all we goes to a milkman’s in the street at the back, This 
Was once a highly-respectable business, with a plaster cow in the window, 
and mustard and cress growing in a soap-dish to look cool and rural 
like, But now ’ow different. Why, they was actially selling of buns 
and walking-sticks to ’elp themselves along. 
“Yes,” says the milkman, ‘it’s regler distractin’ to a man who never 
was on speaking terms with the cow with the iron tail, The competition 
‘5 something awful. They'll next bea-bringin’ of the milk underground 
by tubes from Australiey.” 
Maria and me felt that sad on hearing this that we shed a tear over 
the couple o’ pounds of Brittany fresh, as lie on the counter. 
It was quite nateral-like, our feelin’ so melancholy, that we turned in 
to a undertaker’s, 











** And how are you gettin’ along, sir?” 
| He was a little rosy man, with his hair on end, jest lookin’ like a 
| cockatoo as had had a pint of four half-and-half poured over his head. 
| **And how is the berryin’ gettin’ along ?”’ asked Maria. 

“‘ Very bad,” says he; ‘‘ most of our customers is in the legal line, 
and they, consequent-like, won’t think of dying in the Long Vacation,” 

‘* Have you much competition?” says Maria, 

‘*Why,” says he, ‘‘the competition’s so great, and the mixin’ of 
trades so great, there’s a company started as ‘Il plant a hinfant at 
Woking, supply a cold meat tea for the sorrowing relatives, and give a 
coupong for the Hamburg lottery in, and all for fi-pun ten,” 

‘* That’s very dreadful,” says Maria, 

The next place as we goes to was abarber’s, It wasa fine long room, 
and fellers was bein’ shampooed, the barbers a-holding of their heads 
over the basins, as if they was so many amatoor steamboat stooards, 


‘‘The competition,” says the barber, ‘‘in our trade is something 
awful, The old days of a penny for a shave and a glass o’ gin was 
nothink to it. Why, there’s Germans in London now as ’Il shave, and 
brush yer up, curl yer moustache, give yer a cigarette, and squirt a lot 
o’ Eau de Cologne in yer eye—and all for tuppence! It’s a weary 
world. You wouldn’t believe it, sir, but sometimes, when I’m a-holdin’ 
of their noses, I feels as if I would like to Charles the First ’em, and 
send ’em home chumpless to their sorrowing widows.” 

Arter this, Maria and me wasn’t ekal to hearing no more, and went 
home mournful-like to cold beef and endive. 
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CONVENIENT CONSTITUTIONS. 
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TABLEAU III.—LisgeRTY AND ROBUSTNESS RESTORED, 
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A Stupy, 1n THREE TABLEAUX, OF THE REMARKABLE FLUCTUATIONS IN HEALTH COMMON TO IRIsH ‘‘ PATRIOTS.’ 
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JOE AND JONATHAN. 


JONATHAN to JOE.—"GUESS YOU WON’T CATCH MUCH HERE, STRANGER, A! 
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ND YOU DON’T CATCH JA/Z£, YOU BET!” 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 209. 
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THE TALISMAN, 


(‘‘ Mr. O’Brien having refused to wear the prison garb, it has been discovered that 
the prison authorities have no power to compe! him to do so.”) 


A CourtT or LAw. 


UDGE., I sentence thee, O 
hapless prisoner, 
To expiate thy criminali- 
ties 
By three long months of 
dread imprisonment 
Mid walls that shall defy 
supremest efforts 
Of him that would escape. 
(Aside.) Unless, indeed, 
Thou hast—(as yet none 
others hath)—discovered 
| That potent Talisman 
| _whose lightest word 
Hi Formed by the lips of any 
| under durance 
\ Shall well suffice to empty 
ev'ry cell 
In all our punitive estab- 
lishments, 
Render the jailer and his bolt and bar 
Of no avail, and wreck and overthrow, 
And shatter and abolish, root and branch, 
Our broadsown penal system, That would be 
An awkward thing. I watch with grim misgiving 
The felon’s eye, lest such disastrous knowledge 
Should—ha! he speaks, in accents of despair— 
He does mot know! Once more I breathe with freedom ! 


THE CELI, 


PRISONER, With sleepless care have I these many days 
Striven and worked to hold within my grasp 
The implements wherewith to work my way 
Through these strong walls, Collecting, hoarding up 
Metallic motes that float upon the air, 
Drawn from the iron tonic meted out 
To sufferers in the jail infirmary, 
From this material have I fashioned out 
A file, two chisels, some assorted keys, 
A jemmy, and some other requisites, 
Thrice have I striven to effect escape 
By painful and elaborate device, 
And thrice have failed and suffered penalties. 
With ceaseless striving do I scheme and scheme 
To gain my freedom, and my friends without 
Do strive in equal measure. . . . Now, once more— 
The hour has come—now forit, . . . Foiled again! 
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A PuBLic PLACE, 

A Cirizen. Reading the tidings of this new attempt— 

Most desperate attempt—at prison breaking, 

We well may pat ourselves upon the back, 

Seeing our laws do hold so sure a rod 

Over the felon, that there shall avail him 

No human art to escape 
his punishment. 

’Tis well the millions that 
we have disbursed, 

And all the care of our 
authorities, 

Should be so little wasted. 

OTHER CITIZENS, Let us 
sing 

A song of triumph that 
sociely 

Is so well guarded from its 
enemies! 


PRISONER, I do object to 
wear the prison garb ; 
I weary of my oakum and 
my bath ; 
My soul hath sickened of 
this dismal cell. 
(Huth, as it were, @ sudden inspiration.) 
I do Rerose to wear the prison garb ! 
[Gongs, flourish of trumpets, and stage thunder. Gover- 
nor and officials of the tail faint. Red fire. 

















GOVERNOR (fo Failer, in a livid whisper). He hath the secret of the 

TALISMAN ! 

By a peculiar Act of Parliament 

We have no power to force the prison garb 

Upon the felon who Declines to Wear It. 
Prisoner. I also do ReFuse to pick yon oakum ! 

[Zhunder, &c., as before, 

Governor. By a peculiar Act of Parliament 

The criminal who states his strong objection 

To picking oakum cannot be compelled. 
PRISONER. I further do decline to occupy 

This cramping cell 
GOVERNOR ( falling on his knees). Oh, pray unsay those words. 

By a peculiar Act of Parliament, 

We du admit, we dare not keep thee here 

On thy deciding that thou wilt mof stay, 

But, oh, consider all the consequences 

Of such a resolution—all the peril 

Accruing to society at large !— 

The bad effect upon the moral tone 

And discipline of other prisoners !— 

The dire disorganizing of the system 

Of criminal correction! Oh, reflect, 

Society will 
PRISONER, Hang society ! 
GOVERNOR. Oh, terrible! Iam not sure but that, 

By a peculiar Act of Parliament, 

When any felon breathes a strong request 

To hang society, we are compelled 

To visit that extremest penalty 

Upon that body. Let us wheedle him ! 

[Zhe Fail Officials ply the Prisoner with earnest suppit- 
cations on behalf of society, to which, being of a humane 
disposition, he eventually yields. He is then released 
with a free pardon, and entertained at a banquet, 
according to Act of Parliament. 














BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom. 


**So say I TOO, S1R.”— Zhe Merry Wives of Windsor, 
Act IV. Scene 2, 
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KNICKNAOKS, 


Tue French War Minister has recommended the officers of the Gallic 
army to carry a keyless watch with a compass at the back, both watch 
and compass having luminous 
dials, A Swiss firm, we believe, 
supplies these useful articles, 
**Mein Gott!” said a Teuton 
captain in our presence, as we 
retailed the above. ‘Ach 
Himmel! andt vat vor they vant 
zis toy-ticker? I haf grandt 
nose, vich I vollow as gompass, 
and ze glow vrom it shadt goodt 
light on dial ov any vatch !” 





WE hear that a certain farmer 
owns a ferocious pig that he lets 
loose in his yard at night. The 
porker keeps the place fairly clear 
of tramps, and seems to digest 
fragments of mendicants’ clothes 
with infinite ease, But he isa 
learned pig, and draws the line at swallowing buttons he tears from 
vagrants attire, Possibly, in doing so, the porker has a tender thought 
for the feelings of the unfeathered bipeds who will eventually consume 
him in the form of sausages. 





‘‘ THs scarcity of hares is very sad, but I suppose the Ground Game 
Act has had much to do with it,” sighed Mr. Boodle, peering over the 
morning paper at his better half. ‘‘It is sad, dear,” replied Mrs, 
Boodle, ‘‘ You’re about as bald as your banking account; but what 
do you mean by the Ground Game Act. Is it slang for some acrobatic 
performance you were in the habit of performing on your way home, 
while you were ‘sowing your wild oats’?” ‘‘ * Oats,’ indeed !” growled 
Mr. Boodle; ‘‘you are still quite capable of taking your ‘corn,’” 
Great Scott! what a débris of cups, saucers, toast and muffins the 
parlour-maid swept out. 


Mr. JUSTICE Day recently said that every civilian carrying a revolver 
should be liable to be flogged. Day’s business does not compel him to 
pass through crooked neighbourhoods at night, we presume ; otherwise 
we fancy he would not have babbled such senile nonsense. If half-a- 
dozen roughs set on this judge in the vicinity of Charing Cross Road, 
and dusted the pavement with his body, we wonder whether he would 
feel proud and pleased that he hadn’t a six-shooter in his pocket, as he 
rolled about in a dazed condition. It is a pity that some of our judges 
do not make themselves more thoroughly acquainted with the state of 
the streets of London after dark. 


DuRING a Board of Trade examination for colour blindness, the 
standard green light was described as red in 107 cases out of 189, when 
exhibited in a dark room. Our office boy’s aunt says that she ‘* won't 
wentur hon the briny hocean no furder than London Bridge hontil this 
ere’s seen hinto more deep.” 


THE owner of a large cotton mill in Columbia, South Carolina, was 
recently charged with having murdered one of his employés. When 
ordered to plead, he remarked, ‘‘ Wal, I guess I did kill the man. 

“Why?” inquired the judge. ‘‘’Caas the derned varmint asked for 
more wages,” answered the mill-owner. ‘* Taking this circumstance 
into consideration, I shall sentence you to five years’ imprisonment 
only,” said the arm of the law. ‘‘Reckon I'd like to appeal against 
your harsh conclusion,” exclaimed the mill-owner. ** You can do that 
with my best wishes,” warbled the judge. ‘‘’Taint often I git a real 
gentleman like you to deal with,” 


SAN FRANCISCO boasts of a real live ‘‘ Diamond King” of untold 
wealth. This worthy trader’s body always seems sparkling and flashing 
when he appears in public, but unfortunately his head invariably appears 
to be flat and dull, He’s polished in the wrong place—that’s all. 


Ir transpired in an Irish police-court recently that a woman had been 
living for two days on sixpence, while waiting the transfer of £6,000 
left her by a relation. What have the pathriots been about? Has the 
O’Brien excitement caused them to neglect business ? 





THE Rev. Dr, Talmage authoritatively states that there are no piano- 
fortes in Heaven. Whence he procures this information we wot not. 
Still, it will doubtless prove infinitely comforting news to many good 
believers, who have suffered deeply from hearing ‘‘ Pestal, and the 
‘Last Rose of Summer,” strummed byjelderly virgins, with curiously 
horny and gouty fingers. 











Joe to Jonathan. 
(Ske CARTOON.) 


Mr. CHAMBERLAIN, after out-pouring 
His views in a manner most free, 
Has taken his hook and is touring 
On the continent of “‘ Merikee.” 
Just to settle a Fishery Question 
He has gone to a far distant spot ; 
And, according to current suggestion, 
He’s like to catch something—but what? 


Is the rod he has got fit to tickle 
The tastes of American fish ? 
Or is it a rod that’s in pickle 
For his back in a way he can’t wish ? 
Will the creel that he’s trustfully wearing 
Return empty again to the shelf? 
Will the net that he’s carefully bearing 
Land anything else but himself? 


Cousin Jonathan’s known to be wily 
(Or, as he would say, to be *‘ cute”), 
And he goes for his visitor slily, 
Piscatorial rights to dispute. 
Let us hope he and Joe won’t be wranglers ; 
But, alas! should they prove to be so— 
Though he may be completest of anglers, 
The odds won’t be heavy on Joe, 


“*T OFTEN wonder, Mr. Flutterby, why it is Miss Dashington and you 
don’t get married,” said Mrs, Matchem, ‘* Because we have too much 
regard for each other, my dear madam,” replied Flutterby, sententiously. 
**Oh, you dreadful, wicked man!” squeaked Mrs, Matchem, and she 
called for sa/ volati/e, They brought her unsweetened by mistake, but 
it didn’t seem to matter, 





Mr. GLADSTONE has informed a correspondent that he is unable to 
perceive a justification for the conduct of the Lord Chancellor in 
depriving Mr, James Byrne of the commission of the peace. We suppose 
that this must now be regarded as another ‘‘ Ayrne-ing question.” 





A FANCY-DRESS BALL FRAGMENT. 


Titford.—‘‘ Hullo, Balberry! How are you?” 
Balberry.—‘ Doosid uncomfortable and hot, old man. 
come as a Zulu, or something of that sort. How are you/” 

Titford.—‘' Doing penance, my boy!—doing penance! Being 
slowly melted, that’s all, Wish I'd come as the North Pole; but, 
perhaps, it wouldn’t have been thought po/ite.” 

Balberry.—** Now then, dry up, Titford ; and lead the way to the 
nearest place for strong iced drinks, This is the last time you ever 
catch me making a guy of myself,” 

[Zhcy vainly try to restore exhausted nature by copious 
draughts of the weakest claret-cup. Physician's fee in 
cach case two guineas next day. 


Wish I'd 
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THE RABID POLITICIAN. 


THERE are some curious folks who are not content with rates and taxes, “liver,” comic songs, and other ills that flesh is heir to, but who actually—of their own free 
will—go in rabidly for politics. Our friend below is a sample. 
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‘ This wretched Gladstone (or Salisbury) is at it again ! “Gladstone (or Salisbury) ought to be hanged, ** Don't take any interest in politics? Then you 
Breakfast! Oh, take it away! I don't want any break- drawn, and quartered! Look what he’s upto oughtto. Now. look at the latest crime of Gladstone 
fast!” now,” &c., &c. (or Salisbury),” &c , &c. 
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‘*Appoiatment with me? Have you? Well, sir, I **Two o'clock, dear, sit? Very well, I'm “Give up politics, doctor, because you say I've ruined 
can't see you now. Here's Gladstone (or Salisbury) coming to bed soon. But here's the country my digestion, overtaxed my lungs, upset my liver, weakened 
ought to be strung up, sir,” &e., &c. being ruined by Gladstone (or Salisbury),’) my heart, turned my hair grey, and am on the verge of apo- 

&c., &c. plexy, and paralysis? Never. Never, while that infamous 


Gladstone (or Salisbury),” &c , &c. 











A Whistlerian Warble. That if against any B, A. 
(Mr. Whistler, President of the Royal Society of British Artists, lately moved a Other membership should be proved, 
resolution to the effect that '‘ This Society having been recognized and constituted by He must bid these B. A.s good day. 


the Personal Act and Wi lof Her Most Gracious Majesty, it is obviously unbecoming rL: , 

and improper that any person being, or desiring to become a member of this Royal Thus the W hite-Tufted W . spake, 
Society, should stiihate himself, or remain affiliated with any other association of With a sort of a High- Priest § mien ; 
Artist, »&o) Lest the British Artists should shake 


REHOLD ’twas the Whistler-Chief 


: In their worship of England’s Queen ! 
Of the mighty R. S. B. A. ; 


Who, to give his great mind relief, And Fun, chappie, would you believe 
Made a fiat the other day, That certain bold bad B. A.s 

‘* Take note,” said this pow’r of pow’rs, At the Whistler smole in their sleeve ; 
With a suddenly loyal mien ; Yea, yelled at the Yankee’s craze, 

‘‘ That to join any Artists save Ours, And when I say yelled, please note 
Will be to insult Our Queen ! That with laughter they yelled, I mean— 

That the Nocturnal one should devote 

‘By the Personal Act and Will, Such gush to our Gracious Queen ! 
Hath Her Gracious Majesty made : , 

The Society we now fill ; Now, what does all this portend ? 
Then let homage to Her be paid. What is J. Mc. N, W.’s fake? 

Unbecoming, indeed, ‘twould be, Is a knighthood or something his end, 
Nay, improper, to boot, I ween ; That to loyalty he doth awake? 

To join other bodies, for we His colours are often strange, 
Would thereby insult Our Queen !” But his general hue’s not green ; 


Then why this Whistlerian change, 


Then the Whistler up and moved, And this slaver of England’s Queen ? 
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THH HISTORY OF ANN. 
A “Domestic” TALE, 


YS, it’s a rummy ’un, this is, my history, 
Wot I’m about to tell— 

Which I would up, before court or consistory, 
Swearing it’s true as well, 

Once I was honest and good as the day, I was, 
Quiet and quite discreet, 

In my appearance I was, though I say I was, 
Regular nice and neat. 

But came a missus, austere and maijestical, 
Proving inimica/ 

(Which my position in life is domestical, 
Being a servant gal), 


I an ill-used and unfortunate martyr was, 
Draining a bitter cup ; 

Missus a right-down and regular Tartar was, 
Making us all sit up. 

Ever she’d send us off, flea in auricular, 
When she was in the fit, 

One little pleasure of mine in particular 
Riled her above a bit : 

Being by friends and relations expected to, 
Frequent I wore a fringe, 

Which was a thing as the missus objected to 
(This is my story’s hinge), 

















Noy, it’s as plain as the nose on my face, it is, 
Fringeses must be wore ; -. 

Not to possess one a shame and disgrace it is, 
Not to be tamely bore. 

What’s to be done, then, if missus comes dcwn on you, 
Bidding you leave or cringe? 

Can you, although as she chooses to frown on }2u, 
Sakker-i-fice your fringe ? 

No, not a bit of it! See how propitious like 
Only one course appears— _ 

Hide it away to display surreptitious like 
(That’s what 7 did, my dears). 


Thus was I driven, without a-designing it, 
Into a subterfuge, 

My character’s honesty quite undermining it— 
Which the results was huge! — 

First, through continual keeping-it-darkicess, 
Slyness I soon acquired ; 

Then I proceeded to with-young-men-/arkiness, 
Being extreme admired ; 

Af.erwards (showing my growing depravity 
Eager to spread her wings), — 

G ing for holidays, wearing with suavity 
Missus’s Sunday things ! 


Worser and worser I grew, getting used to it, 
Never a conscience twinge, 
Beinz her fault as I’d got introduced to it— 
Her as allows no fringe. 
Once on the slide, it’s a steep and a greasy one— 
P’r’aps it’s a fact we may 


Find the descent to Avernus an easy one, 
"Cause we're inclined that way ! 
(Hope you don't think I should make an apology 
Touching this classic lore, 
Though but a servant I knows my mythology, 
Parties may read, though pore). 





Quickly I made the descent, you could see I did, 
Into the deeps of crime ; 

First took the coals, and the sugar and tea, I did, 
Heaps of them all the time. 

Then, growing bolder, I may as well state I did 
Empty the linen chest ; 

Then I got hold of the family plate, I did, 
Collaring all the best. 

Finally (none being able to cope with me, 
Seemingly all at bay), 

Taking the master himself to elope with me, 
Fol-the-rol-looral-lay ! 








New Leaves, 


THE art honours of Zhe English /llustrated this month fall, as usual, to 

Messrs,’ Hugh Thomsonand Herbert Railton, For Mr. Maclean’s drawings 
we care less, —The remarkable story, ‘‘ Seth’s Brother's Wife,” is brought 
to aclose in this month’s Scridner; but the plentifulness of its other 
contents is continuous.—The abundant preparations for the Christmas 
Numbers of both these journals promise an uncommonly rich display. — 
In Longman's, between the chapters of “* Eve,” and ‘* At the Sign of the 
Ship,” where the entertainment is always refreshing—there lies much 
well-covered ground.—The care bestowed upon 7he Leisure Hour, The 
Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, The Girl's Own Paper, and 
Friendly Greetings is ever self-evident.—‘*‘ If you want any information, 
go to School,” is the heading to a deserving monthly journal—we confi- 
dently emphasise that expression.—A new journal, called Life im the 
Riviera, and issued in connection with Life of London, will make 
its first appearance at Nice, Dec, 3rd, and will be published weekly 
during the winter months.—The lecture recently delivered by the 
President of ‘* The British Trichological Association,” will raise hopes 
of recovering the lost hair on many a bald head, 
‘‘ Katherine Regina,” by Walter Besant (J. W. Arrowsmith, Bristol), 
This is Arrowsmith’s Christmas Annual. The story is one of sombre 
character, and the painfulness of it is rather long drawn out, awakening 
a regret that Christmas tales should be so often gloomy,—‘‘ Our Chil- 
dren,” by Robert Bell, M.D. (David Bryce & Son, Glasgow.) A book 
that teaches us how to keep our children well, and how to treat them 
when they are ill—and teaches ably—must be valuable as a guide tu 
mothers, if it does not excite the nervous fears it ought to allay.— 
‘* Sonnets and other Poems,” by W. G. Griffiths (Digby & Sons). There 
are snatches of sweet thoughts here and there, but the whole ranks with 
the aspirations of those whose aims are higher than their achievements, 
however praiseworthy their efforts may be. 





AN old lady recently wrote to her dairyman, and informed him that 
she should not require any further supply of lacteal fluid from his estab- 
lishment. The dairyman rushed round, and begged to know the reason 
why. “Because,” chirped the old lady, carefully arranging her 
spectacles, and gazing at Simpson calmly, ‘‘ because you have been too 


generous in your supply of sticklebacks lately.” Simpson turned green, 
and walked his chalks nervously. 
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“OUTSIDE, PLEASE.” 


Unemployed Party (slightly mixed),—“ BkG YOUR PARDINGSH, Miss, GsgMm'’ME A PoT OF FOUR-’ARF WHEN YOU'RE DISHENGAGED,” 

Fair Assistant.—“‘ TH1s 1s A Post OFFICE, MY GOOD MAN.” 

U. P.—** BLEsH MY SHOUL, SO ’TISH—(Aic), THEN BE GOODSH ’NOUGH TO DRAFTSH HOUT A POSHTAL HORDER FOR THE NEAREST 
CASHULTY WARD; AND DISPATCH ME THROUGH ONE HOF THEM THEER NOOMATICAL TUBES OF YOURN AS SOON AS POSSHIBLE TO 
THE WorkKUS. ME&ANWHILR, WHAT ARE YOU A-GOIN’ TO ’AVE TER DRINK?” 

Ff. A.—*“ COME, COME! OUTSIDE, PLEASE!” 

















A Boy’s Love. Fust Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 

Wien I was young, and in my teens HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1888. 

Oo gir ar reens ; : he Pape le . } 
Asa. ob | she eeid that ted oe, Containing Contributions by the best living Authors and Artists of the day 
But that was not quite true, d’ye see? Fust Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
That day she promised we should meet J O C K E » C da U B S i. O R I E S. 
Down at the corner of our street, By FRANK BARRETT. 
I saw her leave the altar, where 
She had been wed to Captain Blare. Fust Out. Price One Shilling. Post.free, 1s. 2d. 
Then I was ’mazed, and frantic grew, “THROUGH MY HEART FIRST! 
And vowed all women were untrue By H T. JOHNSON. 
And false at heart, like Martha Greens ; Now Ready. Price Twopence. 


But—I was only in my teens ! FUN ATMAWN AC for 188e. 


WHEN the Duke of Cambridge retires, the British Army will lose its ee ee ane 
greatest gamp-aigner, “FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, EC. 

















SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 









‘ 
Ks 1 Be Waits GUARANTEED BAL 
F | S ON EVERY CARD | PURE AND [Write as smoothly as a jead pencil, and neither scratch 
CURR eee) «SOLUBLE. Ask your Statloner (or a'Sixpenny Assorted ‘Sample 


cua, CaDAUEY & CO. Rimingham, Manstcrrenetst| BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. ? 


| yo 
Cadbury saninine 






or send 7 stamps to C. Branpaver and Co. s 
Works, Birmincuam;: or to their Wholesale 
archouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E-C. 


—— 





| Box, 
EN 
W: 


» ' (i ‘ Metal, and Peari Hutto 





i nie y Da Brothe t the ler re High Street. N.W.. aid ed (for the Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.C. 
we sday, Novemb<«r 
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MORE “PRETTY HOW D’YE DO’S.” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFE®., 


HE GLOBE.—I suppose there is 
some sort of lesson to be learnt from 
the circumstance that two plays, 
which managers have cast the eyes 
of doubt upon and relegated to 

igeon-holes and long delay, have 
produced within the compass 
of the self-same week, and in each 
case, moreover, with a marked 
success. Mr. H, A, Jones’s Heart 
of Hearts the one, the other Mr. 
Sidney Grundy’s Arabian Nights. 
Whatever the lesson may be, how- 
ever, tis not for me, but managers, 
to con—so I will e’en proceed 
with my own business, 


Mr. GRuNDy’s piece, which is 
an adaptation of Herr Von Moser’s 
Harun al Raschid, is a three-act 
farce of the most side-splitting cha- 
racter. Side-splitting from clever- 
ness of dialogue and aptness of dra- 
matic instinct, even more than from 
the nature of the embroglio, which, 





fue Gtoss.—At Rascuip’s Corrzs- 
YONDENCE MAKES HIM OUITE 
KASCHID! 





| truth to tell, arises from nothing more novel than the injudicious atten- 


| ‘ions ofa young married man toa casual young lady, and his disingenuous 


‘ 


| 





explanations of the thence-arising circumstances, With nothing but 
this time-worn subject to go upon, Mr. Grundy, assisted by his able 
interpreters, keeps his audience in paroxysms of spontaneous laughter 
for two good hours, with intervals for necessary refreshment. I gather 
that the play was intended originally for the Criterion, and its humour 
is certainly rather Criterionesque in parts, but it is very far from depend- 
ing upon mere equivoque for the laughter which accompanies it ‘all 
along the line.” 


Mr, HAwrTrey’s performance of the hero is something of an improve- 
ment upon anything he has yet done, and if lacking a little of a ‘‘ keep 
it up” spirit, is yet pleasantly droll in its quiet sincerity. Miss Lottie 
Venne is better suited in Rose Columbier than she has been in anything 
this many a day, and she plays it out to the last drop, with a spirit and 
sens? of character that carries all before it. Mr. W. S. Penley is as 
funny and ‘‘ present” in a slight part as he could be in a more prominent 
one, which is saying a great deal. Miss Carlotta Zerbini is not altogether a 
convincing mother-in-law—a little less of the domineering and a little 
more of the suave would probably improve the picture. The remaining 
characters are quite subordinate, and receive full justice at the hands of 
Miss Vane Featherstone, Miss Agnes Miller (who plays a little love 
scene with a pretty truthfulness), Mr. J. C. Glover, and Mr. W. Lestocq. 


THe Grkanpd.—Miss Lingard has been delighting the Islingtonians 
luring the (as I write) week, with her admirable performances of Sister 
Mary and Camille. I saw a remark the other day (I suppose one may 
be + pe to see aseee if it is printed?) in a quarter from which I 
would have expected better things 7 or 
‘o the effect that this was the frst WowOER, What A. 
metropolitan appearance of that — l TU MEAN S$) 
lady in the latter character. 'Tis ae 
thus that history is written! Even 
four-and-a-half-year-old theatrical 
history. Breathes there really a 
man with soul so dead as not to 
remember the pleasant surprise 
which awaited us all on that memo- 
rable March afternoon at the Gaiety 
(March 13th, 1883, to be exact) 
when the handsome and clever 
‘lady from Australia” dawned 
upon us as a delightful actress, and 
set us wondering where we'd seen 
her before? Goto! 


REFERRING to the Grand re- 
minds me that I have had by me, till 
[am almost ashamed (which is tan- 
tamount to another person’s being 
wholly ashamed) to produce them, 
some notes on the recent Roselle- 
Dacre performances at that theatre. As Miss Roselle is one of the finest 
actresses we have, however, and both pieces of the repertoire were new, 
perhaps not very much excuse is needed for, at any rate, placing the 
engagement on record. There is some similarity between the plays 





Tus Giose.—Tue Younc Lapy of 
FirtTeen. 





presented (which are of the ‘‘strong” order, and adapted, more par- 
ticularly, for provincial consumption), in that they both turn on unjust 
suspicions cast upon a young wife by means of an of-necessity-concealed 
brother and a spiteful female. But though Mr. Blood’s ’7wixt Kith 
and Kin is a good working piece, with plenty of those points and situa- 
tions so necessary and effective, Our oan (which is by Mr. and Mrs. 
Herman Merivale) goes deeper into the nicer details of feeling, and is 
altogether a favourable specimen of what possibilities there really are in 
the stock conventionalities of the lesser drama, which we are apt to look 
down upon, no doubt, because of the ‘‘ dry-bone ” manner in which they 
are generally presented. 





THOsE who are familiar with Miss Roselle’s acting will understand 
with what fervour and instinctive insight she depicts an emotional cha- 
racter like Our Joan, with its courage, fresh honesty, and obstinacy of 
wounded pride and affection; nor do her personal attra¢tions by any 
means weaken the force of the picture. Mr. Dacre, too, with his hand- 
some face, gentlemanly bearing, and quiet force, is eminently fitted for 
the aristocratic, though far from colourless, 7é/e he sustains in each of 
the plays. The general company is of considerable merit, and, alto- 
gether, our “‘ friends at a distance,” in what we are pleased to call ** the 
provinces,” have one chance of enjoyment at least, which I envy them. 


Nops AND WINKs.—‘‘ The Dramatic Students ” gave a very excel- 
lent performance of 7he Favourite of Fortune, at Terry's, on Tuesday 
afternoon last, for the benefit of the author, too! When Messrs, Hay- 
den Coffin, W. Lugg, Mrs. Conyers D'Arcy, and Misses Maude Millett, 
Rose Dearing, Webster, and Cudmore are mentioned as the Students 





Tue Provinces.—*,Worps, Worps, Woros.’ 


playing the principal parts, it will be clear that ‘‘a good show” was the 
result.—Mr. Alfred Balfour’s entertainment at the **‘ Horns,” Kenning- 
ton, ‘‘ went off” with a great bang.—Some ‘“‘ specimen copies”’ of the 
Kaiser-i-Hind Cigarettes have reached me from the makers. I incau- 
tiously smoked one at the office the other day, since which, I discover, 
everybody in the place, from the editor to the office boy, has called on 
the agents and explained that he is the only genuine party who writes 
the notices of those things. They are a superior and carefully-prepared 
cigarette, with a delicate flavour and aroma. I’m told the Australians 
dispose of them by thousands, and your colonial is ‘‘ pertic’lar” in his 
smokes ; for myself, I have laid in a million. NESTOR. 








A SCOTSMAN was recently summoned for neglecting to contribute to 
the support of his wife. The gentle husband stated that his spouse had 
broken his heart completely. ‘‘ Bosh!” ejaculated the poor woman. 
“The whiles we lived together the mon was always striking me.” 
‘* Hoot awa!” exclaimed the benedict, with tears in his eyes: ‘* I once 
lifted my hond to her when I awoke on a Sunday afternoon, and faund 
her knittin’ a pair o’socks for me. That’s what her reeligion is worth. 
This piece of sanctimonious snivel is worthy of anything that Stiggins 
ever gave vent to. The wretched humbug ought to be thoroughly 
tattooed with texts by a company of stalwart matrons ; large-sized darning 
needles being used during the operation, 





Mr. COMMISSIONER KERR, who used to be a positive terror to con- 
victed garrotters, has now become a grim bogey to money-lenders. It is 
a matter of regret that the law does not permit the astute old judge to 
place some of these foul pests in the dock, and sentence them summarily 
to the ‘‘ cat” as confirmed rogues and vagabonds. 
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A Oheerful Companion to the 
Calendar, 


NOVEMBER—(SECOND HALF.) 


16th, JOHN BRIGHT was born this day—re- 
member it— 
Of English Progress a true champion 
knight ; 
hile some for Place strain’d honesty 
and wit, 
His purpose, like his name, has still 
been Bright. 


day, 
Whose mem'ry is worth hon’ring even 


yet 5x 
Unless your fancy find some better way 
Re-read ‘‘Gil Blas,” ’twill bring you 


no regret, 
18th, This day the Duke of Wellington, whose 
life 
Was glorified by battles bravely 
fought, 
Releas’d by death, at last, a prince of 
strife, 
With final honours to his tomb was 
brought. 


19th, Of Monsieur de Lesseps the birthday this, 
Financier and isthmus-cutter ; 
You need not fear his countryman wii! 
miss 
So good a chance his fame to “ bu'- 
ter.” 


20th. St. Edmund, king and martyr, this dey 
died, 
And not the last, by sev’ral, that way 
fated ; 
To win that end extremely hard they 
tried, 
If half be true in history related. 


The — Princess of Germany’s birth- 
ay— 
The first-born of our Queen, her 
** little Vic.;” 
** For auld lang syne,” and in the Ger- 
man way, 
Drink her good health, and‘ glasses 
gaily click. 
22nd, The martyrdom of St. Cecilia, 
Who virgin was and Music’s pat- 
roness ; 
Unnumbered patrons have, since her 
sad day, 
In music’s name been martyr’d scarcely 
less. 


Irish Rebellion—ancient story !— 
This day, in sixteen-forty-one, 

Was at the work fierce, grim, and gory, 
Whose course is even yet not run. 


John Knox died this day, fifteen-seventy- 
four 
Of reformation a forerunner : 
The words *‘John Knox” the Pope 
found quite a bore, 
And every knock John gave a stunner. 


25th. This day died Giulia Grisi, queen of 
song— 
Ah! shall we ever see her like again ?— 
Supremest ’mid a splendid lyric throng, 
A world enchanted follow’d in her 
train. 
Birthday of William Cowper, whose 
strong mind 
Was clouded often by pale melan- 
choly ; 
But many a bright page in his works 
you'll find— 
His Gilpin’s ride might make a cynic 


21st. 


23rd, 


24th. 


26th, 


17th. Le Sage, good Alain René, died this | 
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PLAIN SP#AKING. 


Visitor (adapting her conversation to the listener, aged four ).—“ AS WE WALKED THROUGH 
THE FIFLDS WE SAW THE MOO-COWS AND THE BAA-LAMBS——” 
Frances (interrupting) —‘* WHEN / TALK I CALL A SHEEP A SHEEP, AND A COW A 
Cow ; BUT P’R’APS YOU CAN’T SPEAK PLAIN.” 





Teck— 
Was born this day ; of course you will 
observe it 


deserve it. 


In eighteen-fourteen, first this day 
The Zimes by steam was printed ; 

The use of ‘‘ steam,” in many a way, 
The 7imes has never stinted. 


Cardinal Wolsey, note it, this day died, 


28th. 


29th. 
all 
pride, 


may fall, 


oth, 
; dear, 


bright ‘* Glenlivet, 
Or ** Dew from off Ben Nevis,” no less 
clear ; 
Let’s hope their plan’s as right as any 
trivet. 


With Apologies to the City. 
To what part of London would you, in a 
honetic sense, relegate young gentlemen who 
istle with flash jewellery, Houndsditch suits, 
and other evidences of inexpensive and gaudy 
swagger ?—Cheap-side. 








CHEWING tobacco may be a reprehensible, 
but it is certainlya thrifty habit. Chemists 





iolly, 





have generally a quid or two about them. 


Who keep it with deep draughts of | 


A warning to my thoughtless brothers | 
That ’mongst the card’nal virtues is, not 


Whose danger is, like stocks, that it 


St. Andrew’s Day, to sturdy Scotsmen | 


| 





j 


With festive loyalty, which do not check | 
With question of how much she may — 





got Burns, and the mob—bruises. 


27th. Bright Princess Mary—Duchess now of | In the Battle of Trafalgar Square the police 








HALVES! 


First Small Urchin, —** D’ye’ear, Bill, you're 


a real genelman, ain’t yer?” 


Bill (the proud possessor of a hot potato),— 


** Rather.” 








First S, U.—“ So'm I, ain't 1?” 


Bill —** Yas,” 


First S. U. (after @ pause).—‘* Well, Bill, 
when one genelman ‘as a ‘ot tatur, he alius 


gives another genelman arf,” 


[Bill parts. 
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THE STORY OF DBATH AND THE IRISH 
PATRIOT, 
(BARRING THE DEATH.) 
Cuaprer I, 
His eye flashed fire; his bosom heaved; stern resolution sat upon 
ad pn brow. 
With outstretch- 
ed arm he beck- 
oned to > 
. and bade disso- 
With a fearless 
eye of scorn he 
= a 
and oppressors 





—— ee ee 





admiring and applauding crcowd—ibe natwn's best and noblest blood, 
that dreaded not the vengeance of the maimed cow nor the pursuing 
hand of the pitch-capped infant. 

**It would suit me admirably,” he shouted; and at his words a 
mighty thrill ran through the veins of them that heard. ‘“‘ It would suit 
me admirably; nay, I should regard it as a great Juxury to expire for 
this cause. There is nothing that would give me greater pleasure than 
to perceive the hangman approaching round one corner, while the heads- 
man advanced, with fatal purpose, round the other; and the whole 
Irish Executive, armed with the fatal knife whose keen edge thirsted 
for my heast’s gore, come seething along the blood-stained, down- 
trodden side a of this my native land. Oblige me with the fatal 
bowl, the dreadful gallows-tree, and other articles ; I should enjoy it.” 

At this moment a policeman was seen advancing in the distance ; and, 
with the promptness and the ready resource that speak—ah ! how plainly 
—the hero’s soul, the undaunted one placed his wife in front of him, and 
hid himself in a pleat. 


Cuaprer II, 
Tue scene has changed. We have a prison cel! ; and in its (more or 
less) gloomy aisle crouches the form of the unhappy heso of the tub. 
No more he cries aloud for the dreadful gallows-tree ; nay, as the 
tyrant jailer enters, the patriot hero, green with apprehension, crawls to 
his on il they bill eo ay 
Wi ill me?” he so **Say, will t lead me to the 
dreadful stake?” . sted 
** Steak?” replies the cruel jailer. ‘‘ No, they won’t let you have no 
steak ; bread and water is all you'll have until you put on this ‘ere con- 
vict dress.” 
But all, all around combines to fill the patriot hero with a misgiving 
es is akin to despair ; there are too few feathers in his bed by at least 
three, 
**This alone,” he murmurs, *‘ will be the death of me.” 
** But,” says the brutal jailer, *‘ we thought you were prepared to die 
for this your country ; and here you’ve only got a month without hard 
labour, and you're a-whining like a baby!“ And his hard creel finger 
is laid beside his nose, as the Irish patriot findsa fly in his bread and 
water, and thereon sinks, sobbing, on his pallet. 





A TRAVELLER asserts that the mastodon still may be seen in the Arctic 
solitudes of Alaska. He’s quite sure on this point, because he happened to 
interview a dermatous animal, The creature in question was about 
the size of one of Shoolbred’s vans, and manifested a strong desire to con- 
sume him as a donne bouchée before lunch ; but luckily the traveller had 
a dynamite-shell with bim, which he threw into the -shelied quad- 
ruped’s mouth. The deadly missile burst with a fearful explosion, and 
the mastodon having bowed graciously, trotted off wagging his tail as 
contentedly as if the ‘‘ flick up ” had been a nicely devilled biscuit. 





Our Queen commands that the Jubilee medal shall rank above 
all war medals, This is certainly putting Queen in front of Country 
with a vengeance. Foreigners will be vastly amused on learning that 
the absurd trumpery Jubilee decoration of Alderman Teadust, of Snivey- 
cum-Puddleton, is to be looked on as a more precious badge of honour 
than the Victoria Cross—according to order. Vat anode larks! 





[An adverti 
a house, which 


Now, here is a chance for you owners of houses, 
Ye builders and landlords with mansions to let, 
The sight of which, doubtless, your 
And daily increases life’s worry and fret. 
For here is a tenant who is not to be sneezed at, 
Who's ready to jump at what others would dread ; 
A ghost or a ghoul he is mightily pleased at, 
They make him feel cheerful when going to bed. 


While others rejoice in the humdrum and quiet 


Of 


Here is a being whose fancy runs riot 
In the 
A deed which Wild Darrell would view with elation, 
A murder which leaves Amy Robsart’s behind ; 
Traditions like these are a recommendation 
To him who the most haunted houses would find. 


We picture this lover of premises haunted, 


We 


In the dark moated grange, alone and undaunted, 
He boldly defies Mr. Evil One’s power. 
He’ll doubtless grow cheerful on hearing the rustle 
Of long trailing garments (ghosts mostly wear these), 
He'll hear clanking irons without moving a muscle, 
And chuckle when other men’s marrow would freeze. 


And, pray, will the world, always wanting new wonders, 
Now run after ghosts ‘stead of running away? 

Will Kotzebue-like lightnings and Wal purgi,-night thunders 
Now, like every dog, for a while have their day? 

If chains heavy clanking and maniac laughter 
Become quite the thing by a common consent, 

Put a ghost in the cellar, a fiend on each rafter, 
Ye owners of houses, and—double the rent ! 


A Chance for the Ghosts. 
- Sel een ern. which runs :-—“* Required, 


arouses, 


ic villas and plain tenements, 
ht of a house which a real ghost frequents. 


see him, when midnight booms forth from the tower, 











BurLesovuep By Our BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 








** Two Hor Sueers.”—Love's Labour's Lost, Act Ll. Scene 1. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


Boom. 
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Echa says that ars, after a profi m4 a 
ei as jolly yl Seems Aaa work,” Sotet. | 
Now, whence come the beggars that knock at our doors? 

From their reeking resorts, 
Their grim alleys and courts, 
From tenements 
And dirty *‘ Rents,” 
From lanes 
Where stains 
Of mud, and the scent 
Of all kinds of dirt, | 
Seem never to hurt 
The beggars who there frequent. 


Here they come smiling, 

Intent on beguiling, 

Now cringing and whining, 

At their hard fate repining, 

Stealthily peeping, 

Close to you creeping, 

Muttering and moaning, 

Grunting and groaning, 

Drowsily droning 

With endless refrain, 

Eager for gain, 

Their greedy palms itching, 

Their long fingers twitching 
To snatch at the purses which money contain. 


The Jolly Beggars. | 
| 


There are beggars who claim 
Your help, as they’re lame, 

But who, when they’re home, can dance all the same, 
There are beggars who’ve whined 
For years that they’re blind, 

Yet, when they’re not seen, their sight they soon find, 
There are beggars who sing 
Sankey’s hymns, but who'll fling 

Loud oaths at your head if you don’t give anything. 


And when the day’s over 

They’ll revel in clover. 

Here’s a canting old sinner 

Now eats a good dinner ; 

That boy begged for water, ' 

He now swills pots of porter. 

And so every one | 

Finds begging such fun, 
That, doubtless, while many an honest man starves, 
The beggar, in living, does nothing by halves. | 


First Clubman.—‘** HULLO, Bos! 
STINGER, OF THE ‘MosQuiTo’?” 
Second Clubman.—‘* NO; WHAT'S UP?” 
First C.—‘**GreatT ScoTr! 
Boy. 
Second C.—AH! 
ACCIDENT, AND BITE THAT LONG TONGUE OF HIS SOME TIME OR OTHER,” 


‘MEANT SARCASTIC.” 
H&ARD THE NEWS ABOUT MAC- 


It’s A CASE OF DOWN, NOT UP, DEAR 
He’s DEAD AS A TENT-P&G. POISONED HIMSELF LAST NIGHT,” 
I THOUGHT THE POOR FELLOW WOULD HAVE AN 








MURDLE VISITING. 


MARIA Says to me, ‘* The conduk of the pollis has been excellent.” 

I says to Maria, ‘‘ Let’s go to the pollis headquarters. Let’s go to 
Scotland Yard and see ’em in their native lairs.” 

We starts off on the yaller bus. Maria says the road cars is too 
shaky for her nerves, being so high up like, since she had the spasms 
bad from having a threepennorth on the top of the Monument, 

We gets to Scotland Yard, which has a good public on one side of it, 
and .a sniff of the stable yard as comes up under the archway. We 
walks about and a copper asks us what we wants. Maria says, 

** We wants to explore the pollis; we wants to go all round ‘em,”’ 
says Maria. She says this toa very fat sergeant, and he looks uncommon 
wild. Maria says, ‘*I don’t mean anything offensive, sir, as to your 
‘mr ys circumference. I’m a real admirer of the pollis, large or 
small,” 

He says, ‘* You take care my good woman. There is a handy cell or 
two about here, and the Ome Secretary ’as just drew by in a ‘ansom. 
Take care. Now, what do you want?” 

** Well,” says Maria, *‘ we wants to know something about crime and 
murder, and all that sort o’ thing. We've seen Madame Toosords, and 
tread the Colin Campbell case, and all about Inspector Livingstone 
having a oner over the nose in the Square business. But we should like 
to see the pollis at home, so to speak.” 
eant shows us into a side orfice. A shabby-genteel cove, with 
a half-cast in his eye, as looked something between a retired broker’s- 
man and a Battersea Park Sunday ranter, was a-comin’ in. 

_“*He’s a covie as is coming to report himself, being under super- 
vision,” says the sergeant. 

** What !” says Maria, ‘‘one of them coves as when converted from 
the errors of their ways, by temperance meetin’s, soots o’ clothes, and 
good boots, gets situations as warehousemen’s porters, when the pollis 





comes and tells their guv’nors that, twenty years ago, was convicted 
of stealin’ their mother-in-law’s false teeth—and then they get kicked 
out of their situations and rewenges themselves on sassiety at large, and 
all on account of the pollis.” 

The sergeant looks very severe at this. 

‘* The pollis,” says he, ‘‘ is the benefactor of sassiety. You should go 
upstairs and see what a heye we keep on the crim’nals; we've got 
photos of all the convicted as ever was.’ 

So Maria and me goes upstairs into a orfis. There was a lot o’ big 
books, album-like, as was filled with the portraits of the criminal classes, 
as they call’em, Maria begins a-asking questions as she looks at the 
pictures, 

** What’s him?” she says. 

** Professional pot-stealer, but eventooal run in for throwin’ a lighted 
paraffin lamp at his aged grandfather, who annoyed of him by sitting 
by the fire and reading L/oyd's instead 0’ Kcynold s Weekly.” 

‘* And what’s him?” 

‘* Water-rate collector as imbezzled considerable, and kep’ a surburban 
villa, and did pigeon-shootin’ at the Welsh . When run in his 
constitooshun was permanent undermined by indulgin’ in mussel suppers 


with hot sherry wine to foller. 

** And what's him?” 

** A ruffi'n of the name of Murdle.” 

**T never knowed,” says Maria, a-turnin’ to me, ‘‘as you ‘ad crimiaals 
in your family connections, Murdle, or I might ’a thought twice afore I 
hinted to yer. Alcho 1 8 ong. East, ine 00 20.8 man, was 
as gentle as a ’ansom cabman’s when he’d got a half-quid by mistake 


for a sixpence, and had drawn safe round the corner out of sight.” 


This led to angry words. And it wasn’t till the t and us had 
rum pretty considerble, that we got home sonfestehtlo:€0 sprats, with 
welsh rabbit to follow. 
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A PLAIN UNVARNISHED TALE. 
By Our CHop-House GossiP, 


THERE are but few chaps I consider 
more silly, 
Or — adapted for chaffing, than 
t 
Who g° "gag constantly painting the 
uly: 
And empty ing scent bottles over 
the rose. 
Nu, give mea feller who outs with 
his story, 


As simple to facts as a story can be, 
For that is a feller in whom I can 


glory, 
And that is a feller the picture of 
me, 


So when I recite you the tale of 
what’s doing, 
You’ll know that I’m telling you 
just what’s occurred, 
And won’t find a reason, I’m sure, 
fur pooh-poohing 
The story I tell you, or doubting my word. 
I’ve been here and there, and l’ve read all the papers, 
And people have told me a thing now and then, 
And so I am up to the recentest capers, 
Which I have embodied as following, mem, :— 


They’re building a railway from Burmah to China, 
To open up several millions of trade, 

Which places Victoria (surnamed Regina) 
Among the boss monarchs of this here decade. 

The Friendly Society known as Royal Liver, 
Behaves in a rather unorthodox way, 

And here and there one of a pill would-be giver— 
It’s pills as is good for a Liver they say. 


ae Hofmann is (H)off (ain’t he made a sensation !) 
And judges have found a decrease in our crimes ; 
And Spottiswoode publish (cheap) Laws of the Nation, 
So we may be legally ‘‘up to thejtimes ; ” 
Ma’am Jeffries has caught what, most like, she was dreading, 
And Faust in New York has been ‘‘ holding the fort ;” 
And Miller, with Hase, wouldn’t has’e to the wedding, 
(The B, of P. case was arranged out of court). 


Attempt on the rights of the people to trample 
At Burnham its Beeches was nipped in the bud, 
An Anarchist’s blown himself up—an example, 
The rest will please note—it’s a moral in mud, 
And—ain’t it enough for to frighten a mortal ?— 
A signalman went for to poison his pal ; 
While Manchester people, emitting a chortle, 
Have cut the first sod of their New Ship’s Canal. 


The Crown Prince’s lunch-bill was rather a ** corker,” 
No wonder his highness refused for to pay, 
’Twould take a “‘ pertickler spry” knife and forker, 
To get through the value of that, I should say ! 
With his very third shot a Sassiety joker, 
Has scored a nice “‘ libel with fifty pound fine ;” 
They're looking, alas! for a gone *‘ outside Broker ” 
hose credulous dupes do not cease to repine. 


The Manchester Jubilee Show is all over 
(And Mr, Sims Reeves, if you please, had a cold); 

In that queer ‘‘ foreign part,” which you reach, vi4 Dover 
L'affairve Caffarel is concluded, I’m told. 

John orley’s been giving that lecture of his’n— 
Which, **On Aphorisms,” is what it is called ; 

The Wormwood Scrubbs people don’t relish their prison, 
But seem, on the contrary, rather appalled, 


But—shade of Lord Nelson !—with riot and ructions, 
The “ Bay ” isn’t in it at all with the “Square a 

What blatant tomfoolery rabid *‘ deductions,” 
And fatuous silliness where ! 

If cocks want to crow there's an obvious station, 
That custom and time has reserved for their use, 

If ** freedom " means charlatan-spread consternation, 
Why, dash it and hang it, you know, it’s the deuce, 





But hoorah ! for the Prince who looked after the bobbies ! 
Hoorah ! for the bobbies for holding their own ! 
Hoorah ! for the bandman, who, damaged in nob, is 


By far most concerned for his damaged trombone ! 





S 


S 
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But please, Sir Charles Warren, excuse if I mention 
You've ill-advised hitters among your police ; 

Next time get a// soldiers as means of prevention, 
And give your tried bobbies a welcome release. 





A Burly Prisoner. 


Mr. BENNETT BURLEIGH, of the big D.7., 
Was charged with being riotous around Trafalgar Square, 
Which was rough on him, for he was but reporting, don’t you see, 
And had not J. 7.-eriorated to the Socialistic blare. 
But, anyhow, B, B.’s case was settled none too early, 
Which aroused in certain quarters quite a striking hurly-Burleigh ! 








IN a recent - fight in which one of the combatants was covered 
with blood and knocked out of time, it seems there was a good deal of 
‘*kid ” about the gloves, though they were well adapted for *‘ tanning,” 
and one man managed to ‘‘ hide” another with them. 























SO SOON AFTER THE BRIDAL DAY, TOO! 


Gentle Bridegroom,—‘‘1! think it’s awfully bad form on your part, 

Angelina, to paint your cheeks and wear false hair; and Pmatiats 
—request you to abstain from doing so in future.” 
camo _— a ! Don’t cane idiot, Edwin. I shall do asI 
ike—so there ides, you needn't talk; int your nose, 
stick pads on your shoulders, and wear some th age ver monkey’s 
false teeth in your great ugly mouth. And you're a nasty, captious, 
ill-tempered thing. I wish I’d never married you !” 
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KNIOKNAOKS, 


Prince MesCHETscueRsKI of Russia says, ‘A Jew who is a rene- 
gade to his religion will be a renegade to the State.” This noble gentle- 
‘man seems to forget that 
the cruel treatment of the 
Hebrews in Holy Russia 
sometimes induces them 
to profess ‘*C bristianity,” 
with a mental reserve. A 
Jew resident in Russia, 
however unsullied his life 
may be, is liable to im- 
prisonment, fines, and 
floggings at the caprice of 
any petty police tyrant, 
and is never allowed to 
hold any official position. 
At their worst, surely, the 
Hebrews make better and 
more useful citizens than 
the majority of the loutish, 
ignorant, besotted Musco- 
vites they sojourn with. 


M. Sercey SMELIANI- 
HOFF has invented a new 
dynamite shell. A con- 
temporary states that 
seven of these projectiles 
were recently fired from a 
Parrot gun. Experts talk 
about the aroma from S. 
S.’s shells with dread awe. 
One of them would poison 
the crew of a man-of-war. 





‘*Do you think that insects are ever afflicted with lunacy, Professor 
Scrubs?” asked Lady Jane Bluesox, as they met at a conversazione, 
* Well, your ladyship, I’ll go as far as to say that fleas are frequently 
cracked,” said the learned man, in a solemn voice. Urgent calis fora 
doctor of the female persuasion, 


“‘ DELIGHTED you ve got the tooth out, Mr, Scruncher,” said a patient ; 
‘it’s been a most terribly painful business to me, and difficult job for 
you.” ‘*Oh I’m glad you're pleased, sir,” returned the dentist cheerily, 
‘tT assure you I spare mo pains in trying to make every extraction tho- 


roughly satisfactory.” 


Dr. ESMARCK, a famous German physician, protests against the use 
of ** Apothecaries’ Latin,” and very pertinently says that the use of a 
dead language by doctors in writing their prescriptions is confusing and 
apt to increase the death rate; especially when arsenic is popped intoa 
decoction instead of asafcetida. 


DuRING the row in Northumberland Avenue, a greasy rough, retreat- 
ing crab-fashion, bumped his head against a lamp-post. He instantly 
roared out, ‘* Don’t hit/me again, Mr.,Policeman, ‘ave mercy hon me, it 
was my brother Bill as threw the stone, s’help me it was.” Then he 
cautiously turned his head round, saw his error, and became wildly brave 
and defiant, 


He was a mild-eyed young man, and he went to a cheap boarding- 
house at Brighton. ‘** Allow me to help you to a little stew, Mr. Frink,” 
said the landlord, ‘‘ Er—no thank you,” warbled the mild-eyed young 
man, sniffing as if he had a bad coldinthe head, ‘‘ The—er—fact is, I'm 
a Good Templar, and mustn’t take anything strong.” 


A COUPLE of burglars broke into a public-house the other night. 
They had carefully packed up 74 bottles of liquor when the police 
popped in and arrested the crib-cracking pair. Had they escaped with 


constables were too precipitate in running the burglars in, 





to reciprocity, celery to celestialness, and asparagus to assiduity. 





their booty, the loss would not have been heavy to the publican, as the 
bottles mostly contained coloured water, and were used merely as 
dummies on the shelves, It is a pity that the cracksmen were not 
allowed time to imbibe some of the chemically prepared lotions, The 


A K@EN observer of human nature declares that being good comes 
after being fed. A vegetarian, however, carries this notion to an ex- 
treme, and asserts that it is necessary to live on a vegetable diet in order 
to develop into a worthy virtuous member of society. Garlic, it appears, 
1S conducive to generosity, potatoes to piety, carrots to charity, radishes 





QUITH UNUSED TO IT! 


WF were taking a look round the other day, when we were pained b 
the sight of a poor little fellow weeping ona doorstep. So we petted 
his head, and 
wiped away the 
grimy tears from 
his dirty little 
face, and bade 
him be com- 
forted, 

** I carn’t,” he 
whined; ‘*it's 
sich a surprise ! 
I ain’t ever 
knowed the 
likes of it afore 
—and so fond o’ 
me as they've 
alwis bin too!” 
Then he swore 
a good string of 
Swears, and, 
having waited 
for the echoes of 
these to die away, we said, ‘‘ Who are they that have always been so 
fond of you?” 

** The ’Thorities—all on ’em, from the Preemeer and the 'Ome Secki- 
tery to the Cheef Kmishener—all on ’em, Wy, they used to pet me 
hup—till t’other day, so they did; and let me do any blessed thing I 
like, from smashin’ winders to murder, s’long as I done it in a body, 
They'd saggerifice the int’rests o’ the public to mine as soon as look at 
‘em 3 and mow ” 

** And who are you, my little man?” we asked, 

** Wy, I’m London Ruffinism, that’s who 7 am; and I’ve had a shock 
/’ave, and it’ll be a long time afore I gits over it.” And, so saying, he 
amused himself by catching a sparrow and breaking its legs. 

We saw how hard it was for a poor little fellow who had always been 
used to being petted to bear unaccustomed severity ; so, taking him on 
our knee, we fondled his head as hard as we could without positive in- 
jury to our hands, and bade him continue his plaint, 

It was some time before he recovered from our caresses sufficiently to 
continue ; then he said : 

** 7carn’t make out the meanin’ of it all, so I carn’t ; onless they've 
orl gorn starin’ stark mad, Wy, ’ere for this last thirty year they've 
done nothink but set me hon their nees and give me sugar plums; and now, 
wen I ony wants for to go to Trerfalger Square and dessicrate the Sab- 
bath, and friten everybody, and smash about and kick people, thisher 
Charles Warrin goes an'—oooh !—ackshally goes an'—an’ prewents me ; 
an’, wot’s more, means bisness, I tell yer I ain’t used to it!” 

** Poor little fellow!” we exclaimed with tearful eyes, rocking him 
until his head came in decided contact with a sharp corner of a wall. 
** Never mind, you'll have a chance of getting used to it now,” 

**Ooh!” he screamed. ‘“ It'll kill me, it will!” 

A light of subdued joy and hope lighted up our features, as we mur- 
mured reflectively, ‘‘ Ah, perhaps it will 1” 

Then, placing the little sufferer tenderly and carefully in front of our 
boot, we drew back our leg and took careful and kindly aim ; and in 
another instant the cherub had sailed gracefully through the air, and 
alighted upside down on a particularly hard kerb-stone. Then, our eyes 
suffused with tears of sympathy, we went off to express our indignant 
surprise to Sir Charles and the others by grasping their hands warmly 
and patting them on the back, 


ee 


New Leaves, 


Tue illustrated books and booklets in connection with their Christmas 
and New Year's Cards, Opal Souvenirs, &c., issued by Messrs, Hilde- 
sheimer and Faulkner, display the same outlay of taste and talent that 
so thoroughly characterises all their productions, but while giving well- 
deserved praise to all that is meritorious, it is regrettable that such lavish 
expenditure had not secured them better art, for where so much is good 
there is also much that is more than indifferent.—The abundance and 
variety of Messrs. Raphael Tuck and Sons productions in the same 
direction require similar admissions of evidently unstinted efforts to pro- 
vide the outcome of ability and taste, only fied by similar r ee 
The Christian name cards prodaced by J. F. Bennet will please the fancy 
and serve the convenience of maoy, but the picture portion should have 
been, and might have been, better with advantage, 











RUSSIAN agents grumblingly assert that the Indian Government is 
attempting to oun favour with the Persian Court, Well, it is only 
second nature in Anglo-Indians to curry everything they possibly can ! 








Ia no cate will they be returned wnless 
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CABBY MASTER OF THE SITUATION. 


Scrimper.—‘ H1, Cansy, you Lunatic! Dasu IT ALL! DO You KNOW WHERE YOU ARE, AND WHAT YOU'RE DRIVING INTO?” 
Cabby.—** Yas, I'M ATOP OF ’AMPSTEAD ’EATH, AND I’M A-DRIVIN’ HINTO THE DEEPEST LAKE IN THE KNOWN WORLD, TLL 
YER WOT IT 18, I ’*RARD YOU AND YOUR TWO PALS A-SAYIN’ AS YOU’D SEE ME BLOWED AFORE YOU’D PAY ME ANYTHINK HEXTRY 
ACOS OF 11'S BEIN’ BEYOND THE RADYUS. NoOw, D’yeR seg, I’ve FIXED YER. You BET, I’M A DESPERATIOUS MAN, AND HONLESS 
YOU SHELLS OUT ’ARF A QUID AMONG YER PRETTY SHARP, YOU'LL ’AVE TO SWIM ASHORE; THE WHICH I’M A-GOIN’ FURDERER AND 





ds alte eet ny 


= 


pr a — aes wae 2 be a oo - = * 
2 Rt gee ae . 

—— —_— = 
Re OR As ee mC meh mc 
~ . ~ 


re 







































































BE FURDERER, I HAM, Gee ‘ooP!” [ The pond is about three feet deep in the centre. 
nah z 
i “'T was in Trafalgar Square.” The ghost of Nelson much must grieve, ust Out. Price One Shilling. Postfvee, 18. 2d. 
ah (Szz CaRToon.) At what he sees around him; HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1888. 
ae) af The feats that fools and knaves achieve ; ; fF 
uae ** TRAFALGAR SQUARE !”—its very name Ate likely to astound him : Containing Contributions by the best living 
Ht Recs mihty at oem ene ne fas vean 
| "4 Wheel sree iy Cyecrd ag fame, Was not Ais way of claiming right, Fust Out. Price One Shilling. Post-/Jree, 18. 2d. 
nd e’en our children prattle. : 
| But then ’twas nigh a foreign strand, ae ary ad on foe ¥ pent JOCKEY CLUB STORI ES. 
We fought against a foreign band, “ — By FRANE BARRETT. 
| we 1a ve Seen ne A Strange Arc-ument. ust Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s, 2d. 
; According to the Gaw/ois, the English took 66 ” 
' That Square, though, as it comes to pass, aon Are s clothes, much ‘as they ‘have done Ms. THROUGH MY HEART FIRST! 
q Proud mem'ries now is cheating, Brien's.) rary: By H, T. JOHNSON. 
Since Englishmen have there, alas, bes > Fagen oy us pry Brien’s clothes, Now Ready. Pris Teibeucs 
Their fellows been defeating. ike those of Joan of Arc, were ta’en away ; ; 
Rash rioters did plans poten By Albion the Perfidious, whom it loathes : FUN ALMANAC for1888. 
Whereby full many suffered hurt— But, after all, wh cause us this dismay ? Crammed Full of Humorous Drawings. 
Forsooth, professing to assert E’en if the Gaulots is right in its chronology, ani 
A right of public meeting ! | 'Tis but a bit of Joan of Arc-heology ! “PUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, B.C. 
JohnHeath's ur F 
| seas Wale , a, S 
SPEAK FOR 
THEMSELVES. 
GUARANTEED 
Or 6¢. Bowes, All Stationers. Sample Box SOLUBLE. 
(24 kinds) 7 stamps. BimmMincuam. | BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
| inted by Dalziel Brothers at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Pu hed (for the Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.C. 
Wedaesday, Novembe: 
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SOME OF TIME’S FOOTPRINTS. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS, 


HE CRITERION.—Mr. Wyndham 
is vindicated '—at least, partially 
so. He is proved to be “not quite 
such a fool as he looked.” If the 
persistent shelving of 7he Ara/ian 
Nights was a false move, the ditto 
of The Circassian was a wise one, 
so that a clear balance may be 
written otf, ard we can start fresh 
with the next good thing he has 
for us. It is, perhaps, only natural 
that 4 7rip to the Caucasus, in any 
form, should result in “‘a frost,” but 
The Circasstan, be it said (without 
beimg unmecessarily circasstic) is 
unsuccessful and dull for two 
reasons: it relies too much upon 
“* practical fun ”’ (so-called, I su 
pose, because it isn’t funny, and, 
seeing that it seldom, if ever, 
succeeds, is about as upractical 
as may be), and there! 








too muc! 


A of insimeerity about the confusion 
’ 3 (Tr : 
anc perp'e eS Of i1OwDiley oneli 
the sham author. Beyond thi + 
’ 
| dialogue is, on the whole, dull, though there 7; some laughter, tact, and 
imagination in | Mr. Wyndham can Candida well enough 
me ca Cauca: 
i 
on - - 7 aban he - th atsmce sh nea kh T+ rathe ao £ ‘nr ec 
THERE is real stuff in the acting. though. It is rather painful to see 
i os é ’ tom fen 4 — . - . _ 
| an actor of Mr. David James's ability in the pantomimic, circus-clown- 
ing circumstances of the second and thir! acts of what ought, b; 2-way, 
to be called Zhe Circus-sian ; but there were sugges’ ions of portraiture 


and character in the Snell of nost worthy 
to rank with the immortal butterman—if I may be permitted ‘‘ rank” in 
that connection. ‘‘ Snell” is a good name, toe, for a person who is 


apposed to have visited a chilly country, only you have to be a sort of 
Scotchman to see the point. 


, 
‘ 


e first act, which made it a'm 
Sel 


Me. GIDDENS is quite ‘‘ ready ” at all points with Schamyl, but there 

really very little in the character of that picturesque Nemesis, so that 
the effect is not striking. Mr. Blakeley’s side-looks and tight smiles are 
as mirth-provoking as ever ; and Mr. Sidney Brough made quite a iittle 
hit with a cleverly-conceived version of the vacuous youth of comedy. 
It may be useful to this promising young actor to recognise the fac: that 
the ludicrous restlessness of leg which he uses with such ¢fi<ct is just one 
of those actions, more than half the value of which lies in their obvious 
foundation om Nature. It is exactly the sort of fidgety action a half- 
nervous young man would indulge io, and the comicality of the eccen- 
tricity is heightened by its reality. 





THERE is not much colour in the female characters, but Mrs. E. 
Phelps makes the most of the “‘ author's’ wife, Miss Ffolliott Paget (a 
lady in the possession of more con 
sonants than are strictly necessary) 
is a very fine folio page(t) indeed, 
handsomely bound, and full of ia- 
terest, attraction, and go, and Miss 
Annie Hughes is delicately charm- 
ing and piquant as Lara—all there 
is scope for in the part. / 

Her Majesty s.—The series of 
Promenade Concerts being 
** worked off "’ here are very favour- 4 
able specimens of their kind, and 
have all the usual characteristics, in- 
cluding extreme popularity, crowds 
being the rule they tell me. On the 
occasion of my visit (it was that Wed- 
nesday) the house was crowded in 
every nook and cranny—with fog. 
There wasa very considera’ le atten- 
dance of people as well, however. 
M. Van iene waves his conduc- 
torial wand overanexcellent orches- Tue € 
tra, which ever and anon gives us anv § 

Marches in November, indulges in 

pleasant overtures and gavottes, valses, patrols, grand me 'leys, and po kas 
for us with precision and spirit. Miss or Mdlle. (the programme gives you | 
your choice, my little dears) Elly Warnots is a sweet singer, ‘‘ than whom 

| a more so,” as an old friend of ours might have remarked, ‘‘ though alit'le 











ae oe 
| inclined for to come the prima donna over us.” Miss Eveleen Carlton sang 
** Esmeralda” (which I should have liked all the better for a dash of 


“* Killaloe” myself), and Mr. Conrad King having addressed us as an 
“‘ angry storm,” and called upon us to “‘ rage,’ subsequently gave us 
Blumenthal’s ‘‘ Message.” ‘“*In the Old Chimney Corner” with Miss 
Lucille Saunders was a very pleasant experience; being encored, she 
went for an old song, “* Love’s Old, Sweet Song, you know. An en- 
core was also given to Miss Lavinia Ferrari for “* Dreaming,” but she 
didn’t “‘dream again.” She responded, however, with a song which 
confirmed our favourable opinion of her ability—also her flex-ability and 
range of voice, and so on. 





THERE is a “ Bulgarian Patrol,” which ‘‘ reminds” that there has been 

a Turkish ditto, and insinuates (no doubt) that there should be a Trafal 
gar Square ditto to that. There is a cleverly-arranged comical ‘* Musical 
Nightmare.” And there is—what 22 you think ?—why, a Vocal Valse! 
It is called ‘* Laughing Beauties,” which makes you think of cigarettes, 
nd is very pretty, as such things go; only I couldn’t make out what th 
‘* Ladies’ Chorus in Costume” was laughing at, unless it was, that 
xnowing this line— 

Fond ivory for the weak—ha, ha, ha, ha, ho! ”"— 
was coming, they were making anticipative merriment over our d 
somfiture. What does it mean? Has **fond ivory” anything to do with 


ia es T! L . +} li 
a ** sweet tooth’? hen there’s another line, 
are - er comes Oer us 
) } — — ~ —_ rT t —— > aseiag, Be tt 2- 
which has no ming companion. Will Mr. Quinton, who has ** done 
the words, allow me to suggest, 
oe 
Well. wel! ver 79 ~ ererts i? sweet to e 1] hea - 
Well, wel ery good concerts, a sweet to see a 2 lady voca 





have bouquets and baskets of flowers handed to them. 


Steinway HALL.—Miss Florence Smart’s annual concert took place 
here on the 17th, when a “‘ strong bill ” attracted a full and (subsequently) 
happy audience. Misses Agnes Larkcom, Agnes Wilson, Emily Dones, 
and Messrs. John Probert and D. Sutton Shepley were the vocalists ; 
Mr. Arthur Scott recited, and Herren Jules and Maurice Koopman 
discoursed sweetly upon the violin and ‘cello respectively. Most of 
these performers need no introduction from me, and all acquitted them- 
selves to the manifest satisfaction of the audience. A portion of the 
latter, however, yielded more audible smiles to the recitation of ‘‘ The 
Raven” than, probably, either the author or the reciter had any claim 
upon. Miss Smart, herself, presided at the pianoforte, upon which she 
executed several dificult solos, with a sweetness, precision, and taste 
that—I thoroughly enjoyed. A miserable being, such as I, to whom 
Fate has assigned the lot of supporting existence by the pen, and whose 
life is filled, at its busiest moments, with the tinkling stumblings of 
middle-class pianos, cannot be suspected of a fervid love of the instru- 
ment; but the playing of Miss Smart goes far to reconcile one to life, 


—and the loud pedal. 





Nopvs AND WINKs.—7ke Churchwarden, at Terry’s, is about to 
retire in favour of Zhe Jioman Hater, which (I am officially informed) 
was produced in the country with considerable success. Afeddle and 
Muddle will also give place to what is called the *‘ new ” comedietta, 

nm Duty, though I presume this is the little piece of Mr. Pemberton’s 
which used to “raise the curtain” at Toole’s during the Bades days. 
Mr. Terry will add Messrs, Alfred Bishop, and H. Kimble to his 
present company. NESTOR. 
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RATHER ROUGH. 
Mr, Winkle. —“H1! CatrcH MY HORSE, THERE'S A GOOD FELLOW! 
Rough Rider.—“* Nor I! YER MORE SAFERER, AND LOOKS BETTER AFOOT!” 




















Character-Songs for the Leviathan Comiques, 


No. I.—‘*SucH a Goop Boy am I!” 


’T 1s sinful, I know, to be vain, but I’m bound 
To say I’m a good boy right down to the ground ; 
In word or behaviour I never go wrong, 
Never utter a low phrase, nor sing a low song ; 
It moves me to tears when a rude boy I see, 
And to cry, ** Oh, why doesn’t he imitate me?” 
I’m sure, even were I to try, 
I couldn’t do wrong on the sly ; 
I should die with affright, 
Or my hair would turn white— 
Such a very good boy am I, 


I never play’d truant, nor went to schoo! late, 
With my jacket-cuff never once polish'd my slate ; 
At buttons I never would play in the street ; 
Would always much rather lose marbles than cheat ; 
If my peg-top by chance through a shop-window went, 
I ran off as fast as I could—to repent : 
And when I thought no one was by 
To hear me—oh, how I would cry, 
‘*] will rather be slain 
Than spin peg-tops again !” 
Such a very good boy am I, 


I’ve always a clean collar, clean hands and face, 

I never get cane}, nor “‘ kept in” in disgrace ; 

I never chew indiarubber nor gum, 

Nor sideways look over another boy’s sum ; 

I’ve not carried off any school-prize—as yet, 

But I’m dear mamma's pride and my maiden aunt's pet, 
To grow better and better I try, 
From all bad examples I fly ; 











With my conscience it jars 
To smoke secret cigars, 
Such a very good boy am I, 


To young people’s parties I now and then go, 
And a big hoy I met there once said I was ‘‘ slow ;” 
But how could a good boy appear happy when 
He heard boys and girls talk like women and men? 
When he'd nothing to say, and would rather not dance, 
And thought it was wicked to play games of chance 
If I’ve ever been tempted to try 
To kiss a nice girl on the sly, 
If she’s said, *‘ Ob, pray don’t!” 
I’ve at once said, *“*I won't!” 
Such a very good boy am I. 


Other boys, a great many, I'm sorry to say, 
Though not half so good, are a great deal more gay, 
And rough and untidy, and don't seem to feel 
The least shame at not being neat and gentee! ; 
Oh, bow much I wish I could bring them to see 
The beauty of making themselves all like me ! 
When grown up to manhood I'll try 
All wicked temptations to fly, 
And never will let 
Pleasure make me forget 
What a very good boy was I. 





A CLEVER writer in the Statist urges the re-establishment of the 
diamond-cutting industry in London, whence it was allowed to drift to 
Amsterdam some two centuries back; and the Statist ink-slingist 
recommends the industry as a suitable female occupation. Now, y 
ladies, here is a brilliant opportunity. England, the largest phen 
owning pation, ought not to be cut out of diamond-cutting, but ought 
to obtain over these jewels a jewel—we mean dual control. 
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ENICKENACKES., A Cockney Carol, 


























| 
4 I rn ,e- “ot vtr the we 
ld a 9 . ° -“ 4 Sm ~ + ok | an arc area - > - ~~ - . alt . = iz 
JE SEZ » Cass YUU Pi, Mme Woy ie Cays are iOvYg imme! i Zz ’ ae > . 
J 
nA L o tn Tie BRierkest , - . rr es yreen W an $ 
, “= ” —_ r - ~ 
a te) ¢ - Atmel’. i pircue I . - 2 > —"3 ='-~ 2 bueias I?» 
; ‘heat exocan and cold contr And mpplire streams, and soft sun-rays 
u . 1é4a 9ancs, anda coid Cc ; t 
— > . 
eis: al a ope - a a +- -. on a = - 
a . var ‘@ warm ex nsion nee 3 wu Five me Low . + @id S noise 
Y 3 Fecuire sJ ; > 
r 
+re a » 7% . - ao — > tr o ° 
5 -— - : - — 3 23 » a + 3 La. 7 ~ 2 ~ “2 ~. "> s+ +e 2 
‘bine : 1@ SWeep § Da ete 2 u 32 5} r, 
rrr - an . = st§ roe r Toor | - ms e 
. pat, SSS a ee Se we ee Thec meat vendor's croak of 22 
i 
i naesto dl wari Sika anna aan alee 
i ss J og Cu2G4 LG ss abe r ten minw’es. A- Vi Hee 4 rincipg clear 
' ‘ ” > ‘ 424+ 4 ah a2 Gad — wi as 
. _ S — “2a 7 7 « _ mr 
4 - » & never ay > & 7 uy ras smac T reall¢ » ¢ ryse 
é > 4 ai SUUMUS 4 Cail y = cc 
. . J 
afc ae ~ - > me tS ey h 
2 wet lg 3 you il ie Ss @¢ WO 
4 
, » » - AOAre s+reat_ricece Tatelea 
rere ereaq Sec 3 ‘ hei I at gon I ke tne coarse ree ecer s SOULE, 
2 eS 22S. JS; ct you ~~ ; ety —— 
-—-- > — - er 
J t ar) [ecouir =4 nr = re - 2 
rre ai (v act Ff r ° - rom TT Ae ~~ w Aa ede -- 2 bel Ne as ~~“ 
J oe » grow Be prece IF, remov- ” ss > 
=] ‘ - rare arcen . 2 s*c2 an str — 
y i “<<? - “hel in rene ick I ae sunt & 2.4 SS BA “53 - as 4 = hae wth 2 
, 5 2° Wisg 2120 LUbigall *4 Cc 3 z : 
4 om Ty = er wu revert - 
+ 3 - mat sweringe ~ ar red + i Dae, & J¥ 2 Overy xey 
cS | er 5 ~ ¥ Caslld . scu. LU 4 
a 5S 4 
; » = 
- - —— == on - = A709 - t a 2 “~- - - 
’ a - nic 3 : oi maga ‘* Ong hare-skia ? vr 41n 
£ 7 , é : 
- os tk " a ar a rret uy ; i a — 
16 {fe thought a tear-stal net would ~racke n rgan’s gricd 
; - -* ~ - > > 
> on. 2] 7 r r = - * ~ rrrmenrtse f 
Fa - 4 + ‘ avi ~. °aks r on mstrumencts Oi 
EE 4 > ~-~ -— oer _-- 
$ on U I ~OCKIeCy Mmigc 
a « 
, P 
ae - Ly -™ — 7 ‘rom gf 
. . — > _ s<2 near 2a ermanr yar 
ij = | 4 » -= -\- aN ak “= Goer ss" Gis 
t cee r » 4 a a pae o& FEeee &: = 
- - - i. 4 “Ac ~~ ™4 , 7 © ~ 
r Ana yeips Irom nany a s'ray N-WoOW 
ie s a” , a ara r 2 2) ~ d r J 
‘3 - - r ‘ - -~ A =& t 24 £ T re PY ee 
+5 > awWiul Yow s . 
5 ' r . 9 » - - , enor - 
“2 a ~ i e ¥ Zs »* &@ - - , AT ur x x x 
4 i —— Llis .¥ < « ty nO 
, * n x - > 
2 » ’ P 2 
'% ° “ ; , r 
os ur ®t " 
7, . gitn 7 43 ‘4 7 y * l vy ak 
~ > & - — 
r ?_— 
4 r - ~ " srw - oanm rns 
i < 2 - w nr et % : bs iy A PU eA L Lek 
= > _ . « 
# - a a 
> . ~ - 2 
i a ” _ —— 
i - Ss - rs : > 7 
a < ’ 


T a 
a - - ~ - - - - o 
> A 4 "7 a [ee 4 9 sss ALA hi.e —s &@ oe - 
‘m- - — i - - - - r r 
ssf cive + fy Lie vc WwW = 8 IF VUCEQ 4 Fad ~is& 
a 
T 
a a eed » , rw ~*~ , a“ _ 
i i a! A pe eria A 
. Te - ar r a e r r rer ne 
r 43 4 1% 7 .¥ - . if 





. 4 ; » j oe 2 + Y li, _ 
irbed, 2nd nas orcere ata Le r LLity rease (0 De allowed | 
hy ies f 
h troops and prisoners in future 
' 
i 
| 
‘ ‘ + ¢ ag f Ta ; 
: ad Stree ay, Mr illerby, remarked Mr. | 
' 
r ria <4 a re oo » + ’ a - ss > —— 
T. in a pained voice on his return home fr isiness. Cut you— | 
J 
’ ; = r 1 r 
. ; are 4 | sé = . - . T « 
course I did,’ answered Mrs. T. Didn't you notice that I wa 


. 
n our last new carriage? Under sucha circumstance you surely wouldn't 
expect your wife to recognize a man who wears bulgy boots, and a hit 
that’s at least two years out of date in shape ! 








A SINGLE MAN yer was fined the other day for kissing his land 
ady. This is probably the first instance of an unmarried boarder beirg 
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Tiiz Bishop of Liverpool says :—‘‘I am certain that thousands bet 
who hardly know a horse’s head from its tail. Right, good 
bishop! The horse is a mysterious animal, though, and requires a deal 
f knowing. Thousands who do know his head { 
teaks he provides, under the impression that they are beef. 
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A SCOTCH incumbent, newly appointed, recently asked the Duke of 
& Argyll, as the principal heritor, if a bath might be fitted in the manse 


: 
he had taken possession of, as h ake a 
matutinal tub. His Grace rep ma- THE DIGNITY OF ART. 
naged to get along without a bath for many years, 4¢ must learn to do #He,—‘** Are you doing any painting now, Miss Glaize?” 
the same. The Duke is not as thoughtfully generous as that celebrated She.—** No, I'm not painting; I’m workirg in Pastel.” 
ancestor of his who fitted up those welcome scratching posts for his fellow- Hie. —** Pastel? What's that?” 


s 
countrymen. he.—‘* Oh, coloured chalks, you know; the best effects are 
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A SEVERE TEST. 


Wiss Separatist FPotterdy.— GOOD MORNING, MRks. JOSKIN. 

| MAN'S A E, AND MAKING JAM? 

Mrs. Foskin,—** DEARY, NO, Miss; IT's FAR TOO LATE IN THE 
AND ITS LUCKY YOU JUST LOOKED IN, FOR NO 


TO AVE A TASTY HOUT OF THE SELF-SANE 


lr FIVE MINUTES AGO MUSTER GLADSTING HISs®LF COME sr TO SEE ‘OW MY Govt 
4S A-GEITIN’ ON; AND HE ’AD SOME OF THE ‘’OME BREWED’ OUT CF THIS '#RE LALLE, If AIN'T BEEN WIPED SINCE; 










WHAT A NICE SMELL. ARE Y FOLLOWING OUR GREAT STATES 


© 


SEASON FOR TAM MAKIN’. THIS 'ERRB'S SOME SENNA AND PRUNES: 


HONERARLE SPOON 
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NTELLIGENT FOREIGNER BECOMES A 
SPECIAL CONSTABLE. 


M. FUN, cvdrassez mot; give me pat on ze becks, ole chaps; for, 
2a ! } : » 





vot.z, am I not like ze Jackpike vich see ze butterfly resting on ze 
tlrush, and have rose to ze occasion? Sare, I am especial; man 
mant, 12m not railway trains, nor am I evenink paper, nor is it alone 
zat Tam your correspordent zat Iam especial. Mon ami, Fun, lam 
Especial Constable, Jz é 
2 evare adorable Miss Jollidogue, ven she demand v: zzare I shall be 
vorn at—I mean in—I tell her, avec emsressement, zat for England, 
) | } . 
;Qome, and beauty, vich she represent, I sall rally r » lions vich 
| Nelson stand on. I epart, foute dort, from ze ¢ I vorship to ze 
-or:hip Street, and Iam inswear. A???s, I repair t 2 police station 


ze cross king rode, and zare I roli in. Zen I go home, vit in my 

i 

It vas Sunday m:rnink, sare, at nine clocks, ven I parade myself at 

ze police station in ze Broad Vays of Hammersmeef. Zare I meet lots 

f y good fellows, and zey demand of me if I havea staff. I reply 
, 


oS 








a 
t no staff belong to me, but zat I belong to ze stati of FuN. Jolly fat 
old gentlemans mz/itaire he say ** No jokes! fall in.” I say I hope ve 
sall nevare fall out. Ze ole boy tell us ve belong to ze T division. I 
assure him zat vill suit me toa T, and he say au voir. Ve are to 
meet at eleven in ze barrack of Vellington, vare ze Birdcages valk. 
Vit my stripe on my arms, and my staff by my side, I repair to ze 
Valk of Birdcages, Sare, I see no cages, and if zare are any birds zare, 
zey are all chattinches. 
On ze parade ve fall in to our com] 
=n ve are divide into reliefs, and } 
zat I say to mon apitaine, ** For f much sanks.”’ 
' 


? f 


me demand have I been drill, as if I vare ze barley 


ies. Mineis jolly good company. 


yi 
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rare sucD sportsmans in my owd 
ra 
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~ wey 
ed. He vant to know if I know how to form fours deer. I say 


























rozzare. I have seen zem do it at ze public house—zey give tree of 
Scotch and zey charge fourpence, but zey are not deep fours. He sink 


I vill do for Lam isoldier. 2 captfaime call out ** Left turn.” Ve 


turn to ze right, but he say zatis not night. I try to argue ze point, but 
he say I sall be left myself behind if I am not careful 

Ve mar ‘ , Vrafalgar, and em route ze small boy, ze 
Arab, a ze how 1d yive re vot y C chi-tk \ y 
me zey say, ‘°° El t !—he e damage \ at z 
Savare, ve form fours, \ right vheel, ar left v la \ ther 
vhee S \ ize f $ Lv ze Scvare, ve ava 
, emy Py y nemy arrive in ze form of a! t wh 
Ls S Ve r v nt Artin Z cl rr ‘ Me i 
I glar n, ut her, ar I say ve are orcere charge z 
crowd zat zat man isin I vill charge bim d le. Ve act on ze s jvare, | 
as you say, for some time, zem ve march off to ze Horseguard, vare ve 
are dismissed. As I go home I remembare I am especial policeman, 


and at ze ga’e of an especial area I see an especially nice-lo king cook 

. ; . , , ' 
I must obey ze voice of duty as a policeman, and I step down zat area} 
> 


to see if ze doors are locked Ze charming cookies she bring me out 


' 


especial rabbit pies, also chicken broth, and she show she is not von of 
ze many couks zat espoil it. Azentse I am satished zat ze house is safe, 
and aftare a chaste fazer, I leave ze charming caustsimrere at ze area gate. 
I hear laughters. I have been observe, and ven I ascend at ze top of ze 
area I am face to face vit—ze charming Mees Jo lidogue, also ze valain 
zat is her escort. She congratulate me zat I so vell undarestand ze duties | 
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A Civic Ouriosity. 
SeVvERAL intelligent fi reigners, wto recently arrived in London from 
the Continent, have at 
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st cil er.d amare's nest—De Keyser’s Hotel. | 
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QUITE ANOTHER THING!-(COMMUNICATED BY OUR MAGISTRATE.) 
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Most regrettable incident occurred at our court the other day—stupid blunder on the part of those police fellows. Low fellow in rags brought in, charged with 
rioting. Clear case, no way out of it; fully proved. After some severe remarks on the atrocious conduct of prisoner, I was about tosay ‘ Three months with hard,’ 
when it turned out that confounded police had produced wrong prisoner. 
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** It was really the dirty fellow’s twin-brother, an M P., who'd done the thing. Most awkward si/uation—couldn’t unsay my remarks about ‘atrocious conduct, 
and soon! Beastly reporter fellow had put ‘em down, sir! Could only rise and bow tothe M.P., and express my regret, and assure him there must be a mistake. 
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Couldn't send a gentleman in black coat to prison, y'know! 
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Just then—most fortunately—counsel cropped up and raised a point of law ae hole for the M.P., d'ye see? Never felt so relieved in my life. Let the M.P. 
ut on bail at once, of course—own recognizances of one shilling—without a stain on his character. Shook M.P. and counsel warmly by the hand, and asked ’em bu th 


to dinner. Most fortunate point of law! Gentleman in black coat—go to prison—dear, dear! Never do. y'know!” 
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THE ALLIED FORCES.—AFTER THE BATTLE. 


“SPECIAL” EDITION. 








[See Cartocn Verses, p. 230. 
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INVERSION. 


E wasavery re mark- 
able person ! 

We had often 
heard of him. His 
ways were unusual 
and original, they 
said ; so we looked 
him up one morn- 
ing early, ere he had 
yet risen. There 
certainly was a 
something undefin- 
edly remarkable at 
the outset ; and we 
went studiously 
round and round 
him, trying to dis- 
cover what it was. 
At length it dawned 
upon us_ slowly. 
He was snoozirg peacefully with his feet onthe pillow. Then he arose. 
It was painful to see him trying hard to arise by descending; but, 
having failed at this, he commenced to dress wrong way foremost. 
Drawing his slippers—(he was particularly slipshod at everything) —on to 
his head, he thrust his legs through the slceves of his coat, and his arms 
through the legs of his trousers, 

Then he walked backwards down to the supper table, and gave 
evidences of a pain in the chest. 

** What ails thee?” we ask pityingly. 

** Indigestion,” he replied mourpfully, ‘‘ The result of my supper.” 

** But,” we pointed out, ‘‘ you have not yet eaten your supper.” 

He stared at us in a puzzled way, 

** Of course not,” he remarked, ‘‘I begin by having my indigestion ; 
then I proceed to eat my food, the cause of my indigestion ; then I feel 
hungry, and so forth. That’s my way, y’know—see? You needn't 
copy it, if you don’t wish.” 

It was with fervid thankfulness that we heard this. 

** But,” we said, ‘‘don’t you find it inconvenient to reclire with your 
head on the floor and your feet on the table while partaking of supper? 
While you ave about it, why don’t you eat with your feet and digest 
your food with your elbows? Wouldn’t that be more consistent?” 

** It would—that is my objection to it. If there is one quality which 
fills me with abhorrence it is consistency. Now, as I have a great deal 
of business to get through, you mustn’t be offended if I beg you to chatter 
to me and ask me all sorts of questions for the next few bours.”’ 

We obliged him, ‘* What are you at now?” we inquired. 

** Well,” he replied, ‘I am sanctioning a regulation to be issued by 
the Chief Commissioner of Police.” And he accordingly made out and 
despatched the same ; then turned to r flecting deeply. 

** What are you deliberating about now?” we inquired. 

‘* Well,” he said, ‘*I am considering whether the regulation I have 
sanctioned is legal or illegal ; whether, if legal, I can impose any penalty 
on those resisting 
it ; and so forth,” 

‘* But,” we ob- 
served, ‘*‘isn’t that 
rather an inversion 
of the proper order 
of thin rr 

** Of course it is,”’ 
said he. 

‘‘Justso, Then 
wouldn’t it be bet- 
ter to consider the 
legality of your re- 
gulation before 
sanctioning it?” 

**Infinitely bet- 
ter. Can’t be two 
opinions about it.” 

**And won’t your 
plan lead to the 
most awful compli- 
cation, muddle, and 
disorder? ’ 

**Rather! That’s just what it will do, d’ye see?” 

** Then why the why on earth, in the name of why the blessed 
——why—WHY do you adopt such a course?” we shrieked, 

**Why? Ob, you don'¢ mean to pretend you don’t know! Why? 
Why, because I’m the BririsH GOVERNMENT—the TYPICAL BRITISH 
GOVERNMENT OF ALL TimMe—Conservative, Liberal, or Radical, 
That's why!” 

















The Allied Forces—After the Battle. 
(Sgz CARTOON.) 


THOUGHTFULLY and anxiously | Staff for fighting purposes, 

Mr. Henry Matthews and | March’d to Nelson’s Monument 
Eke the Chief Commissioner | (Sunday week, as ever was), 
Ponder’d o’er the troubles in | Stood for hours a-shivering, 
Charing Cross’s neighbourhood; | Saw no signs of turbulence, 

And at last they settled on | And—in peace went home again. 
Calling forth civilians | Thus, O Special Constable, 
Unto the assistance of | Was thine advent glorious ; 
Bobbies and the soldiery, Citizens disorderly 

Hoping by their services | At thy coming disappear’d : 

(All unpaid) to obviate Thou canst claim a victory, 

Any further rioting. | Hail thyself a conqueror 
Then the Special Constable Though thou hast notstruck a blow, | 
Hasten’d to the swearing-in, | And mayst lay a flattering 
Got his badge of office and Unction to thy soul, my boy! 





THE other night a brawny member of the unemployed stopped an ol! 
gentleman in Charing Cross Road, and whined, ‘‘ Could yer give a poor 
starved workin’ man five shillun, guvnor? Do, sir, please, for heving’s 
sake, take pity ona ” ‘+ Get away, get away !” interrupted the old 
gentleman. ‘*Oh, yer won’t shell out nothink,-won’t yer?” growled 
the unemployed party; ‘‘ then J shall hev to do what [ was a-thinkin’ of 
just now!” ** Help !—murder !—police!” shouted the aged wayfarer. 
**Shut your ugly mouth!” exclaimed the stalwart unwashed being. 
** What I was thinkin’ of jest now was as how I shall hev to start some | 


work termorrer!” 








Suit-ed at Last! 

THE fact that Mr. William O’Brien, M. P., has somehow managed to | 
get a new suit of checked tweed smuggled into Tullamore Gaol for his 

own especial wear, conclusively proves that the prison checks were not | 

sufficient for him. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESOQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Room. 





‘*T LEAVE YOU, FOR HERE COMERS ONE IN HASTE,”—Much Ado 
About Nothing, Act V. Scene 2. 
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CRUEL LITTLE GIRL. 


He was an Alderman’s son, and not half such an objectionable 
young fellow as one might have expected under the circumstances— 
no, not half! As he presented his fancée with a rose, he babbled 
anent their future marriage in a tender, poetic manner. It wasn’t 
altogether kind of her, though, to interrupt him by chirping in a sad, 
sweet voice, ‘* Yes, Johnnie— 

** We'll live like gentle turtle doves, 
Bound by a golden hoop ; 

And I'll forget all former loves, 
While sipping turtle soup.” 











MURDLE VISITING. 


I says to Maria, ‘‘ This here Sunday’s going to be a wet ’un. There 
won't be no Trafalgy Square bisness. All the ‘specials’ as is nobs will 
be able to go to their clubs and have their roast goose, with port wine 
and walnuts to foller. And all the specials as is nobodies will have the 
neck o’ mutton with taters underneath from the baker's, and their pot o’ 
— half-an’-half, and sit in the buzzums of their families like turtle- 

oves,’ 
Maria says, ‘‘ There’s a deal on ’em on the job, though they doesn’t 
happen to be in Trafalgy Square, Battersea Park’s crowded with ’em, 
a-lecturin’ fit to bust. But we’ve only got to take a penny tram as far 
as King’s Cross, and we can hear as much under the arches by Pancridge 
Church as ever you would in the ’All of Science and the local Conserva- 
tive Workin’ Men’s Club rolled together.” 
So Maria and me does our penn’orth inside the tram, and gets out 
at King’s Cross, as was called Battle Bridge when I was a boy. Why, I 
remember where all the shuntings and coal trucks is now for the Midland 
and the Great Northern then was Agar Fields, where on Sundays it was 
all goat-chaises and drunken men, and sellin’ tame rabbits and ratting. 
Improvements is all very fine, I says, but let’s have a bit o’ the old 
days if we can. Nowadays it’s all telephones and limited liability hotels. 
Give me the old times, I says, when a honest tradesman did his work all 
the week, and on Sundays thought himself lucky if he could git as far as 
Gravesend when flush, or ’Ampstead when on the contrairy. 
Maria and me turns down from King’s Cross, and gets nigh by the 
railway arches where the trams runs under with the green "buses. There 
was a whole lot o’ separate little crowds there. 
‘* Why, they can’t be all Cheap Jacks,” says Maria, for there was a 
lot 0’ sort o’ pulpits set up agin the railway works walls, A policeman 
who was standing by says, 
** They're on’y spouters.” 
** Wot’s them?” says Maria. 
‘* Why,” says the policeman, pointing toa long-haired cove with a red 








necktie as was thumpin’ away in a temporary pulpit—amateur parson- 
like, ‘* him’s a sort o’ social, subdivided democrat—you hear him.”” So 
Maria and me listens, and the cove goes on. 

‘*The wrongs of the poor is their rights. The capitalist is the curse 
o’ the nineteenth century. Show me the man with capital——” 

A voice from the crowd here sings out, 

** And wouldn’t you borrow a dollar from him, old sonny?” 

The long-haired cove in the pulpit then sings out, 

** Peace, ribald himbecile as would sell your country's liberty for a 
pint of beer and a half screw of Virginny Shag.” 

This created ill-feelin’, and the policeman had to come up and say, 

**Gently does it, my patriots! Don’t git personal—it ain’t parling- 
mentary.” 

Then Maria and me finds ourselves opposite to a fat short cove as had 
a flow o’ langwidge. He says, 

‘* This is the age o’ reason. Don’t talk to me about sects. Don't talk 
to me about chapels. Don’t talk to me about believers, Wot are they ! 
Nothink! Bubbles !—legless stockin’s without feet. Empty bottles, 
Parients without never a child.” 


Then Maria ups and says, 
** Young man, leave serious things alone. Don’t ridicool them what’s 


respectable and serious thinking. It’s such as you who deserves what 
for from the strong arm o’ the law, as Sir Charles Warren says when he’s 
a-drilling of the specials as ’ad nothink to eat but hot chestnuts for the 
last eight hours.” 

Then we moved on and comes out opposite to another pulpit where a 
red-faced gent with white whiskers is a-layin’ down the law as they says 
in French, ar Jah Moodey and Sankey. 

‘* Look at me,” he says, ‘‘twenty-four year ago I wasadrunkid! I 
drunk the boots off my children’s feet. I drunk the bed from underneath 
my wife. I swallowed up the kitching clock. I spouted the very nut- 
meg grater—and all for drink! Oh, bretheren! why do you drink !” 

Maria gets very thoughtful listening to all this, and she says to me, 

‘Tt ain’t the right thing that every quiet place on a Sunday should be 
filled with spouters and cacklers of all descriptions, There’s a good deal 
too much a-waggin’ of the jaws nowadays, in Parliament and out on it,” 
Then we goes home. Adoo, 


— =————— 


A Few days back Baron Huddleston remarked, ‘‘ The facilities 
afforded to the public for following out the detestable vice of gambling 
by means of speculation on the Stock Exchange were quite as bad as 
the facilities afforded for making bets on racecourses,” What’s the 
matter? Has Hawkins done some naughty, wicked tricks, and given 
his brother judge some wrong tips, anent sporting matters? and has the 
Baron come a nasty cropper over Russian Cats’-meat Debentures and 


Peruvian Periwinkle Mine Shares? 

















OH !—AH! 


Town-made Bride (just a bit doubtful of the young Squire Thing she 
has marricd).—** Why, where are you going to hunt this morning, 
Charlie? There’s no meet in the list.” 


—er—I—er—I'm going in fora 


, ive Thing. —Eh?—oh ! 
Young Squire /hing I wasn’t in 


bit of a rehearsal to-day for the Wagtail run next week. 
it last time.” 
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THE SPIRIT OF ENQUIRY. 


The author approaches his reader with modesty, diffidence, and appeal— 


Dagar reader—if indeed there be 

A soul who reads a word from me— 
Though *‘ in a questionable shape ” 
I come before you, do not gape. 





t a + 
1b OWhermad willi 


He gives some advice, and expresses an opinion— 


Jeer not my questions, nor condemn, 
But rather try and answer them— 
Though I believe, the truth to tell, 
You will not ‘‘ answer” very well. 


He confesses to a limit of information, and excuses a deviation from 
grammatical accuracy on the score of expediency— 


Although it might not strike you so, 
There’s lots of things I do not know ; 

(‘* There are,’’ I should of course have said, 
But rbythm calls for ** is” instead). 


He admuts the possession of knowledge, but hints of baffled research— 
No doubt you think (and you are right) 

That I am very erudite ; 

But there are questions, old and new, 

I cannof get the answers to. 


With reference lo trade— 


Now, first of all, concerning trade— 
When better things abroad are made 
Than those at home, and (which is nice) 
Considerably less in price, 


The postulate continued — 


And if, as I have often done, 

I go and buy the foreign one, 
Why will rude persons say I’m not 
An honest-hearted patriot ? 


Concerning other folks— 


Why are there folks whose taste in ties, 
In cheese, and coats, and guns, anc pies, 
In trousers, tents, and private balls, 

In salad, pills, and over-alls, 


Further items— 


In friends, and furs, and flags, and gaffs, 
In overcoats, and photographs, 

In plants, in places, ships, and bricks, 
Is governed by their politics ? 

Painful individual instances— 

Why should this one have gone so pale, 
When I suggested Sal’sb’ry ale? 


Why should that one have sunk and died, 
When Gladstone claret he decried ? 


Refers to a passing “‘ actuality,” strikes a personal note, and branches off 
to ** foreign parts "— 
When bobbies put the mob to rout, 
Why do you call your ‘*‘ specials” out ? 
Why should you say? And tell me, miss, 
Why do Dutch folks have pumps like ¢hés ? 








Concerning a certain kind of lover— 
When any lover bends his knee, 
To one whom you can scarcely see— 
She’s such a lath in frame and limb— 
Why does he call her ‘‘ nice and slim” ? 


Similar conduct in an opposite case— 


When someone the reverse of that, 

Adores a maid so very fat 

An earthquake couldn’t make her jump, 
Why does he say ‘‘ she’s nice and plump”? 


Pur poseless sycophancy— 


When “‘ baby’s” shown by proud mamma, 
Why do you say “‘ How like it’s pa!”? 
And why do you express surprise 

To see it ope and shut its eyes? 


Defective powers of description— 
When parties venture on the ice, 
And say they find it very nice, 


While ‘‘ heels in air” ’s their constant state, 
Why do they say they’ve been to skate ? 


Touching certain exponents of the drama— 


When ** extra ladies” in a play 

(In costume scant though rather gay), 
Put round each eye a fervid track 

Of pure and undiluted black, 


Further reference to the same— 


Assume a careless wig of flax, 

And tint their lips like sealing-wax, 
With marks as though on that they sup— 
Why do they call it ‘‘ making up”? 


Some final and pertinent posers— 


Why do I ask these things of you? 
Why do you answer (If you do)? 
Why does my Ed. to whom I bring 
The manuscript, insert the thing? 








BREACHES OF CONFIDENCE,—Stealing and retaining Mr. O’Brien’s. 

















LINES FROM THE POETS. 
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‘*A DAMSEL WITH A DULCIMER IN A VISION ONCE I saw.”— 
Coleridge. 
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New Leaves, 


Tue Christmas Number of the Penny Illustrated Paper is a con- 
spicuously good one. With the superior talents employed upon it of 


There are also two clever coloured prints, and many equally clever en- 
gravings, making in all a remarkably attractive and satisfying display 
which the able editor has succeeded in getting together. 

Most of the designs by Robert Dudley on the Christmas and New 
Year’s Cards supplied by Castell Brothers are good in drawing, colour, 
and conception, with a considerable spice of comic humour.—The 
‘‘Diadem” Christmas Cards from W. Hagelberg show both pleasing 
ingenuity and excellent taste, but the picture portions, in most instances, 
might be better. The best bit of art is on their bell-shaped show card, 

The charms of music will be found fully exemplified in Vol. I. of the 


festive season, 





Difficulties Surmounts Obstacles.” The good old dame recently engaged 


did you manage it?” exclaimed the old lady. Then, with a triumphant 


‘* Pertseverents Hunder Difficulters Surmonts Hobsticcles.” 


said Benedict Jenkins, who was laid up with a bad cold. Half-an-hour 
later, with a melancholy air, he helped himself to about a pound of pipiog- 
hot bacon and two poached eggs. ‘‘ Give me aickle bit, pa,” cried the 
three-year-old Jenkins as he toddled into the room. ‘* Take that greedy 
child out,” growled B. J. angrily. ‘* Remove him from the room. 
Maria, He doesn’t seem to understand that his father is exceedingly ill.” 





Mr. MorTIMER HARRIS, in accepting a testimonial presented to him 
as late general manager of the London, Chatham and Dover Railway, 
said that he had retired from his post partly because he desired to have 
a few peaceful years in which he might look back on the past and for- 
ward to the future?; but it is not easy to see how even the most bustling 
existence could make him do otherwise—that is to say, to lock back on 


the future and forward to the past. 


Messrs. G. R. Sims, John Latey, Junr. (the editor), Geo. Manville | 
Fern, Richard Henry, Howard Paul, A. A. Dowty, Byron Webber, | 
H. Chance Newton, and others, there could not fail to be abundant | 
reading of both humorous and affecting character, which there is, | 





Violin Soloist, containing over one hundred pieces of all kinds; in Vol. | 
IV. of the Musical Monthly, containing a great variety of pieces; and | 
in No. 75 of Pitman's Dance Album, with its fifteen popular dances; | 
also in the ** Star of Love” Valse, by Hugh Clifford ; the ‘‘ Elfin Tales” | 
Valse, by Frank Mayfair; and the ‘* Magdeleine” Valse, by Georges | 
Lamothe; all published by F. Pitman, and all well fitted to enliven the | 


A pious old lady we know, decorates her kitchen with fine moral | 
maxims, among which is that excellent precept, ‘‘ Perseverance Under | 


'a new cook, and finding, in the course of a few days, that all comes- | 
tibles disappeared with alarming rapidity, she tackled the fresh domestic | 
on the subject, saying,—‘‘ Surely, cook, you and Susan cannot have | 
eaten three pounds of steak and a large bread pudding for dinner to- | 
day?” ‘* We have, marm,” replied the culinary artiste. ‘‘ However | 


expression, the new cook pointed to the excellent precept, and replied, | 


‘*T SHALL not be able to eat any breakfast this morning, my dear,” | 




















THEY’D ONLY A SMALL UMBRELLA BETWEEN 
THEM. 


<ldoring One.—** What's my pet thinking of so gravely?” 
Adored One.—** Of the Deluge ; and how nice it must have been 


for all the pairs to have got into the Ark defore it began to rain.” 








He tried his shell to shut up, 


























The Cockle and the Orab. 


"TwaAs on the beach at midnight 
A cockle met a crab, 

They talked away till break of day— 
For both had gifts of ** gab.” 


The crab had travelled largely, 
He'd lots of things to say ; 

The cockle ne’er went anywhere— 
He couldn’t get away. 


The world, the crab asserted, 
Is big, with many a creek, 

He once had tried to reach the side, 
But couldn’t in a week, 


Iie said that two-legged creatures 
Were prowling on the beach, 

With jars to store things from the shore— 
** 7 keep out of their reach ! 


** Who goes abroad with danger 
Is always sure to meet ; 

You cockles ne’er this risk can share, 
Because you've got no feet!” 


**°Tis true,” exclaimed the cockle, 
** That feet and claws I’ve not ; 

Enough have you for any two— 
You have got such a lot. 





** But I care not for travel— 
I never want to roam ; 

And if I do my house goes too, 
And so I’m still at home, 


** But don’t you feel some hunger ? 
I want my breakfast, crab.” 
And his reply was, ‘‘ So do I, 
I'll see what I can ‘ grab.’ 


**T met a cute old lobster 
In some far-distant pool, 

Who said that good were stones for food— 
I said, ‘I’m not a fool !’ 


‘* He said he"wasn’t chaffing, 
But it was strictly true ; 

And how to find the pr kiod 
He show’d—and I'll show you.” 


The crab was long in s -arch’nz 
Among the pebbles round ; 

Until at last he held one fast, 
And said, ** Here's one I’ve found, 


‘* Now open your mouth wider, 
And I will give it you.” 

The cockle did as he was bid, 
As all good cockles do. 











But found it couldn’t be ; 
The crab stood by with wicked eye, 
And said, ‘‘ Just wait and see!” 


Then Mr. Crab inserted 
A claw in cockle’s shell, 

And picked him out. There was no doubt 
It was a clever sell, 


So crab, he got his breakfast ; 
Poor cockle ! he had none, 

And crab laughed loud, for he was proud 
That cockle he had ‘‘ done,” 





THE Bishop of Salisbury objects strongly ‘o 
“society papers.’’ The worthy wordy Words- 
worth has actually come to the conclusion that 
some of the contributors to them suffer frm 
Ananias’s litile failing. What an astounding dis- 
covery! But what a dull world it would be 
without a little spiced-up scandal, 





M. Wi1so™, who appears to have “ruled 
the roast” at the Elysées, has thoroughly upset 


| the Grévy. 
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THE RULE OF THE ROAD—OR PAVEMENT. 
| MORAL.—HALT BEFORE ANY APPROACHING CRAB, AND GIVE HIM—OR HER—THE CHOICE OF PASSAGE. 
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Fine Art. | 


Tue Institute of Painters in Oil-Colours open their beautiful galleries | FLOOD’S 
with a fair average show. Of the few portraits in the collection, that of 
Master Geofiry Phillips, by E. Gregory, A.K.A., will stand first. After 
that, the ‘Sketch Portrait of Robert Macbeth,” by Tom Grahame ; and 
** A Baby’s Portrait,” by E. J. Brewtnall, are amongst the most power- 
ful. There is an exquisite head, ‘‘ Henriette,’’ by Sir J. Linton, P.R.I, 
Of the best subject pictures will be fuund good representative works by 
5S. Solomon, F. W. W. Topham, Stanhope Forbes, Ponsonby Staples, 
G.G. Kilburn (both father and son), and Townley Green. OF the 
landscapes, E. Whympries, Alfred East, and F. Walton. Of the sea- 
scapes, Alfred Moore, Hamilton Macallum, Edwin Hayes, and a sea | 
shore subject, *‘ The Sands,” by Owen Dalziel, a work which certainly | 
ranks as one of the best pictures in the collection. 
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Fust Out. 


Fust Out, 


JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


Price One Shilling. FPost-free, 1s, 24. 


COMIC ANNUAL for 1888. 


Containing Contributions by the best living Authors and Artists of the day. 


Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


By FRANK BARRETT. 





Now Ready. Price Twopence. 


ALMANAC for 1888. 


CRAMMED FULL or Humorous DRAWINGS. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, EC. 
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SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


© @ maintains its 
€ @ reputation 
a @ in the treat- 
s @ment of 
0000000000008 Neurnigia. 


—— Lites, 


‘* TONGA 


‘Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has 
oo effective in all those cases in which we Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch 
ve prescribed it."'—VWedical Press. nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process. 





Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
tox, or send 7 stamps to C. Branpaver and Co.'s 

Pen Works, BirMiINGHAM;: or to their Wholesale 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 


2/9, 4/6,and 11- Of all Chemists. 
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DOING THE CATTLE SHOW. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
ENGLER’S.—When you come to 
think of it, circuses are better than 
they used to be. For the matter 
of that, I suppose there are a good 
many things like that — except 
Tories, but that’s a partisan idea, 
and perhaps doesn’t count much. 
What I mean about circuses is, 
they are better lighted, and better 
carpeted, and better “artist ”-ed 
—even better ‘‘ clowned”’—than 
\ they used to be ; and they do better 
')| things, They really do some won- 
‘| derfal things !—clever things and 
pretty things, too, and if it is 
somewhat derogatory to the dignity 
of the ‘‘ noble animal” to see him 
squat on his haunches at a table, 
with a bib round his neck, and 
partake of apocryphal soup, it 
yet contains the element of comi- 
cality, and shows a charming do- 
cility, while we know all the time 
that it is accomplished solely by 
kindness—or else why should the lady with the lovely shape and seraphic 
top-row smile carry two whips ? 





Hencier’s.—‘‘Ir is at. Done py 


KINDNESS.” 


’ 


WHEN I looked in at Hengler’s the other night, ‘* Master Charles’ 
was just concluding that clever *‘ Hurdle Act” of his in company with 
his sedate little pony (which my feminine companions informed me was 
‘fa love”), and turning somersaults over hurdles ‘‘like anything.” Mlle. 
Liria’s intelligent trick-horse, All-serene-oh—I mean Serrano—then 
delighted us. So did Mademoiselle’s clown. He was a kind clown, and 
did not force his humour upon us; in fact, he only gave us one joke— 
he brought in a plate of soup and fell down with it. But I liked him 
much better than if he had cracked pre-Adamite wheezes for a quarter 
ofan hour. As the clap-trap advertisements say, ‘‘ this is genuine.” 


JOHN FREDERICK CLARKE is described as “‘ the greatest rider in the 
world,” but I regret to say I can’t quite remember what he did, I’m 
sure it was clever, because there wasn’t an item in the programme (that 
I saw) which wasn’t clever—was it back-somersaults and things, over 
streamers? I think it was, and very neatly and skilfully executed they 
were, but I’ve seen ‘‘ other fellows” do them! The Leotards are capital 
acrobats and balancers, and Mr. Alfred Clarke in his daring act with 
four horses showed he could hold his own (I presume the four ave his 
own), anywhere—even when he tumbled in the saw-dust, It’s an in- 
teresting and pretty bit of skill, that four-horse business, and when Mr. 
A. put them into full gallop it was very interesting, and I noticed that 
my companions before-mentioned grew pink in the cheeks, and bright in 
the eyes, and breathed hard. 


SIGNORINA CLOTILDR Ross! gave an exhibition of grace and skill in 
the difficult art of keeping a balance 
in a **slack” time, and you’ve no idea 
(if you haven’t heard it) of the sweet- 
ness of ‘‘ Two lovely black eyes” on 
a mandolin in mid-air, when the per- 
former is young and pretty and stands 
on one leg. Eight thoroughbred Arab 
horses from Algiers, introduced by 
Signor Domingo Rizarelli, proved that 
their education had been far from neg- 
lected, either by their trainer or them- 
selves. The line **The Martinettis, 
acrobats,” in the programme, by no 
means adequately foreshadows the 
pretty and interesting ‘‘ statuary” en- 
tertainment that follows. It is a most 
tasteful and taking performance, and 
of this I am ready to make statutory 
declaration, The Gillenos are a couple 
of gently humorous ‘musical gro- 
tesques,” who possess also some musical 
skill. Each of their probosces is a 
trifle ‘‘ruddier than the cherry,” so 
that I was not surprised when one of 
them, whose nose reminded me of an 
eminent literary friend of mine, resi- 
ding in or about (generally about) Shoe 
ne, produced a string of ‘* unsweetened” bottles and discoursed 
eet tunes thereon, 








n 


HeNGLER’s.~Tuk Yorickce. 





For the rest, Signorina Adele Rossi is an equestrienne worthy of all 
adele-ation, Miss Virginia is a splendid ’bacca of the High School, and 
George Batty, who gave his now well-known magnificent jockey act, 


—\ 





iv Miia 
pier 
ay? -1,07 
J “s 
HgenGLek’s.—AN AIR IN THE AIR. 


is too good a rider to be treated with flippant jockey-larity. Yorick is 
certainly the best of the clowns—he is often funny, and we can’t manage 
much more than that ourselves, now-a-days. Altogether, for good, sound, 
solid, representative, circus work, you can’t do better than Hengler’s— 
** the old firm,” 


My Book MARKS.—7he Theatre for December, besides a very suc- 
cessful portrait of Miss Hewitt, anda scene from Zhe ells of Haslemere, 
ornamented with a vignette of Mr. Terriss, and produced in one of those 
soft ** processes” of which the result is so grateful to the eye, contains a 
specially interesting article on the celebrated (or notorious) Westmacott. 
It is a curious picture of the ‘‘ Sassiety”’ journalist of a past age. The 
number contains also the usual valuable notes and notices, the commence- 
ment of a story and a poem—presumably for recitation. —The Christmas 
Number of Household Words contains a funny farce by Richard Henry, 
called, His First. Next please! The number is a good one, right 
through, 


Nops AND WINKS.—Miss Clo, Graves is pegging away at songs for 
the Drury Lane pantomime, and Horace Lennard (I call him 
‘* Horace,” because he’s known me from a ‘‘babby”), who has been 
called in to assist at Covent Garden, is pegging away at that panto- 
mime, songs and scenes, and soon. Hooray! Good times coming.— 
The Sportsman’s Exhibition and thirtieth Kennel Club Dog Show will 
be held at the Agricultural Hall, Islington, from February the 9th to 
18th.—Mr, Arthur Goodrich will give a matinée, peculiarly deserving 
of the best support, at the Vaudeville on the 14th prox. A new four- 











HenGvier’s.—Tue Gittenos: A SoLo on THE “ UNSWEETENED.” 


act drama of his own will be produced, and many of the most popular 


_ members of the profession will rally round their afflicted comrade.— 


Theodora is once more postponed. NESTOR. 
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A Cheerful Companion to the 
Calendar. 


DrceMBeER—(First HALF.) 


Ist. Hr Royal Highness the Princess of 

Wales, 

Belov’d by all, was born this day, re- 
member ; 

The man who in this loyal duty fails 

Should feel **a cup too low ” through- 

out December. 


2nd. This day, in eighteen-fifty-one, 
The coup d'état was operated ; 
The wicked work by knaves was done, 
Whose over-zeal was under-hated. 


3rd. Birthday of rustic Robert Bloomfield, 
who, [last, 

A cobbler, rightly went beyond his 

And, while he fabricated boot and shoe, 
‘*The Farmer’s Boy” in graceful 

verses cast, 


4'h. Thomas Carlyle was born this day. 
What the world owes to him is still a 
question ; 
Perhaps, at present, it inclines to say 
His brain was big—likewise his indi- 


gestion. 
5th. This day Mozart died—wondrous child 
and man ! 
Turn to his *f Don Giovanni,” music 


em ; 
Recall more lovely music if you can— 
His ‘‘Flauto Magico” and ‘ Re- 
quiem.” 


6th. After to-day you must not shoot, mind 
that 
Your own nor anybody else’s grouse, 
Nor blackcock neither, nor your neigh- 
bour’s cat, 
Should he make bold to stalk your 


fav'rite mouse, 


7th. Brave, but time-serving, Marshal Ney 
This day was shot; avoid a like 
disaster 
By nct attempting, as he did, to play 
Against your new the game of your 
old master, 


8th. Rienzi, this day, thirteen-fifty-four, 
The people’s Tribune, was assassi- 
nated ; 
The story old of mobs, who first adore, 
Then break the idol they have ele- 


vated, 
9:h. John Milton born; remember him to- 
day 
The friend of Cromwell and of 
Liberty. 


As poet and as patriot, you should pay 
Unstinted rev’rence to his memory. 


loth. In seventeen-sixty-eight, this day, 
The Roy’l Academy was founded ; 

What time, as some sharp critics say, 
** The forty” but fzano sounded. 


11th. Louis the Sixteenth this day rudely 
brought 
Before the National Convention, 
Who, in their patriotic wisdom, thought 
King-killiog worth their best atten- 
tion. 


12th, This day, in sixteen-fifty-three, 
Cromwell Protector was proclaim’d ; 
I hope you will proclaim with me 
That he was just the right man nam’d. 





13th. Dogmatic Dr. Johnson this day died— 
Tis doubtful if he ever really was 


well; : 
Sarcastic, arrogant, and pufi’d with 
pride, [ Boswell. 


The world prefer’d to him his life by 











14th, Died Izaak Walton, angler great, 
Who lov’d to catch a fish and cook 
him ; 
It took that keen piscator, Fate, 
No less than ninety years to hook him. 


15th, This day died Washington, a patriot 
true 
Whom patriots of all lands should 
imitate ; 
America—but this ’twixt me and you 
Has needed ev’ral Washingtons of 
late, 


her ‘‘ nice 
‘* Mansfield Park,” 


Prejudice ”"— 
Fresh as the singing of an uncaged 
lark ! 


Mrs. PopMore thinks the stage must be a 





is not an actress, to be always ‘‘ undertaking, 
cremating, and re-hearsing” her parts. 





16th. Jane Austin born: read what girls call 
Old-fashioned novels” —‘* Emma,” — 


‘Northanger Abbey,” ‘Pride and 


very dismal profession. She thanks her stars she 








‘‘ON THE MASH.’’ 
GREAT UNION Dukt, AS SUNG AT DusBLin BY ‘* THE EcCENTRIC TWINs,” 


— - 


A Painful Parting. 


A CORAL-LIPPED miss, 

Good-morning kiss. 

Quiet country walk, 

Sweet spoonsome talk. 

Soft whispers low. 

Yum, yum! You know; 
Quite in a cousinly way. 


A scissor-snipped tress, 

Warm, loving caress. 

Bright musical laugh. 

Good-tempered chaff. 

Ah! who wouldn’t woo, 

Squeere, bill and coo ; 
Quite in a cousinly way. 


A parting in tears. 
Boys’ nasty jeers. 
Shall never forget 
When torn from my pet, 
Her parent’s thick boot, 
As he gave me the shoot 
Quite in an avuncular way. 


ee 


THe SreciaAL’s Request.—* Tip us a stave,” 
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SO CHANGED! : 
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We have an acquaintance who does not hold the same views as he did. He used to be a sympathetic ma. “It's a shame—a gross and ghastly shame—that the poor 
Unemployed should not be allowed to make known their grievances in Trafalgar Square!” said he indignantly. Then he toddled oft to Trafalgar Square, 
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And had an interview with the ‘‘ Unemployed.” He afforded them employment for a few minutes ; 
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And we ran across him on his way back home. ‘It's a shame—a base and brutal shame—that those roughs—the ‘ Unemployed,’ as they call themselves—should be 


permitted to infest Trafalgar Square !" said he indignantly. He is not a sympathetic man. 
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—‘*GUESS, BRITISHER, THIS IS WHAT YOUR IMMORTAL BARD WAS LIKE 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 244. 
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SAVING HIS BACON. 
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FUN. 


First I. O. Right goodly plan! It shall be set in train. 
* 7 * * * 
Now let us watch, with self-congratulation, 
The plan’s effect upon the willingness, 
Zeal, temper, and utility 
Of this our special. See, he tramps about 
From post to pillar, and from that to post. 
Quick—quick ! Remove yon casual magistrate 
From out his sight, or he will get the same 
To swear himin! ’Tis well; now misdirect him 
To John o’ Groats, lest by some oversight 
The staves be there, and he attain to them ! 
It is averted. 
Seconp I. O. Let us tell a jailer 
To lock him up by error, in the place 
Of someone else. Ha! ha! His footsteps flag! 
He grows aweary. Giving up the search, 
And all disgusted, he doth hie him home 
To sit beside his fire, and let the mob 
Do what it may. 
First I, O, What craven want of zeal ! 
Seconp I. O. What lack of fervour for the public good ! 








MISUNDERSTOOD. 
Two INTELLIGENT OrriciAts. A RIOTER. 


Frist INTELLIGENT OF- 
FICIAL. Let us consult 
what measures shall 
prevail 

For the encompassing 
of this our end, 

The quick suppression 
0 

RIOTER (aside), They 
plot and scheme 

To stamp me out! I 
will conceal myself 

And learn the worst of 
these tyrannic plans 

Of base bureaucracy. 

Seconp I. O. ’Tis 
ours to deal 

A final, crushing lesson 
that shall shatter 
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The hopes of 
R1Io Ter, Me, of course, 
O, hateful tyrants ! 

First I, O. Having bethought me much of this affair— 
The levying of special constables— 
I would propose that we should first invite 
All willing citizens to congregate 
At such-and-such police court, to be sworn, 
On such-and-such a day ; and then contrive 
That on that day there sits no magistrate 
To swear them in. How like you this beginning ? 
Seconn I, O. (with admiration). It is a plan that recommends itself 
To all official minds! We then might issue 
Instructions that they shall receive their staves 
At John o’ Groats—omitting to provide 
The staves at all until a week has glided, 
And then transmitting them to Limerick 
Fixst I, O. With fresh instructions to the constables 
To go to Limerick 
Seconp I, O. And in the meantime 
Sending the staves to Malta, 
First I, O, After which 
We will instruct the specials to provide 
Staves for themselves. 
Seconp I, O, And, having mustered them, 
Prosecute such as take an active part 
Against the rioters, for having acted 
Without the badge. 
First I, O. Which badge we have forgotten 
To issue—nay, to give the order for, 
| KtoteR. Methinks my bosom doth begin to burn 
With less resentful animosity 
— these tyrant bureaucrats! A something 
Of unexplained yet genial sympathy 
Seems to attract me toward them! Can it be 
I was mistaken in mine estimate, 
And wronged these good officials ? 
With a string 
Of varied and ingenuous 
Stratagems, 
Devices, pitfalls, we can 
further ply 
The fated special—(having 
as our aim 
Ever that sharp and crush- 
ing lesson planned 
To daunt, dishearten, and 
extinguish )—— 
RIOTER. Whom ? 
In lower tones they do pro- 
nounce the name 
Of him they would extin- 
guish. I do marvel 
Whether ’tis I, or whe- 
ther 
SeconpD I, O. Let me give 
An instance : having placed 
him near the mob 
We then could feign to 
think him one of them, 
A rough and rioter, and crack his skull, 
Or charge him with infraction of the peace, 

















First I. O. What selfish absence of all public spirit ! 
Shame on the citizen who will not serve 
As special constable ! 
RIOTER (ursting forth, and embracing them fervently)— 
O faithful friends 
And benefactors! What remorse is mine 
That I have wronged you thus, believing you 
The enemies of riot and disorder ! 
[He weeps upon their bosoms. 
First I. O. Pray pardon us—we fail to understand ! 
We made a little plan for crushing out 
RIOTER, The special constable. I know it well. 
’Tis in mine interests. O, benefactors ! 
INTEL, OFFICIALS (after an interval of speechless surprise)— 
How is official action misconstrued ! 











STONE-FRUIT.—The pome-granite, 











BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST=WELL ON THE 
Boom. 





‘‘TF YOU GO ON 1HUS, YOU WILL KILL YOU! SELF,.’’—AMuch Ado 
About Nothing, Act V. Scene 1. 
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IN AND OUT THE CATTLE SHOW. 








The Age of Doubt. 
Or, OTHER REPUTATIONS IN DANGER, 
THE spirit of scepticism is abroad, as the following letters with which 
we have been favoured will show. 
THe Epiror oF *‘ Fun,” 
Sit-at-Home Gardens, Bayswater. 
Dkar Sir,—Recent events in *‘ the Square”’ have led me to consider : 
Did Nelson really win the battle of Trafalgar, or is not the credit of that 
famous victory due to someone else? I intend to publish a book on 
this (subscribers’ names can now be received), and shall prove conclu- 
sively that the plan of campaign—I mean of action—was arranged and 
carried out entirely by a young midshipman named Brown. It was he 
who gave Nelson the tip about signalling to the fleet, ‘* England 
expects,” etc. ; and Nelson, who we know was always sick when at sea, 
was in bed at the time of the engagement. That is how he came to 
receive a bullet wound in the shoulder. 
These and other revelations of a startling nature will shortly appear 
from the pen of Yours convincingly, 
ARTEMUS BUNKUM, 
Dilettante Clut, W. 
My Dear S1rx,—I was walking in the National Gallery yesterday 
when I came across a series of pictures attributed to William Hogarth, 
called, ‘‘ Mariage a /a mode,” I examined them very carefully, for I 
am interested in these matters, when I discovered, in the corner of one 
of these, a curious mark like a monogram, partially painted over soas to 
conceal it, I immediately applied to one of the attendants to allow me 
to scrape away some of the paint with my knife, as I felt certain that io 





ee 


this sign was to be found the name of the actual painter. My very 
modest and reasonable request was treated in such a manner that my 
suspicions were at once confirmed, and had I not been followed by an 
officious policeman, I should soon have solved the mystery. As it is, 
I am persuaded that the painter of this celebrated series was not the 
idle, shiftless fellow who used to hang about Leicester Square in a fur 
cap, smoking a vulgar clay pipe; but the enlightened and renowned Sir 
Joshua Reynolds himself, who, for obvious reasons, did not want to 
offend the aristocracy of the period by acknowledging his handiwork. 
Yours .esthetically, APELES JONES, 
Newington Butts, 
S1R,—The question of who wrote Shakespeare raises another equally 
important question, ‘‘ Who’s Griffiths?’’ Many people used to think 
Griffiths was the safeman ; but after many years of anxious study of the 
subject, I have come to the conclusion that Griffiths was not the safe- 
man at all, but somebody altogether different. I propose, in another 
letter, to go fully into the whole subject. Meanwhile, I beg to subscribe 
myself, Yours inquiringly, 
ANOTHER SAFEMAN, 














Fox and Cocks. 


Oor bard informs us that the victory in the desperate (h)encounter 
between a Welsh woman and a fox was awarded to the latter on a fowl. 





In making speeches to the electors of the Dulwich constituency, Mr. 
Blundell Maple said many sweet things of various people whom he hoped 
to induce to give him their support, Maple is suggestive of sugar, 
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A VOICH FROM AFAR. 
By Our Cuop-House Gossip. 


Ze 





WHILE all you merry Englishmen, as stays at home at ease, 
Are sitting down contentedly to shiver and to freeze, 

I’ve bundied up my little traps and started off in form, 

To Ventnor, where the climate is comparatively warm. 

And though it is a stiffish climb my lodgings for to reach, 

I’m generally wandering and sketching on the beach 

(With ‘* lovely woman” by my side), and so I hear with ease, 
The murmurs of the busy world that float upon the breeze. 


I’ve heard it in the day, and in the watches of the night, 

That Mr. Froude has lectured on the ‘* Laws of Copyright ;” 

About the Sugar Bounties, too, there seems to be a fuss, 

And delegates from ‘‘ foreign parts” are meeting to ‘‘ discuss,” 
There have been ‘‘ deputations,” too, which sort of game was play’d, 
If I remember rightly, with ** Enquiry into Trade ;” 

And no results eventuated worthy of the name— 

I shouldn’t be surprised if this resulted in the same ! 


As Middle Temple’s treasurer, the Prince of Wales’s charge 

Was finished with a dinner. party ‘‘ very fine and large ;” 

For Phelps was there, and other chaps, a noble sight to see, 

And compliments got passing very fervently and free. 

Lord Hartington and Goschen have invaded Erin’s isle, 

A-spouting and a-going on—the ordinary style ; 

Which them as quite agrees with them will call ‘‘a grand success !” 
While them as thinks more different will style it ‘*such a mess!” 


The Institute of Oily ones have spread their autumn show, 

The RS. British Artises have done the same also ; 

With simple, solemn quietude the former of them came, 
Sut the latter gave a *‘ swarry ” for to celebrate the same. 

The stones of ‘* Temple Bar” are being carted, I remark, 

Away to be erected in Sir Henry Meux’s park ; 

In all the Queen's dominions not a many parties are 

More entitled than Sir Henry to possession of a “‘ bar” ! 


To ‘* Draper” let our thanks be very hearty and profuse— 





His ‘* Gardens ” are about to be thrown wide for public use. 

I do not know this Draper man—my recollection’s dim— 

But with respect to gardens, I’ve respect re-garden him, 

In Glasgow town, it seems, a most disgraceful hoax was played 
On parties interested in the Glasgow iron trade. 

And christened, as I understand, a Battenberg has been, 

And Mr. Twain has written to Her Majesty the (Jueen. 


With Greenway’s Bank, it isn’t quite unlikely to be seen 

His ways were not upon the whole so absolutely green. 

Oh, gracious goodness, goodness me ! pray whom have we to thank 
For coining such a falsity as ** Safe as is a bank” ?— 

And yet, upon reflection, p’raps the chap was up to snuff ; 

Yes, when you come to think of it, a bank zs safe enough, 

For if you go and trust it with your coupons and your cash, 

The bank is very safe indeed—I mean it’s safe to smash, 


I hear the charmer’s voice the public steadily resists, 

When asked to join the club they want to call ‘* The Unionists’,” 
There’s been a mining accident, althovgh, I’m glad to see, 

The whole of the imprisoned ones were rescued and are free. 





Two “‘specials,” who had joined the force because of stagnant trade, 
Were just a little sold to find they were not to be paid. 

A fatal fire in Somers Town occurred the other day, 

And Beach has beaten Hanlan in the most decided way. 


The Queen has had another batch of presents, if you please— 
Some tokens from His Majesty the Emp. of the Chinese 

(There was a special interview, salaam and bow and smirk), 

And one that emanated from a ‘* School of Needlework.” 

They’ve re-arranged the Oriental Specimens for us 

(I allude to the collections which adorn the British Mus.) ; 

They’re minting coins where “‘ sixpence”’ on the back your vision hails, 
And they’ve found a lot of gold in some jaw-breaking place in Wales. 


The Irish row is going on, with hammering and tongues, 
With much display of energy, inventiveness and lungs ; 

And some will tell you this is it, and some will tell you that, 
And ev’ry blessed Irishman will say he has it Pat. 

The Tory chaps insist their style of Government is best 

(To prove it Mr. Mandeville is violently undressed) ; 

They say that peace and quietness they’re going to restore, 
While the place is getting fifty times as noisy as before. 


Then Salisbury at Oxford has been plunging in the strife, 

At Coventry a fellow has been horse-whipping his wife ; 

Between Bridgenorth and Shrewsbury some land’s subsided quite, 
The p’lice have been discovering a lot of dynamite. 

There comes good news from Stanley, who is working out his plan, 
And Mr. Saunders (deputy) ’s elected Alderman ; 

While some one’s found a posthumous ‘‘ compose’ of Abbe Liszt, 
The whereunto I faithfully attach my seal and ‘‘ fist,” 








Deer! deer! How deer-raidful! 


THE cottars of Lewis have been varying the monotony of existence 
in the Hebrides by deer-raiding, their i-deer being, apparently, to live 
on the cheap by killing the deer, The authorities have not undeer-raided 
their goings on, and have sent H.M.S. Jackal with a crew of five hun- 
dred men to stag their little game. Although this occurs in the Hebrides, 
it is not a matter of Hebriday occurrence. 





‘* PLEASE, my lord, won’t yer perstpone sentence? I want ter call hup 
a most himportant witness as ter character,” pleaded a prisoner. ‘* Who 
is it you wish to call?” asked the judge. ‘‘The guv’ner o Portland, 
my lord !” replied the prisoner in a mild sedate manner, Sentence—a+ 
least two years less than he ought to have received, 








LINES FROM THE POETS. 
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‘‘THeE GRAVE LORD KEEPER LED THE BRAWLS,”—Gray. 
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rade, KNIOKN AOKS. Bacon-curing, 
i PS ese Se es ca = agenele ye gen [See Daily Telegrafh letters re the Dethronement of Shakespeare.] 
saplled Youu. 4 Hie Bs ‘ape = As por ge of pn ae. awhile, 
dower?” asked the worthy man, beaming As politics i 2 ae ee ™ oo 
hic toting ** Nice, pleasant, good- Affording less joa i aie ; 
io nd _, hee, nce Nye heony-y = As, in short, things were quiet up West and E.C., 
observant boy.“ Well, Joseph,” said the That live litle pape that’s called the D. 7. 
examiner graciously, “that's not strictly Issued eslienen chau that old ‘riddle me-ree,” 
: ~me-ree 
) according to Nuttall, but you’ll pass; and That Shakespear itten by B ! . 
ails, here’s sixpence for you to buy hardbake,” When the D ¥ 4 sc —e 
ales. sauna ‘hen the D. 7. exploited this curious craze 
Mr. Justice HAWKINS recently summed Some thought by a #ew theme ‘twas smitten ; 
up in favour of a man charged with mur- Many years some have held that Will Shakespeare, his plays 
der, and the prisoner was acquitted. What- By the legal Lord B. were all written. 
ever caused this dove-like proceeding on In deeming the Donnelly *‘ cryptogram ” new, 
Hawk’s part? Was it an excellent break- | Some people were sadly mistaken, 
fast that laid easily on his lower chest, or had he backed a winning Shakespearian students, and not a mere few, 
horse heavily ? Had sampled the figures the Yankee chap drew— 
To prove Shakespeare was written by Bacon ! 
“IT po not flog you, Paul, for breaking the dining-room window,” The actors, who know, perhaps, less of the Bard 
warbled the pious parent, The reason I chastise you is because you Than many a class you could mention, 
have broken the Sabbath by playing with your cricket-ball.” And the Perused the J, 7. with a startled regard, 
‘ good man moistened the palm of his right hand with four salt tears be- And (for ‘hem) a most earnest attention, 
' fore he picked up the rod and grasped it firmly. In clubs and in pubs, did they prate of the scheme 
an seeuererenenes With emotion perceptibly shaken ; 
, Two members of the same synagogue came to blows in their place of They were *‘ knocked,” and with fervour distinctly supreme, 
t, worship the other day. Jacobs called Moses a bad name, and bashed in They discussed ve Ignatius Donnelly’s ‘‘ dream,” 
7 oa ~ a took pices, gy el c “~ we whacked That Shakespeare was written by Bacon ! 
nim wi : e careful, Moses, or you'll break the stick,” roared way 
Jacobs. ‘*S’help me, its worth two odd, itis! Leave off! Leave off! re a = \ ankee a thoroughly shown 
You spoil that cane, Moses, and I’ll county-court you for the value, or wi fa no a ™ me erage il deth 
| my name ain’t Solomon.” at his riddle researc es Sweet bg ill will dethrone, 
ence —— We may look for still further distraction. 
° ( ( é ate N > N 
- _ Tors. you remembered to put wo stamps on the letter, Patch, as | gman lok enn Inte that Southey wrote Soot 
a, old you,” said Boodle to his man-servant. Rest aisy, sorr,” replied That Byron wrote Burns, and that every plot 
; Patrick ; ‘‘I bought two Queen’s Heads before I put the letter in the ™ ; . yP 
ides, , : = That Dickens devised was from Diderot got, 
box, a I stuck one nately on the top of the other for safety’s sake, I Now Shakespeare is shown to be Bacon 
did, begorra ! , 
_ We may find that Pope pilfered his poems from Prynne, 
hup THE sum of £160 was recently obtained from an old man by means And that Zola by Spurgeon was written ; 
Who of the ** confidence trick.’”? The swindle was worked in a birmingham That Newton’s Principia was penned by Nell Gwynne, 
and, coffee-house. Hitherto this absurdly simple ‘‘ rush” has been associated And that Leech wrote the novels of Lytton. 
— with the consumption of rum, whisky, cigars and juniper. To hear of They may even say FUN was all written by Froude 
the confidence trick being played with aid of the mild allies coffee, cake, (Whom to humour 'twere hard to awaken) ; 
a crumpets, and hot buttered toast is indeed an eye opener, that shows But whether or no, this idea, closely viewed, 
— how sweetly respectable even professional swindlers are becoming. Would show good old Shakespeare most cute although crude, 
ctiieiamane For the Bard for some time saved his Bacon ! 
; THE Rev. Dr, Parker, who is now starring in the States, is the pro- = = =< 
prietor of the largest head, and the biggest thing in tilesever made. He 
went to a dinner-party a few weeks back and handed his stove-pipe toa 
servant. Just as the company sat down to table fearful cries from a 
child were heard. The host rushed into the hall and found his five-year 
old daughter had dragged the divine’s stove-pipe on to the floor, climbed 
into it, and got fairly tixed in the astonishing piece of head-gear, She 
was rescued with some difficulty. 
‘How did you find that last lot of brandy, Mr. Waggleton?” said 
| Beeswing, the wine merchant, to a customer. ‘* Well I reckon no 
| lodging-house keeper should ever be without a few bottles, It beats 
record as an insect-destroyer,” replied Waggleton, smartly. ‘*‘ Wonder 
you're still alive, then,” retorted Beeswing, in a nettled tone. Then 
Waggleton, like all men of Azs species, went about complaining that 
3eeswing was a most presuming and insolent man. 
THERE is a youthful millionaire living in America who goes to bed 
early, rises at cock-crow, does not drink, never smokes, and turns up his 
nose at coryphées and fair little choristers, Barnum wants this pheno- 
menon badly as a show crank, but the boy won’t catch on at any terms, 
IT is stated that Nasred Din, Shah of Persia, whose projected visit to 
Europe has been postponed, is worth some six millions sterling. Pshaw ! 
We don’t believe it. He's had too many wives to have been able to 
save that sum, 
Ir was the first night of a new piece at the Glitterty, and the gods 
were exceedingly riotous. Suddenly a gorgeous masher rose in the stalls, # q ‘6 Claus’ ti ino?” 
faced round, adjusted his eyeglass, looked up at the rowdy deities, and Blonde Anpel,— Mamma, ear, is rsa aus = —_— 4 
in a solemn, severe tone, called out, ‘* Aw, look here you fellows, if you Doting Mother .— Yes, my precious, in the yc: ew weeks. 
continue making such a confounded noise, doose take me if I—aw—if I iy is n Shall I find a lot of nice things in my wh ings? . 
don’t leave the house,” Asa bit of sublime egoism this almost beats D. M.—" Ifyou — a good boy till that oh taal er you ask — 
record. And yet people call the grand creature a saphead. B. A. (doubt{ully).—* Well, will it be worth being good so long? 
i ee anil ~ daw foe nt? tion = no case will they b¢ returned unigss 


ae 7 { he # ‘ 4 , ma nmimstis i 
nie 








244 FUN. D&CEMBER 7, 1887, 
































\ 
% . 
\ . 
; \ ‘\ . ~ 
\ \ ‘ 
~N 
| ~ WAANS . 
\ \ ~ WON N 
\ . 
} \ ) \ . 
; 
\\ ee 
X Se f 
. —.s \X SS . “ft 
\ S\ CWA \ 
ay ‘ 


- 
+ 





e ‘ 
a4 . 2s \ 
SAS aA: 
~~ Vf h : 
Oa | CP ~HKL. oe is, 
. ‘ \ \ \\\ .\ VAS 


Ww \\ 








Wd 











FOR THAT (OR SOME OTHER) REASON. 


Young Mr, Pansney.—‘* Nick SHOULDERS THAT GIRL HAS, DANCING WITH FITZHORDLE,” 
Younger Mr. Timtit.—‘‘ NOT BAD; BUT NOT THR SORT OF THING J CARE FOR.” Young Mr. P.—‘** No?” 
Younger Mr. 7.—‘*NO; FACT 1S, I REGARD FITZHORDLE AS SUCH A CONCEITED Ass, THAT I SHOULD BE ASHAMED TO FIND 


MYSELF ADMIRING ANYTHING HE ADMIRES,” 











Yet he and his found cryptogram Fust Out. Price One Shilling. Post-/free, 1s. 2d. 








Bid Saving His Bacon | 
i. (Sex CARTOON.) | We hope and trust may be mistaken ; HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1888. 
J int : : _ And, though some call you William, Ppeibictateie Cadteibictoas Be tie hail Aad 
if. SHADE of great Shakespeare, most sublime | We won't allow that you are Bacon, ret Toe Artists of the day. a 
‘ Of poets! we will not deceive you ; | ts tee en 
Tt * Not for an age, but fos all time” | Viet Our: Price Ons Ghillie, Pintfu) ee. a 
77 We have been ready to believe you. WE read in a morning paper that a Vienna s- Specs 
' But » sila teatien tee 6 Gow geek engineer has just taken out a patent for a new JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 
Ne thay Po, y ar > 9 smoke-abating process, worked by electricity ; By FRANK BARRETT. 
You were, with your *‘ divine aftflatus 6 P! : 
' rot f lt } y : se: and the same journal also informs us that —_——____—- 
; Not or all time, but for an age— ninety-five cigar factories at Havannah have Just Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
it Which done, you had to lose your status. been closed. Is this an instance of cause and “THROUGH MY HEART FIRST!” 
- Pursuant to some secret game, effect, or merely an odd coincidence? At any- B 
. You had Lord Verulam’s permission rate, we hope that neither of them—that is, y H. T. JOHNSON. 
be ny Tals oon commas the | ae and the factories—will end in New Remie -Priee Pemabinee. | 
oO plays o } own CO sUON. smoke, 
| FUN ALMANAC for 1888. | 


Thus, the true authorship kept dark, 
For lifetime you might reap the glory ; 
At least, that is, we should remark, 
The gist of Donnelly’s strange story, 


sé I MUST decline to allow my daughter to give Crammed Full of Humorous Drawings. 


you her hand,” said old Portles to young Slin- ———~~ 
kins; ** but my foot is quite at your disposal.” |“ FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEZT STREET, LONDON, E.C 
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GERMAN ReeEv's.—* TALLY owe!” 


name of this theatre (leaving out the Mr,), and never when I write 
** Toole’s,” is a Mistery ! 

I pon’t krow—Cattle Show week and the following Christmas 
holidays (when there are so many more theatre-goers to draw upon) 
combined with Mr, Terry’s prestige and the capital acting of himself 
and Company, muy influence events, so that 7hte Woman Hater may 
squeeze out to itself a little bit of a run, but it don’t deserve it—indeed, 
it don’t deserve it. People have tasted of farcical comedy—or three- 
act farce, if you will—so frequently of late years, that they have become 
connoisseurs, and it must be of at least a good sound brand to satisfy the 
general palate. The humours of Zhe Woman Hater are decidedly of 
the ‘* corked” order, 





Tue last act is much the best, though when it is observed that its 
point consists in the incarceration of a sane person in a lunatic asylum, 
and a general belief of most of the characters in each other’s insanity, 
the value of the ‘‘ best’ will not be placed very high on the score of 
originality. Mr. Terry’s acting therein is an exhibition of the most 
overwhelming comicality, however, There isn’t a word to describe it. 
He’s really awfully, dreadfully, maddeningly funny, and these two 
things combined may also help to give the piece a ‘‘ leg up.” 


THERE is an uncommonly clever bit of character-acting by Mr. Alfred 
Bishop, Miss M. A. Victor is her own merry self, and Miss F, Suther- 
land is as pleasant and bright a ‘‘lady juvenile” as I wishtosee. Of 
Duty, with Mr, Lionel Brough as the faithful Sergeant Bloss, all there, 
opens the ball each evening. 





THe ELEPHANT AND CASTLE.—In a prologue and thtee acts Mr, 
A. Stafford has written a piece called A’caping the Harvest, which was 











Princess's —“Sicu, petev HER.” 


woduced here on the 3rd inst. It is of the usual down-trodden-virtue, 


Texry’s.—Why I always feel as if I were rude when I write ihe 


locality of its production. Plenty of movement, plenty of go, plenty of 
beautiful sentiments and plenty of hardships for the manly hero and the 
lovely heroine, all put right at last. It is acted by a company appa- 
rently well accustomed to this class of work and thoroughly up to it, 





Nops AND WINKS.—I wonder what my good, kind Editor (who 
knows I took the prize for sincerity at school) and the sweet-tempered 
and handsome young gentleman (whom I would scorn to flatter, even if 
it were possible) who does the Art Notices for this paper, will say to 
me when they find me referring to the two-hour sketches of the Langham 
Sketching Club, now exhibiting at 23 Baker Street. Perhaps they 
won’t be very hard on me, as they know my grateful nature, and how 
painful it would be to me te have to pen up my feelings after the pleasant 
hour I spent in the Gallety. 


notice. 


John Tenniel, W. and E. A. Goodall, Julian Portch, Paul Poole, F, 
Walker, J. D. Watson, H. S. Marks, J. Pinwell, E, Hayes, J. R. 
Planché, Hablot Browne (‘‘ Phiz”), Vicat Cole, B. W. Leader, P. H. 
Calderon, C. Green, G. Thomas, J. Aumonier, — Orrock, — Absolon, 


Descending to particulars, I find marks in my catalogue against (21) 
**In the Style of ,” by J. E. Hodson, R.A., which seems to bea 
joke of which we have not the key ; (30) a capital portrait, ‘‘ John Ab- 
solon, R.I.,” by G. Kilburne ; (71) ‘* Light and Shade,” by J. Sleigh ; 
(77) ** After the Storm,” by Reginald Jones ; (79) ‘‘ On Trial,” a clever 
‘*puppy-dog” sketch by W. H. Trood; (95) ‘‘The Ferry,” by J, 
Knight ; and (103) ‘‘ Evening,” by W. G. Ferguson, These are rather 
casual than critical selections, however. 
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Terry's.—"' Orr’ Durty.” 


Mr. WILSON BARRETT, to resume my proper level, comes to the 
Globe on the 22nd, bringing 7he Golden Ladder with him. Zhe Arabian 
Nights has shifted to the Comedy, and Zhe Barrister has gone on circuit 
for a while in the country, until it can find some other metropolitan 
court to practise in.—A new and original five-act drama of modern life 
has just been completed by that able and experienced journalist, Mr. 
John Latey, Junr. It is reported to be full of life, variety, and ‘* move- 
ment,” by ‘‘ parties as ought to know.”—Next Thursday, at the 
Victoria Hall, is to be marked with red. Antoinette Sterling is to sing 
at the ballad concert, and there is an attractive, &c.—The uniforms, 
as worn in ’54-5, in which four privates and a sergeant of the Duke 
of Cornwall’s regiment disported on the occasion of the Prince’s 
recent presentation of new colours to that regiment, were made by 
Messrs. T. and H. Nathan, of Coventry Street. If you want to know 
what the uniform is like, turn to the contemporary pages of Mr. Punch, 
when he was having his larks with the ‘* Albert” shako.—Miss Effie 
Chapuy took the part of Phyllis, in Dorothy, the other evening, when 
Miss Perry was unwell.—Mr. Howell-Poole’s Game of Life, a melo- 
drama, ‘‘romantic, realistic, and spectacular,” with Mr. J. H. Clynds, 
Miss Alice Raynor, and the author and ‘‘a full cast,” is being played at 
the Grand this week. It contains some tremendous incidents, and is 
calculated to erect hair on the baldest of craniums. An explosion and 
an attack upon a stage coach (which, of course, is in its proper place ov 
the stage) should make the most inveterate loller “sit up.”—When 
Frankenstein (for which the preparations are both stupendous and in an 
advanced state) takes its place in the evening bill at the Gaiety, A/tss 
Esmeralda, with additions and edition, will be played at morning per- 





uccessful-for-awhile viilainy order of melodrama, and well suited to the 





formances during the holidays. NESTOR. 





The club is fifty-seven years’ old, and this 
is its first public exhibition, so that it cannot be accused of rushing into 
The selection covers fifty-five years, and includes early work of 
such painters as E, Duncan, G. Dodgson, Carl Haag, Charles Keene, 


— Cattermole, &c., &c., all of which is interesting ; but it is no less 
satisfactory to observe the goodly strength shown by the ‘‘ coming race,” 
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OPEN SESAME! 
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Pull Pry was of an inquisitive turn of mind, and would 
like to have a peep in that there dror ! 
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** Come out, will you !! 














THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AT OLYMPIA. 


Cher mon Rédacteur,—Ze mountain it has come to Mahomet. I tell 
you how. Ze fund vas so vulgare low zat I could not raise vinds enovgh 
to blow me across ze pas de Calais to my dear Paris; et, voila! Ja Paris 
she has come to me, for her Hippodrome is here in your Kensing- 
ton, Ze poet he sit on Parnassus, but vare your poet Addison Rode, 
zare is Olympia, and zare my compatriots ride and drive fous /es 
jours, 

I take vit me ze charming Mees Jollidogue, and mon ami, M. Houcke, 
he place us in ze front row in ze twinkle of his eye Mees Jollidogue 
is in rapture vit ze race of z2 Arabian steeds. Ze trained builocks are 
by no mean of manners calves, and at ze race of donkeys I laugh so 
much zat Mees Jollidogue say I ought to entare for zat race foute suite. 
Zare is also an asinine performance on ze trapeze vich fly, Ma foi/ zare 
13 Not an ass in ten vich vill equal him. 

_ Zen came ze pidce de résistance, ze little games of ze great Romans. 
Ze gladiators are pretty girls, sare, whose eyes are brighter and more 
killing zan zeir swords. Mees Jo'lidogue say she vould not, if she had 
been a Roman in ze time of Nero, have cared to be a gladiator. I sink, 
any vay, she is von glad I love her. Ze chariot races take von back 
two sousand years, till a man in top hats and atop boot lead off ze 
horses, vich bring us from z: arena to vare Addison Rode. 





Very jolly dogs are zose MM. Blennon, and ze clown dog is vat you 
call a vag, even to his tail. Ze jumpares of Morocco have nozzink to 
do vit ze Shakers of Valvorts Road. I ask Mees Jollidogue vat is ze 
difference between zem and ze book I gave her last night. She give it 
up—ze riddles, not ze book—and I tell her von is morccco bound, ze 
ozzares are Morocco boundares. 

After Jocsi and Certain ze elephant and ze horse have been made lions 
of, I take Mees Jo‘lidogue to go see ze stables. Lm route ve look in at 
z+ family tea party of ze Arabs, and listen so long to ze vat you call 
dam row zat ze niggare man make upon ze *‘ Thomas-Thomas,” and 
ze ozzares on instruments of torture like vooden vistles, zat, as zy vill 
not cry up zeir vistles, ve go vet ours. 

Everysink is trained at Olympia, and ze so/aa/s ot ze army of France 
even ride across ze sands of Sahara io military trains. Zen ze Sahara’s 
young men, ze street Arabs of ze desert, attack zem, and zare is 80 
much gunpoudare discharge, zat I have to place ze vaist of Mees Jolli- 
dogue round my arm to steady her nerve, So charming are ze Arab 
ladies, zat I sink zey vare nevare intended to be deserted, but I say to 
Mees Jollidogue zat I vould not like to visit Araby ze blest. 

Maintenant, al:ogezzare ze scenes at Olympia of life in ze desert are 
sings to be seen, and I do not vondare zat so many arrive from ze East 
End to ze Vest to see ze vondares of ze East, 
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EKNIOKNAOKS, 


A CANNY Scot, wh» swore he had been a farrier since the day of his 
birth, brought an action against a grocer for assault, recently. My 
lord,” said the piaintiff, ‘“‘the defender met me 
in a bar, he thrappled me, and wi’ a vulgar ex- 
piration shouted, ‘You dinna gang oot o’ this 
until you pay me that twa and saxpence.’ I'm 
a tender mon mysel’.” ‘‘ What do you do for 
a living?” asked the judge. ‘Live on me 
means,” replied the plaintiff. ‘*‘ Where are 
your means?” inquired the man of law. ‘“ In- 
side me skull,” answered the canny Scot. A 
list of imprisonments plaintiff had undergone 
being read through, the judge dismissed the 
case; and the canny Scot, having adjusted his 
bonnet, slowly retired, chuckling, ‘‘ Nae matter, 
he has na got ‘iat twa and saxpence, puir body.” 
And then, midst a wild skirl of ** hoots and 
toots” and ‘‘gang awas,” he disappeared 
rapidly from sight. 





‘*T say, waiter,” remarked Chubbins,” this real turtle tastes remark- 
ably like the mock I had yesterday. ’Pon my word I can’t detect any 
difference.” ‘‘ There is a considerable difference, sir,” returned the 
waiter. ‘* What is it?” asked Chubbins, rather testily. ‘‘ Four 
shillings a plate, sir,” whispered the gentle garzom, in a tender, confi- 
dential tone. Chubbins wiped his eyes with a table napkin as he 
slowly paid the bill, 


AN Eastern doctor declares that adsinthe is an infallible remedy for 
cholera; but in order to stop the dread disease effectually it is necessary 
to imbibe a few pints of it neat, within a very short space of time. Jack 
Sawbones, of Diddlesex Hospital, assures us that the wise man from the 
East is unquestionably right ; and he adds that ten drops of prussic acid 
is a certain cure for dimness of sight, pains in the back, and measles. 


A VaNTRILOQUIST recently sold a ‘‘talking dog” to the keeper of a 
restaurant in Paris, ‘*So you have parted with me for the paltry sum 
of 400 francs,” said Fido. ‘* Afom Dieu! what asin; but I will never 
talk any more, My new master may rest assured of that.” These were 
the last words the ‘* talking dog” ever spoke, The “‘talking dog” swindle 
is by no means a new one, King Billiam IV. was once tricked at 
Brighton in a similar manner; but it requires a clever artiste to work 
the fake at all neatly. By-the-way, it was a swearing pug that Sailor 
Billiam was landed with. Me presented his purchase to a lady, and 
shortly afterwards found out, to his chagrin and horror, that the bow- 
wow was utterly incapable of using cuss-words., 


LApby candidates for official posts in America distribute their photo- 
graphs among electors very freely. We've seen a bundle of these 
pictures, In them the daughters of Eve present a decidedly Jositive and 
negative appearance, and look as if they could say *‘ No!” with a ven- 
geance ; but we question whether any of the ladies would take the cake 
in the front row of a bally ballet. 


A SMALL boy recently entered a chemist’s shop and complained that 
he was suffering terribly from toothache. While the dispenser was 
mixing up a nerve-soother the patient annexed a large number of tooth- 
picks, Later on the urchin’s neuralgic affection was effectually cured by 
a drastic counter-irritant, in the shape of a birch-rod, wielded by a 
muscular constable. 


Dr, WILLIAM ROSSELL opines that many of ‘‘ the better class ” ruin 
their digestion by whipping up their stomachs with sherry and bitters. 
Our own family doctor says that the best way to give fone to a weak 
stomach is to get it carefully lined with 4e// mefa/, Then you are safe. 


A LETTER of Oliver Cromwell's recently fetched 140 francs at a sale 
in Paris, We hope it was a genuine epistle. It may have been, for the 
Protector’s letters are not nearly so often in the market as his sku//s. 


A TRUSTFOL philanthropist recently attended a police-court, paid the 
fines of a number of ‘‘ drunks,” treated them to a square meal, and then 
gave each inebriate a shilling, and a considerable amount of good advice. 
One of his protégées interviewed the magistrate at the same court next 
morning, for the three bundred and first time, and as the benefactor was 
not on the scene, matters did not go altogether smoothly with her, the 
**beak ” being of a somewhat unsympathetic nature. 


**T HEAR it’s all off between you and Miss G., Bob,” said Fred. 
** Well—er—yes. She was so peculiar in her language.” ‘‘ Good 





| gracious ! you don’t mean to say she ever swore in your presence?” 
| ** That's just it, dear boy, she twice swore she wouldn’t have me,” 


The nominative and accusative—on these you mean to fashion all ; 





The Latest Language. 


(“ VoLtapuk” has already a rival in the field. It is called International, and is the 
invention of Dr. Esperanto, of Warsaw. Its chief basis is the elimination from 
grammar of all the main difficulties, such as declensions and irregular verbs, &c., &c, 
—St. James's Gazette.) 

O, DocTorR EsPERANTO, 
You'd be worthy of a canto, 
Providing that the language which you’ve framed is somewhat rational ; 
You seem to be contented 
With the language you’ve invented— 
A curious tongue whose praise is sung, and called the ‘* International,’’ 


You merit approbation 
For the elimination 
Of verbs and dire declensions that put us in a passion all ; 
Also for your omissions 
Of regular prepositions, 
And for u ng but one article in language ‘‘ International.” 


You only use two cases 
(A very simple basis), 


You make nice nouns and such like, 
A thing that folks should much like—- _ 
Which ought to make it popular—this tongue called ‘‘ International,” 


And yet, oh, Esperanto ! 
While wishing you good santo, 
Your n’s and js cause quite a daze that you may think irrational ; 
And the language you’re so pat in 
Is suspiciously like Latin, 
And your germinals and terminals quite muddle your ‘‘ International.” 


So, seeing that you confuse us, 
Pray will you please excuse us 
From daring afresh the language-mesh, our own seems much more rational, 
So, until your invention 
Is easier of retention, 
The present bard cannot regard your wonderful ‘‘ International.” 





He IMMEDIATELY ABSCONDED AFTER SAYING IT!—The proper 
age for marrying is—when young, not yet ; when old, never, 














“FRENCH WITHOUT A MASTER.” 
SAID one Young ’Arry to the other Young ’Arry, ‘* Wot bloomin’ 


fools these Frenchmen are. Why, they atcheley call eggs money.” 
‘*’Ow’s that?” said the other. ‘* Why,” says the first, **they call a 





hegg ‘day’s oof.’ ’ 
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MMusH was SITTING IN THE WAITING- 
-ROOM WHEN A STOUT ‘GENTLEMAN 
ENTEREQG AND YAWNEQ. 











Ar rer WHICH THE YAWNED 
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N TWO MINUTES HE YAWNEO AGAIN. 
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THEN THEY 
BOTH YAWNED TOGETHER. 





A FIT OF “THE GAPES. 








MURDLE VISITING. 


MARIA says to me, **In the good old days there was somethink like 
gettin’ ready for Christmas, People began a-stonin’ plums and a-makin’ 
up mincemeat afore the summer was over.” 

‘**Yes,” says me; ‘‘ but now the shops is all too much Christmasy, 
and the people ain’t at all Christmas. It takes a matter of half-a-dozen 
hot whiskies now-a-days afore a feller can work hisself up to anything 
like Christmas. But let’s see a bit about the poor all the same. Let’s 
take a walk down East. Nigh the ’Ighway, and all about there.” 

So we takes the ‘‘ Hunderground,” which was a-smellin’ as sweet as 
the flowers o’ spring a-growing against the wall of a lucifer-match fac- 
tory. We gets out at Aldgate, and makes for Leman Street. And a 
uncommon cheerful street Leman Street is, as I knows well enough, 
havin’ once been in the ivory turnin’ line down there. There’s always 
something going on in Leman Street to amuse yer. Now a drunkin’ 
man being frogs-marched ; now a lady drunk and disorderly being con- 
veyed on a stretcher, her hands a-wavin’ in the air, and her language 
being that blasfemaleous as it would send a Salvation Army general on 
to takin’ rum and s’rub to support hisself. 

‘*We’ll go and look at some o’ them common lodging-houses in 
Flower and Dean Street,” says our friend. A uncommon nasty street 
that is, too ; and Maria whispers to me— 

**I wish I hadn’t got the water rates and the ‘inhabited house’ 
wrapped up in silver paper in my petticoat-pocket.” 

**Tt’s all square,” says our friend ; ‘‘ they won’t touch you, Mrs. M.” 

Maria says, ‘‘ My gingham’s only alpacca, but my ’art’s good and my 
‘and ready ; so eyes off the old ’ooman.” 
We goes into a common lodgin’-house. It was a longish place. A 
man was a-loungin’ in the doorway refreshin’ of hisself with a bundle of 
drid sprats, as bold as the Lord Mayor when he defied the Socialists. 








| this because it is always ready to stop at the cry of woe? 


** Are you a unemployed ?”’ says Maria. 

**No,” says he, ‘‘ I’ve on’y just dismissed my secretary, who was 
a-writin’ to the Prince of Wales, totell his ‘’Ighness’ how disappointed 
I am as I can’t have that winkle tea with him, this arternoon, owin’ to 
my havin’ a’and at unlimited spekulation with the German Ambassador,” 
Maria looks icily at the man, We gets into a big kitchen at the back. 
There was a nice sociable smell in it of biled haddocks, and blankets 
a-dryin’ before the fire. A drunkin’ man was seated on the table a-singin’ 
‘*Two Lovely Black Eyes.’’ When he sees Maria, he sings, ‘* Come 
to my arms, Mavourneen.” But Maria, by way o’ repartee, calls him 
‘*a bald-headed old blaggaard.” 

Then a awful seedy-lookin’ chap, as was very industrious with a polony, 
that he waved in the air like a cavalry sabre, says, ‘* Now you’ve got io 
pay your footin’, old asparrowgrass,” 

Maria didn’t like bein’ called asparrowgrass, so this led to words, when 
our friend says : 

‘‘ Why, all the beggars that come here to doss of a night ain’t up to 
nothink, They talks about the irrers of the hunemployed in the lodgin’- 
houses, but they’re all a bad lot—a regler legitimate, double-breasted 
hunemployed ’ud cut his throat afore he came here.” 

As Maria got up from stumblin’ over a empty whelk-basket, she says, 

‘IT don’t think as how you'd go to find the hunemployed in a 
place like this, and go and talk a lot o’ sentiment about ’em. Help the 
deservin’ hunemployed dustmen as lives in the court at the back o’ your 
own house. There's plenty o’ charity stuff nigh handy, without a-goin’ 


fur afield |” 
— 


_ ee — 
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Ong of the unemployed cab-drivers disrespectfully speaks of the 
Charity Organization Society as ‘‘a wretched, worn-out old horse,” Is 
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THE LAW AND THE GEN|TLEMAN. 
(ToLp By Our Common Dirty FELLER.) 
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‘' Bein’ on'y a common dirty feller, I was ‘auled up, I was for ersaultin’ the pleece. I ‘ad give a pecler a black heye, and I didnt go fur tosay I ‘ada't. ‘But,’ ses I, 
* I done it for to test the leegallity of the pleece’s hactions.’ 

















"It's a clear case,’ ses the Law ; ‘and if you’wants to test the leegallity of the pleece’s hactions, you must do it by | rful means, not by nockin’ constabbles about. 
Two months with ‘ard. But jest at that momant a pal o° mine runs in with a swe'l black coat, and a pot ‘at, and lavvinder kids, and shuvs ‘em on me, and wispers, 
‘say Haw—Arw!’ 


















































“So I ses‘ Haw — haw ” And, if youll bleeve me, the Law looks quite flummoxed, and mutters, ‘Eh? Black coat and lavvinders? Dear me! I thought it 


was a common dirty feller!" Then he says out, ‘ Ah !—ahum!—I think you mentioned somethink abont doin’ it to test the leegallity of—eh? Of course that makes 
all the difference in the world. I let you out on your own recoggyn>nces. Good-day—nice weather, ain'tit?' All my palsis a-layin’ in black cotes now to'ave ready.” 
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Big Drum—HARTINGTON. 
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THE UNION WAITS. 


Tyre—MASTER BALFOUR. Fantasia on his own Trumpe-—SALISBURY. 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 235. 
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CHBAP FOOD AT LAST! 

IS eye brightened, and a 
gentle, genial, seraphic 
expression of pure, sweet 
joy stole over his features, 
lighting them up with a 
lovelier and more sacred 
graciousness, 

His hair was very short 
—very, very short. He 
had just emerged from 
Holloway, where he had 
been accomplishing two 
months. He was Mr. 
Hommieside, who had 
been called up for trying 
to sell putrid meat for 
human food. He had 
been successful in the 
same class of undertaking 
for the last ten years; he 


had amassed a nice little compet by it. On the whole, he did not 
complain much of the two months, but considered it was cheap for the 
success he had had, 

But to proceed. His eye brightened, and he gave an immense order 
for preserved meat tins—a vast order—dozens of vast orders. He 
snapped up all the meat tins in the market. Then he chartered a dozen 
good-sized ocean steamers, and put the meat tins on board them, and 
laid in a gross of champagne for the voyage and embarked, the sweet 
light still in his eye. 

And ever he read and re-read the following newspaper paragraph :— 

** Touching the question of the plague of rabbits in New South Wales, 
and the offer of a great prize to the discoverer of a really efficacious 
means of getting rid of the ‘vermin,’ Professor Pasteur has been 
cultivating a new kind of microbe, which can be relied upon to spread 
a peculiarly virulent disease called ‘hen cholera’ with rapidity and 
effect. He proposes that a sufficient supply of bottled microbes should 
be exported to Australia, and liberated in troughs of food placed at 
spots where rabbits congregate. The rabbits would eat the microbes, 
catch hen cholera, and, returning to their burrows, communicate the 
disease to their families.” 


* = * 
Cheap food for the people at last ! 
London, for one place, rejoiced greatly: for was it not placarded all 

over with great posters announcing tinned rabbit at twopence per tin? Had 
not some great or sprung up who had seen, and grasped, the solu- 
tion of the great cheap food difficulty? So the people ate and rejoiced, 

* * . > « . 
There was a plague of blood-poisoning all over the country, Thousands 

died daily. statesmen and the authorities had chats about it, and 
were puzzled, 

What they couldn’t make out was, how it had originated! It was 
true they had read a paragraph in their newspapers telling how 
thousands of tons of rabbits were putrifying on the ground all over New 
South Wales: it was also true that they had read another paragraph 
close underneath telling how an enterprising merchant was shipping 
over many ship-loads of tinned rabbit from New South Wales to Eng- 
land ; but the two pars. did not strike our statesmen as having any kind 


of connection. 
Of course they did not—how should they? Their minds were British 


statesmen’s 
minds, don’t you 
see? If the two 
oar had had any 
ind of signifi- 
cant connection, 
wouldn’t the 
rinter fellow 
ve left out the 








o . 6 


a \ full stop between 
3 \\ them? Of course! 
“ (aie \ Besides, the Bri- 
lee" Game), tish statesmen 
if we; hadn't any Offi- 
’ Y | Dy cial Information 
ay NYE. ‘im about the thing. 
P a * . . 
Jy \ At last an inter- 
SE ‘2 Y fering professor— 
a fellow who had 
not the interests 
of commerce at heart, as every Briton should have—stated that the blood- 
poisoning epidemic was directly traceable to the tins of preserved rabbit : 











and some other unreasonable person wrote to the papers to say that the 
Government ought to put a stop to the sale of the food. 

Then the statesmen met and decided that, although the epidemic was 
certainly to be deplored, it would nevertheless be a most serious step to 
interfere with the interests of commerce. However, they communicated 
quietly with Mr. Hommieside just to see whether he would object to 
any step being taken in the matter ; and Mr. Hommieside (who had by 
this time become a member of parliament) replied that he certainly had the 
ereatest objection, and must beg to put his foot down. You see, he had 
become so influential now by reason of the large way in which he was 
doing things: ‘‘if he had only been a dirty man with a little shop, the 
thing would have been otherwise,” said the statesmen. 

So the epidemic went on, until about one half the country was 
depopulated. Sir Holesale Hommieside was a member of the Ministry 
now ; and, as it was felt that something really ust be done in the 
matter of the epidemic, a Bill was brought forward which proposed to 
deal with the matter by purchasing (at a good premium) the rest of 
Sir Holesale’s stock, actual and prospective, and compensating Sir 
Holesale for disturbance with an annual pension and an earldom. 
There was a little opposition on the part of one or two members who 
had not the interests of commerce at heart, but the Bill passed easily. 

After this it was at first suggested that the tinned rabbit should be 
destroyed ; but, an army contractor having offered a small price for it, it 
was disposed of to him, and came in handily, as a British army was 
just about to proceed abroad, and the contractor resold it to the depart- 
ment for a little over seven times what he had paid forit. After this, 
somehow, an unaccountable epidemic of blood-poisoning raged in the 
army abroad. 

Then the public heard ot it (though, of course, the Government did 
not) and made a fuss. After that (about seven years) there was a public 
inquiry with closed doors, conducted by the army contractor and three 
officials who had made something over the contract ; and everybody con- 
cerned, except one small clerk who hadn’t been concerned, but was dis- 
missed, was exonerated without a stain on his character, 





— 





Mrs, PODMORE was very much shocked at hearing of the imprison- 
ment of so manyM.P.s, ‘‘ It all comes,” she says, “‘ of that Parliament 


being pro-rogued,” 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST=-WELL ON THE 
Boom, 
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‘* Now, MADAM, SUMMON UP YOUR DEAREST SPIRITS,’ — 
Love's Labour’ s Lost, Act ll. Scene \. 
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December. 


WHEN the sheep have dewy fleeces 

And cows look dark wwe Pony / 
And the dear girls’ long pelisses 
aaa mud upon the rim ; 

the grass at night grows rim 

The day is lost in tg " 
And the town is dark and grimy, 

I hate it—and my dog ! 


When the windows safe are shuttered, 
And lamps are all aglow, 

And my reveries are uttered 
To Rover down below. 

And the dear girls chatter, chatter, 
Like crickets round the log, 

It is quite another matter, 
I love it—and my dog ! 








The Man o the Right Stamp. | 


ACCORDING to a contemporary, the 
trade in forged stamps is practically 
stopped, thanks to the untiring energies 
of Mr. J. W. Palmer, of 281 Strand, 
who, it appears, has made it so warm 
for the forgers that they now find that 
honesty is the best policy, since none 
other isany use. This upsets the saying 
that you cannot make people honest by 
Act of Parliament, as honesty in this 
stamp business has been brought about 
by Palmer’s (Stamp) Act. 


It is said that a number of American 
ladies, who are tired of excitement and 
frivolity, have gone in for Buddhism, 
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because the religion affords them sweet, 
calm repose. This is a polite way of 
recording the fact that, owing to their 
generally battered condition, these 
daughters of Eve have been obliged to 
become ‘‘ totes.” 


IN THE NAME OF PRUDENCE! 
Her Hopeful Brother.—“‘My Dgar GIRL, WHEN A YOUNG FELLOW HAS BRAINS IN HIS 
HEAD, AND ALL THAT SORT OF THING, HE MUST DO SOMETHING WITH HIS TIME,” 
His un- Hopeful Sister.—‘* Yas, DEAR; BOT NEED HE QUITE—KILL IT?” 








SAVED BY PASTILLES. 


Horw, harp, concertina, hurdy-gurdy, tin-whistle, and drum sounded 
through Maltswig Castle. It was the second anniversary of the marriage 
between the Lady Gertrude de Rougepot and the Baron Peter de 
Winckelmann. 

Not the feasts of a Lucullus, an Apicius, a Caligula, or a Clodius 
‘Esopus, could exceed the multitudinous dainties of the highly superior 
banquet given on this occasion. Here, in golden-plated platters and 
dishes of German silver, were tinned meats from Australia, bloaters 
from Yarmouth, sausages from Walworth, whelks from Southend, po- 
tatoes from Ireland, onions from Spain, fried fish from Soho, and other 
dainties too numerous to mention, | ‘4 ale of the most delicate and 
mellifiuous flavour, conveyed to the bany-.> hall from the ‘* Green Man 
and Bucket,’”’ was poured forth in profusion. 

All was mirth, music, feasting, and splendour till the turret-clock 
clanged forth the first stroke of twelve p.m. ; 

As the twelfth chime rang out, a figure unearthly, sheathed in black 
armour, glided into the banquet-hall. ‘* Odd drabbit!” z¢ exclaimed 
in a hollow voice; “* that wretched old Wardour Street clock is twenty 
minutes slow at least, and I’ve been kept waiting in the cold all that 
time ; for, as everybody knows, it is highly unprofessional conduct on 
the part of a ghost to enter a castle until the very last stroke of its clock 
proclaims the witching hour. I guess I'll take a glass of rum hot, one 
slice of lemon, two lumps of sugar, and a little grated dynamite !”” 

‘* S’death ! what the dickens do you want here, ghosty?” inquired the 
Baron. 

‘‘Ha, ha!” chuckled the grim visitor; ‘‘the fact is, I was engaged 
to Gerty before you were married to her, There was a sort of vow be- 
tween us, the details of which I do not think we need enter into ; but, 
as a mere matter of detail, I've now popped in to claim her.” , 

‘‘What ho! Slyskin, my merry marker,” roared the Baron, “ knit 
young ghosty up to the stanchions of the billiard-room window. // 
shall dance the can-can for the last time this morning.” 

‘* Please, sir, I won’t do it again,” whimpered the ghost. ‘‘ And 
really, when you come to reflect, sir, it’s very unusual to treat a 
reasonable spectre in such a draconic manner. You absolutely ought 
not to go beyond administering a rebuff, such as, ‘Get thee gone to 
thy cloven-hoofed master. Avaunt!’” 


‘*S’blood ! string #¢ up,” bawled the Baron, 

Cut to the core at this terrible order, Lady Gertrude cried, ‘It is 
only the ghost of poor Rowley de Gammon, who died of jaundice in 
Palestine. Have mercy, Peter!” And, sinking at her husband's feet, 
she bathed them with saltpetre tears. 

‘*Qdds bodikins! I shall catch my death ‘of cold, and get a sore 
throat into the bargain. My socks are becoming unpleasantly damp,” 
growled the Baron. 

** Never!” sobbed Gertrude. ‘‘ It’s salt water, don’t you know ?” 

‘“‘Ha! ha! Demme!” ejaculated the Baron. ‘‘ That notion’s ex- 
ploded, Gerty. Who are you getting at? The ghosty must stretch the 
rope. Slyskin, work s off promptly, or I'll stave in your pate.” 

The billiard-marker executed the skeleton in a manner that would 


have caused Berry to gnash his teeth with envy. 
. . * . e * 

‘*Gerty,” growled the Baron in a hoarse voice, as he sat down to 
breakfast at 10.15 am. ‘‘Gerty, it was very unkind of you to have 
wept so lavishly. I told you what the result would be. I've caught a 
terrible cold, and my throat is abominably sore. I’faith! I 1 re- 
move your head after I have partaken of a kipper or two, Just run 
upstairs and tell Mawgrim, the armourer, to give you my trustiest blade, 
and be kind enough to bring it down to me.’ 

‘‘Psha! Don’t be so testy, Peter,” exclaimed a Gertrude. 
** Give me just one chance ; I'll soon put your throat all right. Here is 
a box of ‘Soden Mineral Pastilles.’ Sir Mackrell Morenzie states that 
they are extremely valuable in obstinate catarrhal affections of the throat, 
while other learned physicians assert that they are useful in cases of 
consumption, and gently touch up the torpid livers of dons vivants, This 


is a fact!” : 
the case,” replied the Baron, ‘‘I will not operate on 


** Such bei 
your throat to-day. Hand over the little red box ; or, by my halidome! 


_ —— 

Baron Peter de Winckelmann carefully and impartially. tested the 
lozenges ; and next day not only forgave his spouse, but insisted on 
buying her a fur-trimmed sacgue and a new bonnet. 
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“Ler ous nor Burst in IGNorance,”—Can the ‘‘ cup that cheers, 
but not inebriates,” be brewed from Mo-(a)-ning tea? 
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“FALLACY SOMEWHERE!” 





Young Author.—‘ ila, my boy, the stage will never be worth a cent. 
as long as these upstart actors and actresses are not kept in their proper 
places, What right have they to be considered in the construction of a 
play? All they should be allowed to do is to take the author's concep- 


Fair Thespienne,—‘' My dear boy, it’s the business of an author to 
study the performers in every way, and give them parts into which they 
can introduce all their best touches and bits of business, and show to 
advantage generally—not to get botheriog with their own fads and 
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tion and carry it out.” 


notions,” 








SITTING in my chambers thinking, 
Sitting in my easy chair, | 
Underneath me J ones is diinking, 
For he has a pirty there ; 
I am old and sad and single, | 
And (it seems as though to teas<) 
Jones’s choruses w// mingle 
With my qaiet reveries, 
To the past my thoughts are turning, 
As I'm cosily inclined, 
Soft my reading-lamp is burning, 
Curtains drawn exclude the wind ; 
Boyhood's hour, with feelings tendce 
(And the village), I recall, 
Slippered feet upon the fender, 
Dancing shaduw on the wall—— 
“\ Oh, they're all very fine and large, 
And some are fat and prime, 
Lf you think that you can beat them 
"Twill take you all your time. 
They're the widest in creation 
We make no extra charee, 
Now, who'll go in for a doz:n or so, 
They're all very fine and large,” 
Ill-according with my mental 
Attitude that chorus comes! 
I was thinking of a gentle 
Maid I courted neath the plums ; 
Pretty, laughing, blue-eyed Mary, 
Whom | kissed and called my own, 
Had we only been more wary 





REFLEOCTIONS—AND INTERRUPTIONS. 


Your papa had never known—— 


*€ Oh, what a surprise! 
Two lovely black eyes! 
Only for telling papa you were mine, 
Two lovely black eyes ea 
Pish ! what nuisances are neighbours 
With a taste for singing songs ! 
( Here he on the floor belabours 
With the poker and the tongs ) 
Iiowscever transcendental 
Be a party’s mental poise, 
How can one be sentimental 
While they're making such a noise ? 


Softly ! let’s get back to Mary ! 
Sad and mad I was to think 
When your pa—the brute !—how dare he? 
For a while I took to drink. 
Drink ! to drown my raging sorrow— 
Hark! again that Jones's row! 
Drink! and thought not of the morrow— 
What is that they re singing now ? 
** J stand at your threshold sighing 
As the closing hour creeps nigh, 
With thirst Lam slowly dying 
1 never have felt so dry. 
The chucker o'er my being 
Has 5 hed y/  @ ul tle spell, 
And alas! there was no fleeing 
From the arms that he wields so well! 
Lhough broke, lL intend no cheating, 


And 1 always meet my score— 
One-six! ere for home retreating 
Ln mercy [implore ! 
Though at daylightacrown I might borrow 
And soon could get thoroughly tight ; 
Oh! why should [wait till to-morrow ? 
L’ve such a good start to-night ! 


** Oh, tell me why, tf you intended 
To leave me thus forlorn, 
The drinks weren't artfully blended 
Zo last me until morn? 
Why, why did you coldly observe me 
Applying for whisky in vain ? 
Oh, say but the word that you'll serve me, 
And bid them to ope again. 
Though broke Lintend no sheating, 
LT alwaysh meet my sheore. 
One shix! ere f’r rome retreating 
Ln mershy Limplore! 
Though at daylightacrown I might borrow, 
An’ shoon cou ge thoroughly tight, 
Oh! why sh’d [war till ? morrow ? 
L’ve sush a goo star’ to night!” 


This is really most confusing, 
How can [ enjoy the past ? 

Off with sentimental musing— 
Ah! they’re going home at last. 

They’ve enjoyed it all immensely, 
Anyone can clearly tell; 

I have been annoyed intensely— 
There! I’m off to bed as wel’, 
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A Little Leicester-mate. 


Tue town of Leicester—where they have leicester do with vaccination 
than in more enlightened centres—is ina state of alarm owing toa serious 
outbreak of small pox, five persons in one family being infected. ‘‘ The 
vrigin of the outbreak is unknown,” 5 the | 
the children has been working in Warwickshire, and going backwards 
and forwards.” Going backwards and forwards is, no doubt, a vacillat- 
ing proceeding, though scarcely, one could have thought, a dangerous 
one. Vacillation in this case, however, appears to be infectious, and 
should be immediately supplanted by vaccination, when Leicester would 
find the disease not so likely to mo-leicester, 


Wet AND Fing.—A tobacco manufacturer has been fined twenty 
pounds for having for sale on his premises tobacco which contained 
more moisture than is permitted by Act of Parliament. Good business ! 
We don’t smoke water-pipes. 





says the report, ** but the father of | 


Not the Ferry Man for the Place. 

IN his proposed candidature for the vacant Presidentship, the current 
of popular opinion ran strongly against M. Ferry. The song of the 
Boulevards, ‘‘ We must put Ferry in the water,” was an unmistakable 
sign of the rising tide. Putting him in the water, however, seems to 
our insular notions rather an in-Seine method of crossing the Ferry. 





A KAFFIR annexed some uncut diamonds recently, and was tracked 
down by the police. Just as the authorities were about to pounce on 
the nigger, he raised his gun and fired at one of his own oxen, The 
officials sought in vain for the valuable stones, and failing to get one 
self-convicting word out of the son of Ham, they left him alone in his 
glory. When the police had departed the wily nigger carefully extracted 
the stolen diamonds from the carcass of the animal he had shot, for the 
rough gems had served as pellets to slaughter the gentle ox. No Yankee 
has ever perpetrated a smarter sell than this wmsophisticated savage. 
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The Union Waits, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
CONSTANT singing, 
Constant bringing 
Matters to your notice that you’ve heard times 
over ; 
Constant playing, 
Constant braying 
From Land’s End unto John o’ Groats, and 
Belfast unto Dover ! 


So much chatter, 

So much clatter 

All about a difficulty (more’s the pity !) 

So much lameness, 

So much sameness, 

That fervently we wish they’d substitute another 
ditty. 


Such a bawling 
Caterwauling, 
Such a grand occasion, which they can improve 
on ; 
Such a droning, 
Such a moaning, | 
That Erin would be thankful if the waiis would | 
kindly move on. 


What a twangling, | 
What a wrangling, | 
What a lot of melancholy masquerading ! 
Will they ever, 
Will they never 
Begin to see that very few enjoy their seren- 
ading? j 





** WHENEVER I hear people a-complainin’ | 
that they’ve suffered for weeks from bad colds, | 
[ puts ‘em down as hidjuts, sir,” chuckled | 
Alderman Gobble. ‘‘I olds with the hold | 
advice, ‘ Stuff a cold,’ and I hacts upon it, and 
finds as ’ow it hanswers. I’ve gota slight touch 
of fluentzas now. Here, Jeames, git me an- 
other plate o’ turtle, and see as there’s plenty 
of green fat hin it, and bring some more cold 
punch. That’s the only co/d I believes in as is 
lasting.” [A permanent cold next morning. | 
Verdtct,** Apoplexy.”’ Funeral expenses, £250!] | 





Swell,—* WHAT ! 





Attendant (as might be expected in a Burlesque House).—*‘ NO, StR, WR HOLD THAT 
FEES ARE NOT F8&S-IBLE,” 
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PRO-GRAMM(E)-AR. 
Scenge—TZhe Vestibule of the Vivacity Theatre, 
No FEEs FOR PROGRAMMES HERE!” 


[Gets a sly sixpence for her ready wit, 
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NEW LEAVES. 


THE good taste and elegance displayed in the Christmas Number of 
The Ladies’ Pictorial well befit its purpose, Its preparation has been a 
task most worthily executed, and amongst the many artistic attractions 
we observe the talented designs of Mr. Maurice Greiffenhagen and Mr. 
Bernard Partridge; the scanty finish in whose work, by-the-way, 
scarcely does justice to their superior abilities. The coloured pictures 
are very good.—The Christmas Number of Zhe English Lilustrated 
Magazine is ample in its proportions. While confessing our preference 
for Messrs, Thomson and Railton’s works over the other—perhaps 
equally interesting, but less fascinating—illustrations, we except the 
portrait of Rembrandt, and the ‘‘ Study of a Head,” by Sir Frederick 
Leighton, both exquisitely engraved.—There are excellent Christmas 
Numbers issued also with Zhe Boys’ Own Paper and The Girls' Own 


Art portion of the Christmas Number of Scribner's Magazine to puzzle 
people into a state of wonderment as to whether it is all equally good, 
or even as good as it looks, Yet ’tis good enough to make them desire 
no better. The same may be said of the literature. —The December 
number of Longmans is not a Christmas number, but it is a very good 
one nevertheless. 

Christmas Cards keep coming in; those from Misch and Stock are 
fairly up to the average, but we ‘‘ Misch” the superior samples hitherto 
received from their ‘* Stock.” —There is a marked speciality about those 
from Mr, Harding, being mainly devoted to sporting subjects ; but there 
are also some singularly fanciful scenes designed by Ernest Griset, and 
many delicately pencilled groups of flowers by other artists. —Those 
from Wirths Brothers are ‘* wirth” equal praise with any others, 

Tom Smith’s Crackers are always the “crack” crackers of the year. 
They are novel and natty, the real ‘* bang-up ” things for fun and frolic, 
Ever welcome, ever new, having the ‘‘ pull” the whole year through. 

‘*Rimmel’s Almanac” for 1888, ‘‘The Seasons,” is as pretty, as 
pleasing, and as sweet-scented as any of its predecessors. It will be 
acceptable as ever ; so will Mr. Rimmel’s other special preparations for 
suitable and seasonable presents, 





Paper, well deserving of special observation.—There is sufficient in the | 





Diaries. —The numerous and compendious diaries prepared by Charles 
Letts and Co, are suitable for ‘‘all sorts and conditions of men”— 
nobility, gentry, clergy, authors, artists, tradesmen, travellers, or tramps ; 
also for mothers, maidens, housekeepers, or helps, 

Now is the season for young folks to avail themselves of the useful 
little book written by Alice Mariott, and published by Hamilton Adams 
and Co., called ‘* Dancing as an Art,” with remarks on physical educa- 
tion, &c. With so competent a lady for their guide, and with practice, 


they may become perfect. 








Bonnets in the Stalls. 


Now that all our theatres are open, and the winter season, in things 
theatrical, in full bloom, when we have at least a dozen matinées every 
week, we would again call the attention of our lady readers, which, of 
course, means every lady in the world, to the inconvenience caused by 
their persistently wearing the high hats at present in fashion, with all 
their excessive trimmings of feathers and ribbons, to the entire exclusion 
of all view of the stage or the actors upon it, by the unfortunate in- 
dividual who happens to be seated behind one of those towers of 

illinery skill, 
mie oe perfectly aware of the gigantic sacrifice we ask our fair friends 
to make in this cause, being fully cognizant how dear to every woman's 
heart is that ‘‘duck of a bonnet,” and, not — to be in any sense 
severe in our request, we wonld suggest whether it is not within the 
limits of possibility for some Madame Louise to invent a dainty little 
head dress—‘‘ The Aatinée Konnet,” for instance—that might be worn 
in any part of the house where bonnets are permissible, without causing 
this obstruction to all enjoyment, and, we must confess, irritating 
annoyance, the present fashion of ladies’ head dress is certain to occasion ; 
or would it be possible for the managers of our theatres to insist upon 
all ladies leaving their bonnets in their cloak-room? 





Tue BuRNING QugsTION OF THE Hour.—The price of coals, 
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Brisk Young Wife.—‘‘ Now THEN, LEONARD, HURRY UP! 
THERE ALL NIGHT, GAPING LIKE AN IDIOT?” 

Sorely-tried Husband.—‘*' No, MY DARLING, CERTAINLY NOT. 
THE SERVANTS. 













AN ATTEMPT TO TRAIN HER. 
HERke#’s A VACANT FIRST-CLASS CARRIAGE, 


You GET IN WITH YOUR MA, 
It’s CHEAPER ; AND—ER—I REALLY REQUIRE A FEW HOURS’ REPOSE,” 
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ARE YOU GOING TO STAND 


I INTEND GOING THIRD-CLASS WITH 
[Hubbub Riot. 








Oor ‘‘ Only General” took the chair last Thursday at Willis’s Rooms, 
when Frederic Villiers, the war artist of the Graphic, lectured, and 
lectured well, and brightly, and dramatically. 
officers have a knack of sniggering at special correspondents as if they 
never smelt powder. Such is not the case with Villiers, who has 
been made to sneeze and choke with powder at Plevna, in Afghan, in 
the desert, and in the death-dealing ‘“‘little square” by Metemneh, 
And Villiers has, in times of peace, banqueted with the two Czars, as 
he has hobnobbed with wild Maories, It is worth hearing a man lec- 
ture who has had such a knocking about, and can tell his story so well. 
Fon wishes Frederic Villiers all kinds of good luck, fora man deserves 
it who has so often carried his life in his hand with his pen and pencil, 





Tue Eve or Revo.utTion.—Louise Michel, 


Some of our gallant | 





Fust Out. Price One Shilling. Post-free, 1s. 2d, 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1888. 


Containing Contributions by the best living Authors and Artists of the day. 


Fust Out. Price One Shilling. FPost-free, 1s. 2d, 


JOCKEY CLUB STORIES. 


By FRANK BARRETT. 





Now Ready. Price Twopence. 


HUN ALMANAC for 1888. 


CRAMMED FuLt or Humorous DRAWINGS. 


“FUN” OFFICE, 158 FLEET STREET, EC. 
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UNCORROBORATIONS OF CUNVENTIONAL HUMOURISTS 
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No. 10.—Some QUITE ORDINARY CHRISIMAS SIGHTS, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THe CRITERION.—I don’t know that a more pleasantly enjoyable 
play is before the great and good London public at the present moment 














Tue Paice or WALEs's (matinée).—"‘ Hanv-rast !" 


than ‘* Z7ie” Zwo Roses—as they now call it, with something of 
** ordinary ” intelligence—and which has just succeeded 7he Circassian 
at this house. Digby Grant, as represented by Mr. Farren, naturally 
disturbs tradition ; and times have so far changed that we can say right 
out now what, even seventeen years ago, we felt in our hearts, and not 
at the bottom, either, to wit—that Jack and Lottie are an ultra-senti- 
mental pair, who talk a good deal of metaphorical and other nonsense, 
although it does not, A noe] follow that they outrage nature thereby. 
But the thing, in addition to the real humour of its dialogue, is full of 
** character,” firmly and skilfully depicted, from the grim, bitter satire 
of Digby Grant—though the grimness and bitterness are both somewhat 
extracted here—and the vulgar kindliness of Our Mr. Jenkins, to the 
thoughtless sweetness of Lottie and the self-reliant tenderness and 
strength of Ida, 


In parts such as Our Mr. Jenkins it is a truism to say Mr. James is 
quite at home ; but I don’t know that any more can be said—he beams 
and glows with unctuous kindliness, and says his ‘‘ good things” with a 
gloriously genial and glib self-complacency, and all you have to do is 
to laugh and admire—which you do accordingly. This part, and that 
of the two girls, are as well played as one could wish for, The delight- 
ful unconventionality and freedom which characterises all Miss Fanny 
Hughes does, stands her in good stead here, and I think I prefer her 
Lottie to any I’ve seen ; and ;Miss 'Millett’s Ida enjoys a like enviable 
distinction, 


THERE is no fault to be found either with Mr. Giddens or Mr. Sidney 
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Most Piracas.—Lapy PANTomima—“ HERE We ARE AGAIN!” 


Brough, as Caleb and Jack respectively—the one has made, and the 
other is rapidly making, a reputation which will stand worse shocks 
than these. Digby Grant, as pres:nted by Mr, Farren, is far more enjoyable 








and amusing than of yore, if not quite so lively. And Mrs. Phelps plays 
Our Mrs. Jenkins pretty much as it ought to be played, and with plenty 
of effect. 


Tue Nove_ty.—Miss Helen Cooper-Carr —an actress of some 
American experience—gave a ‘‘ special matinée” here on the 14th inst., 
when she presented ‘‘an original emotional drama,” by Messrs. Lyster 
and Heriot, called Sidonie (and produced by Mr. William Sidonie of 
the Adelphi, by-the-way, if he’ll allow me to call him so). I was un- 
festananile not able to be present, however, as was the case on the fol- 


lowing“afternoon, when at 


Terry's was produced 7he Wave of War, a romantic play by Messrs. 
F. Chesterley and Hamilton Piffard, although, of course, I should have 
Piffard to attend. 


Nops AND WinKs.—Mr. J. L. Toole has returned to his own again, 
and his audiences are awaking the echoes of King William Street with 
Homeric smiles. Both 7he Butler and the cook (Miss Kate Phillips) 
have returned to their places, and look pretty well after their holida 
though not many of us will envy Miss Phillips Aer ‘‘little holiday,” 


perhaps. 


Mr. RICHARD Henry is busy with a new piece for Miss Jennie Lee, 
otherwise *‘ Jo””—and it is Jennie Lee admitted that it zs time the lady 
gave us something new.—Mr. Buchanan’s Partners, to be produced at 
the Haymarket, will introduce little Miss Minnie Terry (or, as some 
dastards will say, Miss Minute Terry or Minaturey !) to the public for 
the first time. The portents are by no means Minnie-Terry—I mean, 
minatory ! Oh, dear! oh, dear! now the young lady will see what her 
































— — 


VAUDEVILLE (*atinée).— ‘ Mv ‘ Bov'”’! 


new career lays her open to.—Hans the Boatman, with Mr, C. Arnold 
in the chief part and Miss Helen Layton added to the cast, will be the 
Christmas matinée pabulum at Terry’s.—Dorothy has had a new dress 
for her first act. The designs are said to be taken from **Old Plates,” 
but it doesn’t follow that there is anything of a Minton, Crown Derby, 
or even a Willow-pattern character about them.— Dandy Dick Turpin, 
Mr. Geoffrey Thorne’s piece, with Miss Thompson as Dick, will be 
produced at the Strand some day. Well, we shall all be glad to see 
the lady on the boards again at any price.—Mr,. Geo. Wood retires 
from the management of the Avenue at Christmas, when the manage- 
ment will be carried on by Mr, H. Watkin, assisted by Mr. R. D’Albert- 
son.—Handfast, a new play, by Mr. A. Hamilton, was played at the 
Prince of Wales’s, the other afternoon.—On Thursday afternoon, 
in next week, a version of Miss Braddon’s Willard’s Weird, by 
Mr. H. Lobb, will be played, with Miss Janet Achurch in the cast.— 
My Loy will appear at the Vaudeville on the 5th of next month.— 


Up once more comes the pantomime Fairy, smiling, stronger than 
ever, too, I think, and if you have a favourite story, choose your own, 
for here follows a London list :—Puss im Boots will be found at Drury 
Lane; Yack and the Beanstalk, at Covent Garden; King Hal, at 
Sadler’s Wells; ack, the Giant Killer, at the Standard and the 
Elephant and Castle; Whittington and his Cat, at the Grand ; Rodin- 
som Crusoe, at the Pavilion; Zhe Frog, he would a-wooing go, at the 
Marylebone ; Sindad, at the Surrey ; Aing 7rickee at the Britannia ; and 
another Robinson Crusoe at the Crystal Palace. That’s as much as I 
know up to now. NESTOR. 





—— 





PUNCTUALITY may be the soul of business, but it would have been 
bad business for France if Auberton hadin’t “* missed the Ferry.” 
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Mr. Blowker ( Butler ).—** SIRLOIN OF Barer, SiR.” 


COOK TO CARVE IT.” 





SIRLOIN A LA MODE ANGLAIS. 
Head of Family (and Table).—** WHAT JOINT IS THIS YOU HAVE SET BEFORE ME, BLOWKER? ’ 


Head of Family, &c.—**OH! WELL, REALLY—AS, UNFORTUNATELY, YOUR MISTRESS IS LAID UP, I THINK I MUST GET YOU OR 


Portly French Guest.—*‘ AH !—LIKE TO YOUR GOOD OLD ENGLISH CUSTOM? AND VEN YOU SHALL HIM CUT INTO LEETLE PIECES, 
YOU SHALL HAVE HIM SERVED ON—ON—VAT YOU CALL LEETLE SKEWERS—EH?” 











A CHRISTMAS HAMPER. 


HE was a stern but just father. Asa wholesale and retail sausage 
manufacturer he did honestly, and did well. 
**T can look the whole world in the face,’ he said, ‘‘ for I owes not 
any man.” His daughter Eliza wasa pretty girl. She could sing ‘* Do not 
forget me,”’and ‘‘ Queen of my heart to-night.” Her smile was pleasant and 
girlish. She was moderate in her dress improvers and her temper. She 
was a good girl, She loved, but beneath her. He was still in business. 
And the retired from the provision line mix not with the unretired of the 
provision line. There is an impassable gulf between them. 
** Young man,” said Mr. Parkins, ‘* don’t lift your eyes too ‘igh. 
When you're retired p’r’aps you may walk out with Eliza, but not be- 
fore. I didn’t devote my life to the study of them sassingers, let alone 
polonnies, as I made my money by, to have my daughter marry beneath 
the sphere as I’ve ris to.” 
** But,” said Mr. Edward Jones, *‘I love your daughter, and I have 
got the pieces; and what more do you want?” 
“I don’t want to play the Romin’ parent, as the feller said in the 
mellerdramy at the Surrey ; but you adjourn, young man, from this ’ouse. 
Go forth, I say, and take a retired-from-bizness father’s cuss with you.” 
The young man left the palatial dwelling ere the boot of the haughty 
father soiled the tails of his cutaway. 

** Eliza,” he said to the object of his love when next they met, ‘‘ by 
yon fair moon thou shalt yet be mine, altho’ I am not retired,” 
** But papa will never let you come to the house; and he'll never 
let me get out without being watched. But,” she continued, ‘‘ if ever 
you can get into our house I will be yours.” 
** You swear that,” said Edward ; ‘‘then you shall yet be mine.” 
Christmas came round. It was merry Christmastime, and Mr. Parkins 
expected several hampers. 
“* Eliza,” he said to his daughter, ‘‘we shall enjoy our Christmas. 
It’s a poor heart what never rejoices: And how many a retired pork- 











butcher could say his conscience was easy about the sassingers he made 
in days gone by?” 

On Christmas Eve Mr. Parkins was taken ill. He retired early, and 
said, ** If any hampers come, take them into the kitchen.”’ 

He had been in bed two hours. The waits came. The butcher brought 
the beef. The moon shone in the chill air, 

Then a hamper came—a very big hamper. In the kitchen were Eliza 
and the maid-of-all-work, Emma, The hamper was brought in. Then 
all was silence. Then a mysterious voice was heard— 

‘*Eliza.” It came from the hamper, Eliza screamed, but only 
slightly. There was something familiar in the voice. 

**Scream not,” the voice continued; ‘‘ squeak not, faithful Eliza. 
Iam here. It is Edward, who has resorted to subterfuge, and come for 
you.” The hamper-lid was raised. “I claim you as mine, according 
to your promise. Fly with me; I have the marriage licence. My 
respectable sister, in the greengrocery way, is in a growler at the corner 
of the street. She knows my intentions are honourable, and will pro- 
tect you till you go with me to the sacred edifice,”’ fled, 

The next morning came, The father rose from his bed. He missed 
his daughter. He would have Missised her instead had he known she 
was married, He cursed the young couple. 

‘* May the sand in his sugar never grow less. May the tinned meats 
in his shop ferment.” But as he spoke these awful words, his eye 
lighted on a small robin that had on the window-sill, 
sweet bird reminded him of his Idays, when he used to catch 
sparrows and make them into puddings, He burst into tears, 

‘*I forgive them,” he said, Then, after putting on his best coat, he 
went out and bought half-a-hundred of the largest turkeys that could be 
had for money, and gave them right and left to the unemployed. Then 
he called on his new son-in-law. There was forgiveness, and joy, and 
mirth. And the church bells rang, and the frozen water-pipes burst in 
the kitchen. All was Christmas happiness. 
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wholly lost the likeness.” 


{At Woolwich recently a lady was sued for pa r : 
quirement of customers to look their best. Defendant said ‘‘ sie did not wish to be flattered and tittivated up; in trying ] ; 
. As she did not give any specific orders 


He was a most unreasonable customer. ‘‘ But it isn’t like ze,” he grumbled. 





'* But it has faded clean out in two hours, 





THE CUSTOM OF THE TRADE AGAIN. 


rtraits. The photographer admitted that the portraits had been ‘‘ touched up” to meet a common re- 


ent for 
make her look younger they had almost 


The judge said the photographer certainly made the lady look younger than she appeared to 


to make her appear just as she was (| !!) he considered that they were reasonable likenesses, and ordered payment of amount sued for.—Newsfajers.} 








“ You didn’t state in a stamped document that you wanted it like you,” replied the 


patient artist. ‘So we younged you vpa bit It’s the custom of the trace.” 
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" murmured the customer. The photographer kept his temper, and replied, ‘‘ You did not specifically declare on parchment 
that you wanted a photograph that would last. It’s the custom of the trade.” 
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PEACE AND GOODWILL; OR, THE SEASON OF RECONCILIATION. 
WE anticipate that the Festive Season will bring with it a reconciliation between 


























A certain Theatrical Star and her Hubby. 
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The Prime Minister and the Irish Leader. 





The G.O.M. and the Primrose Dames. 


The Chief Commissioner of Police and 
the ‘‘ Hero of Trafalgar Square.” 








THAT the world a-jesting goes 
About Christmas time, 
It is common to suppose 
In our cloudy clime ; 
And ’tis generally thought 
That to laughter we are brought— 
Or, that if we’re not, we ought— 
About Christmas time. 


Special pleasures are in store 
About Christmas time ; 

You have heard of them before 
Both in prose and rhyme, 
And no doubt have tried them too, 
Though for once, perhaps, e’en you 
Failed to see the rosy hue 

About Christmas time. 


We've a notion of good cheer 
About Christmas time ; 
But we know amidst us here 
There is want and crime ; 
And deep sorrow may be met, 
Besides many a little fret 
Which we rather would forget 
About Christmas time. 


Dressing for his Part. 
(Skz CARTOON.) 


Maids may wish that they were wives 
About Christmas time, 
As they fancy married lives 
Must be quite sublime ; 
And the man in prison, he 
Thinks he’d find himself set free 
If things were as they should be 
About Christmas time. 


There are worries great and small 
About Christmas time, 

And could we but cheat them all 
’Twould indeed be prime ; 

But although we canrot, why 

We at any rate may try 

To knock some of them awry 
About Christmas time. 


Let's look merry if we can 
About Christmas time, 

’Tis a reasonable plan 
When the glad bells chime ; 

And let each one do his best 

To replenish all the rest 

With the joy that’s in request 
About Christmas time. 





on the inspired Continental Organs, 





‘‘Tue Peace OF Europe” is, just now, the favourite piece played 


Our Modesty. 
SHOWING HOW IT CAUSES US TO STAND IN OUR OWN LIGHT. 


Ir Hoop’s is an ANNUAL teeming with wit, 
And full of stupendous jokes 
(And that is the general verdict as it 
From critical chaps evokes), 
If story and verse are Al, and the ink 
And printing are recherché— 
(Whatever we happen to go for to think) 
Lt isn’t for us to say. 


If every mortal acquaintance of FuNn’s 
Declares that he’s bound to crack 

His sides as he shrieks at the jokes and the puns 
Displayed in our ALMANAC, 

And tells us the banquet there placed upon view 
Is making creation gay— 

(Although we’re aware that it’s thoroughly true) 
Lt isn't for us to say. 





She was that Innocent! 


Miss Forsyght.—‘' Do you think it’s guéfe the thing, dear, to wear a 
sprig of mistletoe—conspicuously placed in your front hair?” 
Miss Angenew.— Why, what would be the use of hiding it in my 


back hair, dear?” ° 





Sir Freperick LeiGHTON, in his address to the Royal Academy 
Schools, advocated an alliance of Art with Civic Life. FUN thinks 


| Civic Life is quite akin enough to artfulness, 
{ 
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AN Then off we went once more, and stopped once more: this time the 
on i he Cubans figure on the bed wore a cap of liberty and a good deal of dirt and bad 


{ | Ree ARY  de- language : over the mantelpiece was a picture of Trafalgar Square and a 








mand for ’em this Christ- | brickbat ; and the wry he ay the eh of a room, _ pone out 
ing one of the finest pieces osiery we 


£35 


mas—extraordinary! | over the adjoining roofs, 
Never sent out so many | ever beheld. 

before,” said our hosier. Into this the good saint proceeded to cram a vast bundle, so that the 
Busy wasn’t the word | stocking seemed nigh unto bursting. ih | ae 
with him; the honest ** Everybody else’s rights and property,” said Santa Claus. Off we} 
dewdrops dripped from | were again, over a fair river, and down upon a beautiful residence on its 
his brow as he attacked | bank. Asleep (but with one eye always wide open and on the look-out 
the bales of stockings in | fo, « trespass,” ‘‘ infringements of rights,” and so on) lay a comfortably 











his shop, and made up ortly riparian owner. is stocking was of considerable size, too, and 

and addressed parcels | into it Santa Claus slipped something ; but the something, although of 

containing one each. considerable bulk, did not nearly fill it. We asked what the something 
Z There was only one for might be. 

each customer ; but then ** The monopoly of earth, air, water, and sky for a thousand miles all 


each stocking was very | round his bit of land,” explained the saint; “the right to prevent any- 
large and capacious to | body fishing, or rowing, or walking, or flying, or speaking, or breath- 
make up for it. They ing anywhere in the same country. It is not a// he desires, but it was all 
varied in size, too; some | J] could manage to carry. Even if I filled his stocking to bursting, he 
being large enough to | wouldn’t be happy unless he could prevent anybody else’s stocking 
hold a hansom cab oF | being filled.” 





; __ (WO. And we went until our brain reeled with the’number of visits and the 
The whole affair spoke of a remarkable impetus to trade; and we | variety of the gifts. At last Santa Claus gave vent to a great sigh of 
congratulated our hosier. . " be . relief from long-sustained disgust. ‘* Now for the children, at last! 


It was growing dusk. Ina retired spot we came upon another busy | 77y are a little more reasonable and pleasant in their requirements ! ” 
packer—a very genial old gentleman in monastic attire. He was busy ! 

He did not look as merry as usual—for he was a dear old friend of Se SSS SS = —> 
ours, the kindest old boy alive. 

**Good morrow, Saint,” we said (fer he was none other than Santa 
Claus)—‘‘ extra work this year.” 

** Ah!” he said, dolefully, ** you’re right. And, what’s more, I don't 
quite relish my task this year, It’s all very well to be a common 
carrier when your task is to deliver all sorts of nice little things to nice 
little cherubs in pinnies and frills; but ¢4zs sort of thing is new to me, 
and I shall throw over the whole matter if there’s much more of it—and 
that’s the long and the short of it.” With this he drew our attention to 
the articles in band: and it certainly was a queer collection, and not 
altogether a pleasant one, It contained a dozen or two of heads—heads 
neatly chopped off as with a nice sharp axe—heads of public personages 
for the most part ; but beyond this it was of the most heterogeneous 
description, comprising articles which little toddlers do not generally 
crave for, 

** Bless your soul!” exclaimed Santa Claus, busy at the harnessing of 
his team of reindeer, ‘* these nasty ugly things aren’t for the little folk 
—that’s just what I grumble at; / don’t undertake to provide for grown- 
ups, and particularly for grown-ups who have a fancy for this sort of 
article. If it goes on any more, I shall——but there, I mustn’t let it 
ruffle me, or I shall be mixing up and muddling the things for the little 
ones which I have here, you see, in another sack to prevent their getting 
contaminated by the other ugly, disagreeable things. If you would like 
to know the destination of these new articles, just step in and have a 
ride over the roofs,” 

We did. It was a bit bumpy, considered as a ride ; but we were full 
of curiosity, and held on. It was toward the small hours of the morning. 
We pulled up suddenly at a bed-room over the United /reland office. 
On the walls were various pencil notes after the following nature : 
** Balfour's a pig.” ‘‘I won't put’emon!” ‘Yah! Here’s my tweed 
suit!” Teaslal on the wall were a pair of convict ones stamped with 
broad arrows, In the bed 
lay a sleeping and delicate 
form, muttering about be- 
ing *‘ herded with the vilest 
criminals.” Lastly, in the 
chimney-corner hung one 
of the great stockings 
we had seen being sent 
out. 

FF Santa Claus selected one 
@ of those terrible cut-off 
heads and popped it into 
the stocking. Wecaughta 
glimpse of the face, and, 
paralysed with horror, re- 
cognised the features of the 
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DID you ever know FUN to be missing 
Whene’er Father Christmas is due? 
When under-the-mistletoe kissing 
Is by young men and maidens gone through. 
Not much! Good old Fun ne’er is cheated 
Of what mirth may to mortals befall, 
So here on his pudding-throne seated, 
He drinks ‘‘A glad Christmas to all!” 

















Irish Secretary. Then in- He brings in his train sundry treasures 

to the open stocking went To fill all his readers with glee, 

another head. ‘‘ Belonged And you all may partake of his pleasures 

to the Governor of Tul- For the nominal charge of one ‘‘ dee.” 
lamore Jail,” explained Santa Claus: and on we bumped to another So you readers, so loving and loyal, 
sleeping form and the accompanying stocking ; anc into this was dropped May you ne’er be in sorrow’s dread thrall! 


the head of—ah, borror !— poor Sir Charles Warren. ‘‘ For Mr. Know- And meanwhile, in manner right royal 
ingham Blackham, M P.,” explained Santa Claus. Fun drinks ‘* Merry Christmas to all!” 
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GULCHER is always miserable when there is a mild December. 
weather, with a touch of ice and snow !” 


.A “QGQOOD OLD-FASHIONED CHRISTMAS.” 


**Give me,” he says, ““a 


And when he gets it, this is how he behaves. 


good old-fashioned Christmas ; plenty of brisk 
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‘‘ What's the good of getting up at all, this beastly 


co'd weather?” 


“Bath! NotI! Not if you fill it with 
boiling water !” 


** Chilblains! That's another treat with this brutal 


cold weather ! 
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‘* If you go out, it’s ten to one you break 
your leg on 
ments !” 


**Snow ! 
those confounded slippery pave- 


Looks pretty on the Christmas cards, but it don't 


when your feet are buried in it, anc blackguard little boys are 


throwing it at you!" 


“‘No! For goodness sake let's have a mild Christ- 
mas! What's the good of living at all if you have to 
keep in all day by the fireside, taking hot grog and ~ 
cayenne pepper?” 








An American millionaire has a curious crank, Being firmly im- 


La Oréme de la Créme-r. 


Our girls and our boys 
Now need many toys 
To have holiday joys 
With Pa Christmas, the beamer— 
And this being so, 
All good parents go 
To the wonderful show, 


Where the cream’s shown by Cremer. 
So lest all your offspring should screamers become, 
Rush off to this (s)Cremer, the children’s best chum. 





caused needless alarm. 


Lucky for Some that Justice is Blind! 
(‘The assistant judge, having regard to the 
sentenced him to eight months’ imprisonment, wit 
How sweet a thing 
A character that’s good ! 
How often it has saved the knave 
Who in the dock has stood. 
But yet, when of *‘ good character’ men shout, 
They only say, “‘ 


og ve phe previous good character, 
hard labour,” )—Sessions Report. 


it is to have 


e’ve never found him out !”’ 





Troops of Friends. 


THE concentration of the Russian troops on the Austrian frontier has 


The peaceful Czar is only preparing, like the 


rest of us, for a festive Christmas—only getting ready to pitch into 








pressed with the notion that a fish diet is the best brain food, he lives 
solely on buttered crabs. Sometimes he has nightmare, yet he says the 
sensations are simply delightful. He tried to rear his offspring on 
lobsters and dried sprats, but they all took to their heels, and are 
supposed to have floundered into a region where fishy characters are 
not admitted, and where phosphorus is unknown as a motive power. 





Tue Christmas number of 7%e Sat, written in smart satirical and 
topical verse (which it is an open secret is the work of Mr. Augustus M. 
Moore), and illustrated with a large number of cleverly executed portraits 
of **celebrities ” of all sorts, is am excellent publication, full of interest 
and amusement. 





Turkey, that’s all, 





| transports.” 


Volunteer-y Oontributions, 
ALTHOUGH an immense reception was given to Lord pers. by‘the 
City of London Regiment, on the occasion of their annual prize di 
tion, he was too good a soldier to advise them to ‘‘ moderate their 











stribu- 


A mopkL farmer has been awarded a prize because during way ore 
years of farming moody has ever heard him use a swear-word. i 

bours don’t quite understand why the 
sardonic chuckies whenever the rewar 


eigh- 


ood old man’s wife gives way to 
F of virtue is mentioned, 
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HE THOUGHT HE’D SURPRISE HER—AND HE DID! 
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Ah! Yes. Capitalidea! A nice silk scarf 
will be a very acceptable Christmas present to 


Yes, that’s neat enough. 
send Nellie. 


I've disguised the handwriting, so won't the dear 


I'll take that one. girl be surprised ! 
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(They mect on Christmas morning). ‘‘Oh. Percy, 
dear, I had a present sent me ofa silk scarf! But such 
a horrible thing. The fellow who sent it must be a fearful snob!” 





Oh! And yet his Christmas was not a happy one. 








Female Friendly Societies. 


(The Chief Registrar of Friendly Societies records that there are several orders of 
“* Loyal United Sisters” (L.U.S.), also of ‘* Loyal Order of Ancient Shepherdesses” 
fF 0.A.S.), also a body called ‘*The Honourable Order of the Peaceful Dove” 
Ree Aes 


Tis with pleasure we find 
There are women combined, 
In societies like to us *‘ misters,”’ 
One society's called 
(A title not bald) 
** The Loyal United Sisters.” 
And one (see above) 
Has for name ‘*‘ Peaceful Dove,” 
An hon’rable order unvext ’tis, 
And one worth success, 
Is the L.O.A.S. 
(For full name see above where the text is). 
Then shout out ** Hooray!” and a loud three times three 
For the L.O.A.S, and the H.O.P.D, 


The new L.U.S. 
Doth much merit possess 
For sisters should all be united, 
And the ** Shepherdess ” force 
(Who aren’? ** ancient,” of course) 
Should see that things *‘ crook ”-ed are righted. 
Let each lady we love 
Be a true ‘* Peaceful Dove,” 
The joys of us men-folk e’er heeding, 





Then gladly will we 
Disburse every fee 
That such Friendly Society’s needing. 
Here’s success, L. U.S, ! and likewise three times three 
For the L.O.A.S, and the H.O.P.D. 








** You have annexed my seat, sir,” grumbled a passenger, at Swindon, 
on returning to his carriage, after refreshing himself at the buffet. ‘* But 
what is there to prove that it is your seat?” asked the occupant. ‘‘I 
left a Gladstone bag, and an umbrella on it, ten minutes ago,” exclaimed 
the claimant, angrily. ‘* How exceedingly careless of you !’’ remarked 
the occupant. ‘‘It is just seven minutes since a red-nosed individual, 
dressed in seedy black, removed them. ‘Pon my honour, it’s positively 
criminal to tempt poor men to sin, by leaving property about in such a 
reckless manner. You ought to be thoroughly-well ashamed of yourself. 
Like receivers of stolen property, men like you help to make thieves, sir.” 
[ Nose-tweaking. Cries of murder, etc. Police-court. Mutual apologies.) 





Of the Season Seasonable., 


Merryweather,—“ Have you received any invitations for Christmas, 
old fellow?” 

Grimshaw.—*‘ Ye—e—s, a good many ; one very pressing—to pay my 
arrears of water rates.” 





Mrs. PopMorg has a beautiful edition of Shakespeare. She says she 
keeps it carefully locked up in her cupboard along with her best china, 
and she never found no syphon running through it. 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 


I'LL sing you a song of Christmas Day 
(A capital thing to do), 
I'd promised to dine some miles away, 
(A capital thing to do), 
When morning broke I poked my nose 
(In a tentative way) beyond the clothes, 
When, saving your presence, it went and froze ! 
(A capital thing to do.) 


But out of my bed I got in a trice 
(A capital thing to do), 

And took my bath—when I’d broken the ice 
(A capital thing to do), 

I shaved in the cold, and cut my chin, 

I tumbled downstairs and barked my shin, 

And to breakfast sat down on a vagrant pin 
(A capital thing to do), 


Nobody sent me a Christmas card 
(A capital thing to do). 
When I started out it was snowing hard, 
(A capital thing to do), 
It snew and it blew (‘‘ real business” meant), 
My new umbrella was wrecked and rent, 
I trod on a slide, and down I went 
(A capital thing to do). 


I picked myself up and rubbed my back 
(A capital thing to do), 

When a snowball caught me a terrible whack 
(A capital thing to do). 

Down on my beautiful beaver hat 

With thundering emphasis then I sat, 

And laid it out impressively flat 
(A capital thing to do). 
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Those rascally boys! I soon gave chase 
(A capital thing to do), ' 

But they ducked and danced, and grinned in my face 
(A capital thing to do). 

Such slippery imps it’s hard to ‘‘ tow'l,” 

I beat a retreat with a baffled growl, 

Which they jeered with a wild triumphant howl 
(A capital thing to do). 


I reached my host’s too late to dine 

(A capital thing to do). 
They gave me a lot of awful wine 

(A capital thing to do)! 
Someone recited a gruesome ‘‘ pome,” 
Somebody sang of ‘‘ the beads that foam,” 
And then I started away for home 

(A capital thing to do). 


A cabby I got, but he rued the job 
(A capital thing to do), 
So I gave him a ‘‘sov.” (mistake of a * bob’) 
(A capital thing to do), 
And had to walk home to Highgate Hill, 
Was garotted and robbed, and caught a chill, 
And now I am living on draught and pill 
(A capital thing to do)! 





ENIOKNAOKS, 


A CLERICAL epicure in strict training for Christmas—a devout gour- 
mand who would have found favour in the eyes of Mrs, Glasse—tells us 
that it is advisable first to catch your turkey 
alive at least a fortnight before Christmas, 
and then to give him some walnuts to eat 
every day, as the said nuts impart a peculiarly 
fine flavour to the fowl’s breast. ~ eo! states 
that it is positively necessary to boil hams in 
dry champagne, as sweet *‘ bang” destroys 
their fragrance; and he adds that no man 
who keeps Yule-tide as it ought to be kept 
should need the services of a doctor before 
the first of January—if he takes due precau- 


tions. 





** Buy, buy, buy!” shouted the butcher, 
clanking his knife and steel, and pointing to 
some black-looking frozen meat from the An- 
tipodes. And everybody did go by except a 
stray dog, and even he didn’t seem to enjoy the leg of mutton he annexed. 





THE turbulent Scotch crofters who have been shooting deer belonging 
to other folk, were infinitely more practical in their war of revanche 
than the dissatisfied Irish peasants are who stalk down landlords. Jugged 
landlord with red currant jelly is not a dish that graces the Hibernian 
‘* pathriot’s” table, as yet ; although tails removed from live cows are 
very frequently used in the manufacture of soup. 


AN ex-constable recently brought an action against a Clerk of Supply, 
in Scotland, to recover loss of wear and tear of plain clothes, worn and 
injured in consequence of delay in the supply of the regulation uniform. 
The defence was that the plaintiff was so stout that no uniform in stock 
could be buttoned round his massive form, and that several special 
‘rigs out” were ordered ; but as each one arrived it was discovered 
that the officer had increased a few inches, in fact he gradually became 
a positive terror to the police tailors, who mourned over the misfits. The 
chief constable gave evidence, and said in a sorrowful tone, that the 
man was unquestionably of a most unusual shape, being afflicted with a 
thoroughly contented di-position, 


Five Gallic Anarchists entered a French restaurant recently, and 
consumed a nice little dinner, consisting of some five or six courses, 
which they washed down with deep, deep draughts of the good Rhine 
wine in a rather unpatriotic way. On the bill being presented, the 
Anarchists scornfully remarked that, having no money about them, 
payment was of course out of the question, and they added that it was 
the proprietor’s duty to feed any hungry and impecunious citizens who 
might honour him with a call. By order of a judge these freebooting 
feedists will be provided with free dinners for the next three months, 
but their Christmas bill of fare is not likely to include either turbot or 
turkey. In fact, it is questionable whether they will taste even the fried 


sausage of commerce. 


Mem. from a Winchester Schoolboy.—‘t When a fellow’s caught 
smoking a really good cigar, it’s adding insult to injury to ‘tund’ him 
with a coarse, common ash plant.” 


A RAG and hone merchant was recently fined 40s. and costs for 
‘*keeping a carriage without a licence.” The said ‘*‘carsiage” was a 
donkey cart. ‘* You do me proud, yer honours—a little too proud,” 
observed the merchant, as he somewhat reluctantly jerked out two 
janglers, ‘‘ But ketch me givin’ the same price as I used for yer 
hempty bottles and yer kitching stuff. No; some on the bentch ‘ull 


‘ave to pay forths! No more hamicable negoshiashuns through cooks, 


Straight to the fountin ’ed in futur, and sarve yer right !” 





Dr. RICHARDSON says, that with the presence of alcohol in the body 
no vigorous nervous action can be carried on. Several respectable 
licensed victuallers and their chuckers-out are inclined to differ with the 
learned physician on this point. Apart from joking, we find a singular 
instance of human obstinacy in the fact that crankmongers, both in the 


eating and drinking department of life, persist in refusing to believe that 
‘‘one man’s meat is another man’s poison,” 


‘* HAVE you anything to say in defence?” remarked a magistrate toa 
professional mendicant charged with ing. ‘*Certingly!” replied 
the vagrant.” ‘‘ Certingly ! yer washup. ort I ses is this ;"if it ’adn’t 
ha’ been for these bloomin’ pleecemen, I shouldn’t be ’ere, They're too 
fond of pokin’ their noses into other folk’s business. I don’t hinterfere 
with them—do I? No not me! Now just putt me for a week in 
Chawley Warrin’s place, and I ’ud——" [The P.M. was abruptly sent 
up for seven days ; but was not ** putt” in Chawley Wart in's place.] 
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Ir is reckoned that some £20,000,000 is annually lost and won in ALL who are fortunate enough to obtain Rimmel’s Comical Pocket 
Australia by betting. No wonder the New South Welshers want the | Book Almanac, ‘‘Good Old Times,” will be delighted with it. M. 
name of their colony changed. Faustin’s designs are both clever and funny. 


Jute Cadbury's Reads 
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A Cheerful Companion to the 
Calendar, 
DECEMBER—({SECOND HALF.) 
17th, GUN-COTTON added to mankind's sweet 

store 
Of facéle brother-slaying apparatus : 
7a what we really wanted more 
—— mot meant to annibi- 
te us. 


18th. Black slav’ry in the U.S.A, 
Abolish’d, eighteen-sixty-two ; 
White slav’ry still awaits its day, ; 
I wish h-datience, do not you ? 


roth. John “aa Mallard Turner this day 
i 
Of landscape - painting _ England’s 
noblest master ; 
Weep—that the painter’s paint his art 
defied, 
His pigments doom’d his pictures to 
disaster ! 


20th. This day died Lord Macaulay, active 


. »e 
By which light you will read his 

** Hist’ry.” 
His Tory foes got from him many a dig, 


And found that his **‘ Reviews” were 
blist’ry. 

21st. Died Edward Wright, who was the 
«¢ r e 9 


When farces were the town’s delight ; 
Though often ‘‘ wrong” upon the stege, 
He never fail’d of being Wright. 


22nd, Death of ‘* George Eliot,” a writer fine, 

‘ Of whon, of course, you daily feel the 
need ; 

If your intent to-day’s the same as mine, 


Take down and_ re-peruse her 
‘* Adam Bede.” 
23rd, First flight of James the Second—read 
e tale. 
A hateful despot, coward, brute, and 
bigot ; 
A French king’s pensioner, and not in 
jail, 
The punishment was far too light 
which e got. 
24th. The Eve of Christmas, which I hope 
you'll 
By every rule of strict decorum ; 


So shall you ’scape headache and fev’rish 


sleep, 
That's troubled by an ‘‘ extra jorum,” 


25th, I scarce need tell you this is Christmas 
Day. 
If you’ fe a chine, may it be full of 
juice ; 
But with your board’s ef cet’ras see, I 
pray, 
You do not make of your own self a 
goose. 
26th. A holiday this is, I’m sure you'll try 
Your hardest that you don’t forget it ; 
But do ar should you find the labour 


Pooned ‘too copiously to ** wet it.” 


27th. This day died bright Charles Lamb, who 
badly stammer’d, 
Yet — as gaily as the best have 


And into told sconces sharply ham- 
mer 
The point of many a humour-laden 
pun. 
28th, Innocents’ Day, your 


doubt, 
Nor will I even hint how you should 


day, I do not 


Niece Ethel (rising eleven) —“ Qu, YES !_ 
TIES,” 


MASTER AS ONE’S SELF,” 








An innocent, you'll ‘‘ know your way 
about,” 

And, as to liquor—when and how to 
blend it. 


29th. Birthday of Mr. Gladstone, who, 
Of politicians best abus’d is ; 
Let his career inspire you— 
That eel’s, too, which to skinning 
is. 


30th. The Order of the Jesuits, this day 
Establish’d, fifteen-thirty-five ; 
Perhaps, if you and I had but our way, 
The Jesuit at present would not 
thrive. 


has run. 
Take physic ’gainst the coming year’s 
annoys, 
By regularly taking in your Fun— 


joys. 





A Word to the Unwise. 


[‘* If the police were ee the most gy on manner, 
it was no justification for anyone com- 
mitting such an assault as had been i been epelledl of ia the 
present case."—Refort of recent trial } 

Says wise Mr. Justice Stephen, says he, 
You'll take, if you please, what the Law means 
from me; 

Though the act of a peeler illegal may be, 

To smash his skull for it is rank felonie. 
There's law in a nutshell, as all men may see, 





spend it ; 





And, what’s better still, Law and Justice agree, | 


AN UNFORESEEN EDUCATIONAL DIFFICULTY. 
Aunt Rose.—** AND~WAS THERE PLENTY OF DANCING?” 


Aunt Rose.—“* AW !—SINCE WHEN HAS THAT BEEN?” 
Niece Ethel (disillusioned ).—OH!—EvVER SINCE I FOUND HOW STUPID IT WAS 
DANCING WITH PARTNERS WHO—WHO—HAD NOT BEEN TAUGHT BY THE SAME 


31st. This day the year, worn out, its course | 


So shall you swell the number of your | 
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Bot I HAVE GIVEN UP DANCING AT Par- 
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“The ponies en the Chiming 
of the Bells.” 


THE Old Year out and the New Year in, 
The clear-voic'd blithesome bells are ringing ; 

Let thought join with their gladsome din, 
Let tongue take up the song they’re singing ! 

The year that’s gone is gone ; the New 
Is all to be, let’s greet it gaily ; 

Its threshold with bright flow’rs strew, 
Though, after, storms may beat it daily. 


Set forth, New Year, caress’d by hopes, 
A joyous band of all com ay tg 
Who excommunicate, like 
All drear and rebel westiedione ! 


The ills by fickle Fortune dealt 

Let’s mock at least until to- meee 5 ; 
Joy’s joy, though but a moment felt 
| Pains vanish with unthought-of sorrow ! 








A Sandwich Boarder! 


AnourT five hundred ‘‘ sandwich” men were 
entertained at dinner Mr. Thomas Holt, 
late of the Legislative of New South 
Wie, « Dee Bravo, Mr,. 

olt ! r, FON you, 
you on the back, for ee teed pase fille 
—whose humble is usually a crust on the 

vernent—an o ty for once in their 
ives of not having to kerb their appetites. 








GOLD in Wales ! Here's a discovery. Who- 


ever thought of W(h)ales being gold 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS, 


Tue Princess's. —Sileria, the land of 
Fewish Maid-ns, just now playing at this house, is such a treat for 


rf - 
2 , 











Tue Prixcess’s.—Tue Frown OFF AND THE SMAIL OFF. 


lovers of the ludicrous as they do not often meet witb, and the enterprise 
of the management in catering with such direct determination and 
copious liberality for a class whose interests are but grudgingly, and, as 
it were, incidentally attended to as a rule, should meet its just reward, 
I suppose it is part of the joke that under the present management, 
which hails from *‘ the land of the free,” the fee system flourishes in full 
vigour for the first time since the theatre was built. 


THE story of Sideria is just the sort of merry, rollicking, practical 
joke suitable to the season, ranging in its incidents from the unlikely to 
the impossible, and flavoured with a piquant sauce of the untruthful, the 
inconsequent, and the incongruous. e early scenes are laid in a town 
of Southern Russia, and when the Lieutenant-Governor-General tries to 
kiss a pretty market girl, and refuses to go down on his knees and beg 
her pardon at the instance of a fiery young gentleman just returned from 
St. Petersburg, the cruel despotism of the Ruslan Governmental system 
is at once brought home to thé intelligent spectator. Then the fiery 
young = whose name is Neigoff, is shot and wounded by a spy 
call a. It seems rather crude conduct for a spy, but there——! 
This makes Sara cry and Ivan threaten (never mind who they are, good 
ople, it doesn’t matter a bit), The iron heel of the autocrat is so 
rmly felt in Russia, that the commonalty always abuse the L.-G.-G.s 
in the market places, They eventually soothe Ivan with promises of 
Siberia, though he appears to have no respect at all for his siberias ! 





In order to obtain possession of Marie (the market-girl), Jarakoff 
(the L.-G.-G.), goes by the rather roundabout way of :aising a riot 
against the Jews, whereby the mutual Jew-papa of Marie and Sara is 


“ NO,MyY Boy Won'T 
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THe Hayvmarxer.—" Partners!” 


killed, Marie carried off by Jarakoff's ** minions,” and Sara rescued by 


Neigofi—tableau—red fire. Sara goes in search of her sister, and 








light-haired and light-headed 


—such is the cordon of 
the cruel agents of the 


Street *‘ get-up”), accompan 
koff are concerned, which results in Jarakoff's 
private apartments of their palaces without password or written order, 


SARA is condemned to Siberia for life. But who should have g 
and enlisted, and have been as a full-blown soldier, an 


far as to knock a countess about (who is not a prisoner, by-the-way, 
though the wife of one), and order her a flogging for having stolen from 


feed her starving child. Eventually Neigoff, who has probably sworn 
are free, and the orchestra celebrates the occasion by playing the Russian 
Hymn to the Czar ! 


In the last act all the ‘‘escaped” characters are at Odessa, on their 








Too.e’s.—‘* Hester's MISSED-’ARRY!” 
way to the land of the star-spangled banner, but Jarakoff, alive and de- 


cidedly kicking, appears upon the scene and all is misery. Happily, 
however, ‘‘ Hawkshaw the detective” is at hand, in the shape of the 
Governor-General, and all is joy. 


WITH all its absurdity, however, I don’t think the management have 
made a mistake in producing the piece. As ‘‘art” (or literature) 
Siberia is plumbless depths beneath contempt; but I don’t think I ever 
Saw an audience (and I have a pretty fair experience of audiences, too) 
more thoroughly engrossed, more ready to applaud virtue and groan at 
vice, more smart at taking ‘‘ points,”—more completely enjoying itself, 
in short—than the one of which, in seeing this play, I made an insig- 
nificant unit. This is a manager's justification, in spite of what *‘ art” 
lovers may say. I’m an art lover myself, but why should those who 
have no time to love art be denied their cakes and ale? 


Nops AND WINKs. — A performance of Ofhe//o, with ‘specially 
designed dresses, made by Messrs. L. and H. Nathan, and Lewis and 
Allenby” (each of which firms should immediately send Mr. Fun a 
complete outfit for several years, for mentioning it !), and Mr. Charring- 
ton and Miss Janet Achurch, as the unhappy married couple, was given 
at the Vaudeville on Tuesday last. The cast was strong, and I am 
told the performance was otherwise much above the average; but 
“ other arrangements” precluded my personal attendance.—I hope Mr. 
Toole didn’t catch cold through losing that great-coat.—The new Hay- 
market piece, Partners, comes into the bill on the 5th prox. Our 
artist informs us that he *‘ sends a sketch which is ‘ not a bit like it.’” 





NegsTor, 


without let or hindrance, into the heart of Jarakoff’s palace 
ies and officials that bristle protectively around 
hite Czar—where she finds her sister (who 
inly is a fine girl for the eighteen years she ‘‘ owns” to) babbling 

of fields, and rather in the way of Jarakoff, whose ‘‘ missus ” has 
suddenly arrived (in a beautiful pink silk frock and general Regent 
ied by the Governor-General. There is a 
scuffle, in which the spy, Sara, Marie, the low-comedy man, and Jara- 
being stabbed by Sara, 
as a warning to all Governors who allow the lower orders to enter 


ne 
be 
standing a sentinel in the yard of the Court-house but Neigoff! And 
presently, by the artful expedient of exchanging knapsacks (which, in 
the Russian equipment appear to unhook bodily from the supporting 
straps with a beautiful and convenient simplicity) he is enabled to accom- 
his lady-love into exile in a comrade’s stead. At the Siberian 

ines we find the local officer ** a dooce of a tyrant,’”’—he even goes so 


the officer’s dinner-table a can of Swiss milk (apparently) wherewith to 


obedience, *‘ rounds” on his Siberia officer, the people get out of their 
Mines with joy, a general snowball match occurs (I think), the prisoners 
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KNICOKNAOKS. 


Last year the Charity Organisation Society received £20,982 
from benevolent chumpkins. £14 543 ef the above sum wen/ in . 
form of expenses! A short while back we 
got into conversation with one of the unem- 
ployed who was crawling round Leicester 
Square. We eventually asked him why he 
did not apply to the C.OS. He replied, 
pithily :—‘** Acos the gents there is like Ban- 
bury tinkers—in mending one hole they 

e three,” 


A BIRMINGHAM butcher has been fined 
for warbling, **‘ Buy! buy! buy!” But is it 
not meet that a knight of the cleaver should 
be allowed to chaunt *‘ Buy ! buy! big!” to 
his heart’s content? for, in doing so; though 
he steels a great deal, he steals but little 
from the public, who are by no means bound 
to respond to his noisy invite, 








STATISTICS show that against every murder perpetrated in England, 
during the year, sweet, sunny Italy can score twenty assassinations. All 
sorts of instruments are used in the commission of these crimes, but 
Italians still let holes into each other with that nasty dagger the stiletto. 
Why do they use the knife at all? Surely their terrible instrument the 
hurdy-gurdy is more fatal. 


A Paris correspondent remarks, *‘ Everything Russian is now the 
fashion.” If this news be true, visitors to the gay capital should care- 
fully provide themselves with plenty of disinfectants and insect powder. 
Tourists, ‘ware Norfolk- Howards, 


‘* HULLO!,” said the sergeant to a sixteen-stone constable, “‘ hullo ! 
your lantern’s not lighted. You'll lose your way down these dark lanes 
some night.” ‘* Trust me, sergeant,” replied rubicund Robert, rubbing 
his bright vermilion proboscis, ** trust me, I hallus follers my nose. That 
leads me straight, you bet.” 


A BAKER was recently charged with adulterating his bread by using 
sawdust in its manufacture. The defendant tried to maintain that the 
staff of life was none the worse for being partially composed of wood. 
The *‘ beak” hinted that the vendor of loaves ought to be fitted up with 
a plank bed, as he had such a high opinion of timber, and regretted that 
it was not in his power to order him to be weli barked with a birch rod, 


**Comg, put your best foot foremost, Angelina, or we shall be late 
for dinner,” cried Edwin, ‘* Best foot, indeed!” exclaimed Angelina, 
tartly, as she glanced at her dainty dottimes. ‘‘ Thank goodness, neither 
of my feet are buniony, elephantine monstrosities like yours are, dear.” 
‘*The young couple’s ’ad their fust row to-day,’’ chuckled the hotel 
waiter to the cook later on. 


FATHER M’GLYNN describes the Grand Old Man’s Home Rule 
Scheme as ‘* hodge-podge and humbug.” The rascally excommunicated 
priest likewise says, ‘‘ explosions have done more good for the Irish cause 
than all the speeches of riot-orators.” The kicked-out shepherd is at 
present safely located in America, and no doubt he will remain there as 
long as he can find idiots weak enough to keep him in clover. Up to 


now it is a case of 
** Afver supper of heaven I dream, 
But that is fat pullets and clouted cream.” 


AN ardent admirer of President Cleveland recently chipped a piece off 
one of the statesman’s carriages, remarking that he wanted a substantial 
chunk of stuff to remember the President by, as he did not care for such 
poor trash as an autograph. When told by a magistrate that he would 
have to pay five dollars for the interesting shred, he expressed himself as 
highly satisfied, and invited the dispenser of justice to come outside and 
interview a dispenser of cocktails. He also generously offered to sub- 
scribe another five dollars towards defraying the magistrate’s funeral 
expenses, should that worthy man happen to get shot while in his 
company. 


‘* GRUGGINS !” groaned that good citizen’s wife. “* Gruggins ! Do 
you know that you have got into bed with your bootson?” ‘* Never 
mindsh, my dearsh, don’t mattersh a bit, they ain’t my Sunday pairsh. 
You can exchange ’em, to-morrow, with some Hebrewsh, for a couple of 
blue vases. Only mind they musht be blue! ’Cos it’s such a nice colour, 
isn’t it?” (hic.) [Family consultation next day. | 


Jeames says that his master, Lord Mashington Gourmandby, has 
come to the conclusion that if a ‘‘ fellow” wishes to spoil his appetite 
entirely, he had best go in for a long course of love, bitters, and oysters. 





A Christmas Appeal. 


Mr. Fun,—In your goodness of heart will you deign 
To enlighten a suff'rer, and say, 

With the Christmas-box season upon us again, 
Pray, which am I called on to pay? 


The butcher’s, the baker’s, the greengrocer’s boy, 
And those tradesmen’s who come every day ; 

Though I own it without any feeling of joy, 
Well, perhaps I am called on to pay. 


But the lamplighter, now not so nimble as once, 
Before the long poles came in play ; 

And the carrier’s fellow who can’t write (the dunce), 
Can I fairly be called on to pay? 


And a man has been here whom I ne’er saw before 
(With a dress for my wife, by-the-way) ; 

He’s receipted the bill, yét he seems to want more ; 
Now, do you think I’m called on to pay? 


While I write this the cat’s-meat man takes off his hat, 
And looks eager ; but I shall say nay ; 

For the matter of that I don’t keep a cat, 
And how can I be called on to pay? 


If I give a good cab-driver just twice his fare, 
As I (possibly) frequently may, 

He looks at the coin with dissatisfied air, 
How much more am I called on to pay? 


The ‘‘ waits” have been round—men I really can't stand, 
With their soul-rending nightmarish lay— 

Am I bound to subscribe to that horrible band— 
Do you rule that I’m ca//ed on to pay? 


It’s a difficult thing for a poor luckless wight 
To keep all these brigands at bay ; 

I am called on by harpies from morning till night, 
But I hope I’m not called on to fay. 


Dunnington Crescent, S.W. 
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A SETTLER. 


Customer.—** Here! Hi! Waiter! Here’s a button in this soup.” 
Waiter (with withering contempl).—** Well, you don’t expect to 
find a new suit of clothes in a threepenny plate, do you ?” 
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For the conyag out of this recipe you must be a landowner ; preferably your estate should be near some good-sized town. Then take a contented member of the 
humbler classes —t i 


A FEW RECIPES.—I. HOW TO MAKE A SOCIALIST. 


Hig ie 
ail i fia: ye if ft 
| f aero Midis aba ‘ath: 
Joram hy 


sien aly A 
Ver: Pee 
i A s 


" | En pentane dhe ses 
* nnn} ss = << , ~~ ie set ap 8 ce 
AWS wee z= = y , x ot 
ile =" MP 
fae. Hg! 
ved Litt bain sb | 


ais oe wae ae 
‘ifm rm 41 


fie 4 site iv ail 
ge OEE ON! Dey gree ree 
B tier itn Hou 








: S=- 


e sort of fellow who, passing the gates of your park, peeps in and murmurs :—*‘ Got a nice place, Ae has; and why shouldn't he'ave it? Dessay 
an’ s’pose he was born to it, why shouldn't he be?’ 
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ing. Now rest, and let the thing work. TG ttle, £0 to his house of call: and maybe you'll hear him say reflec- 


tively : “‘ Got a nice place, he has; but there do seem a somethink not quite right 


about his takin’ away ous bits!” This shows your work i i r 
(Continued next week.) ; et? TOS ee 
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THE MISTLETOE. 











PANTOMIME. 
[ See Cartoon Verses, p. 276, 
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HAPPY THOUGHT! 











FARE-you-well, old Eighty-Seven ; 
Pleasant journey to you ; only 
Ere you reach your destined Heaven 
Won't you feel a little lonely ? 
Won’t you take a little party, 
Just to cheer you on the way? 
I can recommend ’em hearty, 
Won't you take them with you, eh ? 


Though I cannot give you fully 
Everybody on the list, 

There’s the vixen, there’s the bully, 
There’s the transcendentalist, 

There’s the sentimental finnic, 
There’s the party full of gall, 

There's the grumbler, there’s the cynic— 
You are welcome to them all, 


They would liven up your journey, 
If you took them in your track ; 
Nor in person—by attorney— 
Need you ever send them back, 
Eighty-Seven! Is your finger 
laced derisive to your nose ? 
Fare you well! I never linger 
Near such vulgarness as those ! 


ooo 


New Leaves, 


** THe Pyfstian Komic Calendar,” by Mr, Dabber Pyfsts and his wife 
(Digby and Long). This is an amusing book, and we need not add more 
about it.— The ** Blackwood’s Diaries” and the *‘ Pettitt’s Diaries,” issued 
by Griffiths, Farran and Co,, are many and varied. They containall the 
needful information appertaining to such useful registers, and are suitable 
to all kindred requirements. 

In the ‘*‘ Theatre Annual,” the editor, Mr. Clement Scott, has, be- 
sides his own worthy work, provided a rich treat for his patrons in the 
con'ributions from actors and actresses, who are seen in other than stage 
characters, The splendid ballad by Miss Clo. Graves will be widely 
appreciated. — 7he Cyclist Christmas Number, and year book for 1888, 
abounds with information, set off by a series of spirited illustrations — 
‘Children’s Prayers,” by Sarah Wilson ; illustrared by Jane M. Dealy 
and Fred Marriott (Eyre and Spottiswoode). This book throughout is 
daintily and delicately done, the illustrations generally are worthy of 
the text, but the darker parts are too forced, and lack the tenderress we 
find in the ** Prayers.” 


Russia Leathering. 


THE naughty students of Moscow have been going it. However, in 
endeavouring to enliven the dull round of academical routine by attack- 
ing the Government Inspector, hissing the Kector of the University, and 
other playful eccentricities, they reckoned without their host, for the 
Cossacks were called out, and they got (k)nout for their pains. This 
drastic method of sending round the Government whip in Russia un- 
doubtedly causes a good deal of soreness in certain quarter. 





FLAT BuRGLARY. 


Breaking into residential chambers. 











POOR PANTOMIME! 


Do you think it’s very likely that I should go and see a pantomime? 
Any man must be fit for Bedlam or Pasteur who thinks of any such 
thing fora moment. I haven’t been to a pantomime for ten years, and 
I don’t mean to go for another ten. Do I remember the pantomimes in 
the old days? I should think I do. I remember when there used to 
be a pantomime in Phelps’ time at Sadler’s Wells. Pantomimes now-a- 
days are only music-hall slang, scenery, and girls half-buried in face- 
powder, A young nephew of mine (he’s ten years old—how I hate the 
little wretch), came to me and said, ‘‘ Uncle, dear, do take me to the 
pantomime.” I should like to have taken the dear little creature to 
the West Indies, in some nice quiet island where canes grow handy, and 
use to be had without paying for—/’d have pantomimed him. As to 
pantomime now, you can’t go down the Strand without meeting a lot of 
mildewed-looking children, with mouldy muffs and dirty faces. They’re 
your pantomime imps and such like. I only like the School Board for 
one thing, and that is, it prevented so many children going in for pan- 
tomime work. Little beasts, earning money and taking it home to 
their parents! I should like to have caned ’em all. 

I hate pantomimes. I own it. What are they all about? Hey! 
They only take a lot of children’s tales, and spoil ’em by mixing ’em up 
with ballet girls, and bad music, and transformation scenes. I’d trans- 
form it all if I were the Lord Chamberlain. Why, one afternoon last 
year I was at Drury Lane. The place was crammed with grinning 
children. ‘‘Isn't it a fine sight,” said Jonesto me. I always hated 
that idiot. I should like to have boxed their ears all round. One 
comfort was, though, they’d half of them be ill the next day, what with 
tarts and excitement. That pulled me together a little when I thought 
of the little wretches being upset and quarrelsome, and their mothers 
boxing their ears in the nursery, and giving them castor oil and liquorice 
powder before they sent them to bed. I’d puta stop to pantomimes 
straight off the reel if I had the chance. Amusing children at Christ- 
mas, indeed! /’d amuse ’em with plenty of brimstone and treacle, and 
caning. DIOGENES TUBBS, 





CHIEF OF THE STAFF,.—Sir Charles Warren. 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST=WELL ON THE 
Boom. 





** HERE COME THE 

















DECEMBER 28, 1887, 



































































































































DeceMBER 28, 1887, 














| A kw of 


these articles 
will of course 


7 asfray 












S 
c 
pASCMVICE 15 


gor" fo the ‘o. 


= eX 












UN ld Soatt: MY , 
DF i ‘sf : 3 od by y, Shere S not 
- . the Navy 


@ ves se/ "7 


) ‘ able eves 1% Float 
- > 


ey 
gs wart f > 












this sort 
»\ ty » \" thin 











Shere ’/I 
be a good =H 
deal of 


















of 


/ 


\ 


Cust one gentlem 
will not 
*omelillmorn ing f . 










































a 
om 


UNDER the mistletoe hanging above— 
eu That is the regular place 

| For showing at Christmas a signal of love 
| By giviog a warm embrace. 





4 
Ht Under the mistletoe catching the girls, 
| Gentlemen do as is wont ; 


curls, 
Though some of them say they don’t. 


And most of them like it while shaking their | Of food for reflection in this, 


_ Courageously struggling to set herself free, 
| But she has a hard task, poor lass ! 
Under the mistletoe now in distress, 
Erin may well be believed, [caress, | 
When vowing she hates the clown Balfour’s 


Under the mistletoe! There is no dearth 


For surely one finds all the diffrence on earth 
’Twixt a nice and a nasty kiss, 
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lh OP course we shall be fold this ! are Majesty may pay a short wsiT fo Scotland! CLS 
hy “FUNS” PROPHECIES FOR THE NEW YEAR. 

ae) IN the dim cloudland of the Future, FuNn’s prophetic eye has discerned certain weird and wonderful events about to happen in the forth- 
1 ik coming New Year. Beholdthem! All genuine, and guaranteed to contain the latest tips ! 

WH 

| iy Under the Mistletoe. | Under the mistletoe here you may see Just Out. Price One Shilling. PostSree, 1s. 2d. 

i| ‘ak Camenen | _ One of the last-mentioned class HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1888. 


Containing Contributions by the best living 
Artists of the day. 


Now Ready. Price Twopence. 


| By whom she feels sore aggrieved. FUN ALMANAC for1i888. 


Crammed Full of Humorous Drawings. 
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“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 
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BRANDAUER a Cadbury's 


POINTED 


Write as smoothly as a ‘ead pencil, and neither scratch | P URE AND 


nor spurt, the pomnts being rounded by a new process. 
Ask your Stationer ‘or a Sixpenny Assorted Sample SOL 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C. BRANDAUVER and Co.'s 


GUARANTEED 


" Cocoa 


Pan Works, Birmincuam: or to their Wholesale BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London. E.C 
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1. Small waist in one direction, great waste in others. 





to political specches.——4. The ever-recurring Irish Question. 


Exactly So. | Not A-mean-able. 
Our special brewer says that table-Leer is Some planet’s ascension, you'll notice, is due 
certain to be dead next August, but that lots of| At ‘* mean noon’’—a peculiar phrase ; 
folk will be found delighted to bury it freely, _Whoe’er first did plan-it, mayhap had in view 
_— Some bad action of noon s on some days. 
DuRincG the winter fifty million folks will say, Such a notion is apt to pain tempers serene, 
**1’ll take a little sugar in mine.” 


SOME PICTORIAL PROGNOSTICATIONS FOR 1888. 


2. The unemployed, agricultural and artistic depression. — 3. Application of the phonograph 
5- More impertinences of the police. 











For the noon—like ourselves—has no right to be ‘‘mean.”’ 


The D—— sends the Cooks—sometimes. 
**Wuy don’t you continue — up the din- 


ner, Cook?” cried Mrs. de Brown, flouncing into 
the kitchen on Christmas Day. ‘‘ Acos, madam,” 
hiccoughed the cook, leaning overthe family turkey, 
and taking a huge and reckless pinch of brown 
rappee, ‘‘acos, madam, ’snuff’s as good as a feast.’ 








THE SEASONS. 
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MERRY MAY QUEEN— 


‘*Joe Scroggins, Natur’ smoiles on me, 
So Oji’ull gie a spring salute to thee.” 


























TENDER-HEARTED WIDOWER— 
‘* Dear Mrs. Chubb, don't make a fuss, 
Vv eI steal | 


FUN ALMANAC. ame, ia 

















KISSI-KISSIANA.—By Our Special Kissist. 
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VIRTUOUS VILLAGE MAIDEN— 
‘* Young Squoire, a glowing summer smack 
Your cheek shall redden—take that thwack !' 
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AMOKOUS ELDEKLY BriDE— — 
"Neath a bunch of mistletoe and holly, 


Give a Christmas kiss to your pet Polly.” 
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HE MISSED HIS TIP. | 


O_p Lapy.—*! Driver, isn’t there a celebrated Elizabethan house hereabouts ?”’ | 
Driver, —** Well, mum, I never heerd tell on ony sech tavern of thic theer name, but I knows the ‘ Three Fishes,’ as we’re just a-comin’ 
They serves ye with better speerits at the Railway ’Otel, though!” | 
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THE GIDDY GAMBLER AND THE SILVER-HAIRED PHILANTHROPIST. 




















One drear November evening, while living in Paris, I wended my way 
along the Rue de la Riddlemaree, and turned off into a long lane of old houses 
leading towards the Faubourg St. Absinthe. I paused under the porch of my 
favourite ** hell,” rang a bell twice, grazed my knuckles by giving three mys- 
terious knocks, and was admitted, 


few sous, I staggered out into the street in a feverish frenzy, cursing my ill luck. 
Desperation seized me. 
ordered brain. But how should the deed be done? Ha, ha! I would 
remove myself with a Braunsweiger bratwurst, With fell intent I walked into 
a charcutidre’s opposite. Mon Dieu! Those vendresses of bags of mystery, 
whose fascinating manners make their most commonplace remarks seem bril- 
liant, what chatterboxes they are ! 
** Oui, monsteur ; dat is a most deleeshus German sausage, so strong flavour 
vid garlic dat Venus de Medicis or Belvidere Apollo vood not haf disdain to sup 
off it,” warbled the charcutt2re. 
** Is it the most powerful sazcissom you sell, madame?” I asked grimly. 
‘* Yees, sare !”’ she replied with a killing smile. 
Leaning against the nearest lamp-post, I thought of my childhood’s happy 
days at home. Then, grinding my teeth with mental anguish, I drew the 
bratwurst out of my pocket, and was about to take the first fatal bite, when 
a well-dressed, silver-haired stranger, muffled in a fur-trimmed greatcoat, 
stepped up, and paused in front of me. 

** Why should you wish to experience the effects of that terrible poison?” 
he eek politely. 
**T am a reckless, ruined gambler !”’ was my answer. 
** But that Braunsweiger arrangement plays too Aigh for the most broken 
gamester. Do you desire to suffer horrible misery from sensory shrwadel/ums ? 





d brandewatura ? 
arned, young man, in time, 
ping I analysed a similar sausage from that very shop. 
atchamrhindi German germs, vigorous and virulent.” 
‘** But you forget I am a reckless, ruined gambler?” I ventured. 


This very 


contained 


I am Dr. Calomel Sennaby. 
It 


One Englishman 


I gambled wildly ; and having lost all I possessed, with the exception of a | 


The thought of self-destruction flitted across my dis- | 


| ** Don’t give that fact a second thought, my dear fellow. 
| ought to befriend another in a foreign land. I am ready to advance you £250: 
in fivers, on the conditions that you gamble again to-night ; and, if you win, 
| pay me back on the nail in gold at Kromeskie’s restaurant before midnight. 
| You will not cheat me, I know, There is a peculiar tint in the cormea of 
your organ of sight that convinces me you are an honest young man. I have 
| made the eye my especial study. Here are the notes. Au revoir!” 
** Good, kindly philanthropist,” I began ; but my heart was too full to speak. 
I returned to the ** hell.” | 
What a change of fortune! Glorious vouge-et-noir! How sweetly the cry 
of ** Messteurs, faitez vos jeux,” rang in my ears. Sapristi! I broke the 
_ bank, became a walking bank, and, with a thrill of exultant joy, meandered to 
Kromeskie’s to meet the silver-haired old gentleman. | 
** You are earlier than I expected. What luck?” he asked. 
** Remarkably good luck ; I’ve broken the bank.” 
‘* Bless you, my boy! Hand over the loan iz gold.” 
i 


**T will, dear friend, with fifty per cent. interest.” 

Mar nay ! I never thought of that,” he said; ‘‘ but since you suggest it | 
yourself, I will accept—provided you sup at my expense.” 

The silver-haired philanthropist carefully stowed away the sinews of war; 
and then, surveying me somewhat in a scrutinizing manner, whispered, ** You've | 
done me a good turn, young man; I'll do you one now. Skedaddle out of | 
Paris sharp. The fivers I lent you were all duffers, well executed, without | 





Have you any particular wish to endure the agonies of o/twadalimoptysis? | 
Are you hankering after violent attacks of profuse vaxofasis, accompanied by | oddments. It’s a faint heart that never rejoices; but come, you look rather 
A Do you long to be interred in this city of Atheists? | 


doubt ; but some Paul Pry, poking his nose too closely into them, may find the | 
water-mark is not quite up to the mark. You've scored well, so have I; 
therefore now let’s eat, drink, and be merry before we part. I will ordera 
charmingly digestible little supper, which you must certainly enjoy. Let me | 
see ; we will have fo/age a /a tortue transparente, mulets gratinésa la Montes- 
guier, un chipon farci de foie gras a la Boulanger, and just a few other little | 


glum—what’s the matter?” : 
“Thanks ; I—er—have a most important appointment with my mother-in- 
law, and I feel bilious, and—er—well, to tell the truth, I don’t feel altogether 
inclined for supper to-night,” 1 replied beating a rapid retreat, without even 
wishing the silver-haired philanthropist ‘* pleasant dreams and sweet repose. 
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he Comic Man observes with pain 
Ghat there is not a drop of rain \. 
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For Nature shows his views, 


| And gets depressed and irritated 
te Are all my eye and Betty Mart 


“HERE is a chap who, weak in reasons, He holds opinion very strongly 
" her keer cause he s uncorroborated 


That weather keeps on coming wrongly; | He 
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ADVERTISEMENTS FOR THE MILLION. 


Specially recommended to Politicians and others in place of making speech 
me i nobody reads. 
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A FEW SUGGESTIONS FOR 1888. 


; which nobody listens to, and writing letters to the Z?es which 


THE MAID DECEIVING; or, A PRACTISED 


HAND. 


TieY’REcoming! They're coming! The parties are coming ! 
Our Mabel’s at practice from morning till night! 
We float in a sea of perpetual strumming 
Of intricate pieces she’ll play you ‘‘at sight ; 
For, sad to relate, though our Mabel’s the sweetest 
An | gentlest of dear ‘little maids, I believe 
She’s just the most shameless, successful and neatest 
Of persons who ‘‘ practise (alas !) to deceive.’ 


Through waltzes, I:tudes, comic songs, battle pieccs, 
Through polkas and lancers in many a quire, 

She works, with a patience that fails not, nor ceases, 
And small supple fingers that nothing can tire. 

Ere comes the dawn-knock, and our can of hot water, 
We hear the dim tinkle and rumble afar 

Day through flows the 
And runs on 


’ 


stream of thy music, O daughter ! 
its course ’neath the pale ev’ning star. 


Then mark the young monkey on festive occasions 
All innocent artlessness one would suppose, 

And see, with strange pieces her clever evasions, 

And notice her tactics with those that she knows, 

You play this, Miss Davis?” she answers, **I! no sir,” 

Then looks through the music with critical eye, 

Just strikes a few notes, draws the music stool closer, 
And glancing up modestly, murmurs, ‘‘ I'll try.” 


es 


They're c min ! They're coming! The parties are coming! 
Our Ma ea tas ariel plays folks say ; 


And so I am silent cerning the strumming 
It’s not for her p: went to give her away. , 
Unless some young fellow with love and intentio 

aa no Tap. Cat , 6} 
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FRIENDS OF THE EPIDEMIC. 
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‘*Come hither, little Ailment,” said the Jester, ‘‘and tell me thy name, and how thou 
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They had not met since childhood’s happy hour. For some moments each noted the changes time had wrought in the other. At last they spoke— 


N.B. 

Fun’s always active, as you know— 

His action’s fast and never s!ow— 
Whereby he giveth satisfaction. 


But when Old Fog, and Frost & Co., 





In dull November ’gin to show, 
’Tis then, as an immense attraction, 


Kind Fun goes in for Alman-action. 













AFTER LONG YEARS. 





HE } . m 
SHE —‘* Did you see Buffalo Bill? 
A March Mem. Prophet-able. 
SUDDEN pressure from outside will cause some people great difficulty in | LO, in this ALMANAC you'll find 
‘* raising the wind.” | Predictions of a startling kind, 
Yet light as ‘‘tootsies ” of a fairy ; 
A Nursery Note. And not like those which prophets pack 


| ‘IT say, ma,” said a four-year-old Peter, ‘‘ what are those funny things | Into the average Almanac— 
' growing outside the window this morning?’’ ‘‘ Those are icicles,” answered | Predictions such as those, alack, 
‘the mater. ‘* Do ‘em always grow with the roots up’ards?” asked Peter. Oft need a big prediction-ary, 
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—Skating extraordinary begins. 
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Piteous cries of want and woe 
Will appeal from starving poor. 
Bad colds will upset several kings ; 
There'll be an awful, horrid crime. 
An actress, sure, will pop her rings, 
And a poet often fail in rhyme. 
Fat babes will suck the silver spoon, 
And be upset by rich jam tarts ; 
Maids will watch a watery moon, 
And sigh concerning broken hearts. 
An alderman will freely dine, 
And have a glorious, gaysome lark ; 
Then next morning he will fine 
Some bosky-wosky, rampant spark. 
Young, silly, thin-clad damsels fair 
Will meet their deaths through damp 
A married man will lose some hair, 
And be dubbed a bold, bad scamp. 
A self-conceited, gibing fool 


OLD men will swathe their gouty limbs, 
And talk of sound old port ; 

Converted thieves will sing loud hymns, 
Then take their drops of ‘' short."’ 

Young masher-boys will fall in love 

| With ladies in the ballet, 

| And get stern letters from the gov., 
Which they'll answer trag-i-cally. 

The merchant, while he puffs his pipe, 
Will declare how bad all trade ts ; 

\ cockney sportsman, shooting 
Will blow a friend to Hades. 

A liver pill will have its puff, 
And rents will be collected 

by irate landlords in a huff, 
From tenants tear-affected. 

\ bruiser’s sure to sell a fight, 
And betting-men use language choice ; 

Some bobby, in the dead of night, 





Snipe, 


} 


Will list unto a cook's sweet voice. | Will stir up party strife ; 


Paid traitors will mankind disgrace, |} And many a little boy at school 
And pour forth lies in idiots’ ears; | Will eat peas with a knife. 
Murderers, ‘* ‘tecs”’ will fail to trace A play will prove a huge success, 
In both our mud-ball’s hemispheres. Try guess the author's name ; 
Carpet-knights may shirk the foe, Card-sharpers, of ¢ray-dong address, 
‘Midst the cannon’s deadly roar ; Will play their railway game. 


a tt 


PREDICTIONS FOR 1888.— 


| THE RESULTS OF EDUCATION. 


Mrs. Belle wonders why the Misses Jones wear such a malicious smile this morning. 
[Her brother's horrid dog has picked up an old shoe and trots sedately behind her. 


By Our Own Mother Shipton. 


Upon the sea crank-craft will sail, 

_ While their captains pass the bow] ; 

| And five-ounce, icy stones of hail 
Will shower from ‘‘ Hodge's” soul. 

The crisp and crinkly five-pun’ note 
Will be troublesome to raise ; 

And notes from a pretty dzva's throat 
Will start a wild, mad craze. 

The Muscovites’ sly, oily tricks 
Will produce a furious storm ; 

The bear will get some stiffish kicks, 
That may teach him to reform. 


At ‘‘newly-made " and vamped-up joke: 


Our editor will chafe ; 
And red-clad guardsmen 
smoke 
Close by the kitchen safe. 
‘* Teapot soaks’’ will have the twitt: 
Garrotters oft will suffer pain ; 
While landlords drink champagne 
bitters, 
Meadow-land will thirst for rain. 
Storm-beaten ships will crash on rocks, 
And treasures sink in sand ; 
While usurers will feel some shocks 
l'rom eels they try to land. 


shag wil 


Mad advocates of women’s rights 
Will snarl, and sneer, and mourn ; 
And many an elf, too fond of ‘‘ tights,’ 
To his last bier'll be borne. 
Sweet, love-sick damsels oft will pine 
For Bobs, and Jacks, and Georges ; 
And scores of purple beaks will shine 
At grand old Christmas orgies. 


About London. 


bY A COUNTRY MEMBER. 


ris June, and the roses are coming, 
The bees in the clover are humming, 
The butterflies, golden and brown, 
Are out in a glorious flutter ; 
My Jerseys, so famed for their butter, 
In the flower-studded meadows li 
down. 
I think it’s a terrible pity 
To write in fair June of a city! 
I wouldn't be ¢here for a crown ; 
The cuckoo is calling so sweetly, 
And summer enthrals us completely, 
I'm glad that I'm zo¢ ‘‘about town.” 
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